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EDITORIAL 

np  HE  month  of  June,  with  its  dominating  devotion  to  the 
-^  Sacred  Heart,  brings  us  a  new  language  similar  to  our 
own  to  state  the  Providence  of  God  and  all  His  actions  and  atti- 
tude tow.ards  men.  The  mentality  of  Sacred  Scripture  ex- 
pressing the  intercourse  of  Ood  with  men  is  criticized  by  infi- 
dels and  even  brought  into  ridicule;  it  is  called  anthropomor- 
phism; that  is,  God  is  represented  as  a  human  being  subject 
to  all  human  views  and  emotions.  Infidels  like  Ingersoll, 
whose  quips  we  often  hear  repeated,  declare  that  the  God 
of  the  Old  Testament  is  known  to  be  subject  to  human  pas- 
sions and  emotions,  which  is  enough  to  demonstrate  that  He 
is  not  the  Supreme  Being:  for  the  Deity  should  be  above  the 
commotions  of  human  affections,  and  even  the  passing  emo- 
tions of  love  and  hatred. 

And  yet  the  anthropomorphism  of  the  Jewish  mind  is  dear 
to  us,  and  we  tare  inclined  to  shrink  from  the  language  of 
philosophy,  however  true  and  rational.  When  God  is  set  in 
the  metaphysical  frame  of  man's  feeble  notions,  and  spoken  of 
only  by  analogies  and  comparisons.  His  love  for  creatures 
seems  remote  from  the  modes  of  human  love.  If  we  listened 
to  the  errors  of  Modernism,  we  should  hear  that  God's  ways 
are  so  different  from  human  ways  that  we  really  know  nothing 
of  Him  and  His  relations  with  creatures.  Each  one  is  said  to 
have  his  own  subjective  fancies  about  God  that  represent 
nothing  objective. 

There  are  two  languages,  then;  the  language  of  God  and 
of  man,  and  we  need  a  translation  of  divine  into  human  that 
we  may  easily  understand.     God's   language   of  the   Sacred 
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Heart  is  truly  the  language  of  God  Himself,  for  the  Human 
Heart  of  Christ  is  His  own  Heart :  the  Sacred  Heart  is  the 
Heart  of  G-od.  It  is  a  human  heart  simple  and  sincere  that 
we  can  understand,  for  when  Christ  speaks  in  human  accents, 
"Behold  the  Heart  that  has  loved  men  so  much,"  we  have  the 
sweet  anthropomorphism  that  calms  and  fascinates  us.  Now 
we  know  the  truth  that  the  Jewish  prophet  received  from 
God :  '  'I  have  loved  you,  and  you  have  answered :  in  what 
have  you  loved  us?"  This  cold  answer  of  the  Jews  seems  mo- 
dernistic, for  Divine  Love  appears  to  them  so  distant  and 
equivocal  that  it  cannot  be  put  into  such  human  terms  as  man 
can  understand.  The  Sacred  Heart  is  our  Interpreter.  At 
the  tomb  of  Lazarus  Ave  have  a  display  of  human  emotions 
that  are  univocal  Avith  our  own,  only  more  exuberant,  and 
exquisitely  sympathetic.  The  Jews  who  witnessed  His  emotion 
for  Lazarus  hopelessly  dead  and  decaying  in  the  tomb,  ex- 
claimed :  "See  how  He  loved  him."  The  sisters,  Martha  and 
Mary,  were  not  so  deeply  stirred  for  their  dead  brother  as  the 
Master  Himself.  "Jesus,  therefore,  when  He  saw  her  weep- 
ing, and  the  Jews  that  were  come  with  her,  weeping,  groaned 
in  spirit,  and  troubled  Himself,  and  said:  Where  have  you 
laid  him?  They  say  to  Him,  Lord,  come  and  see.  And  Jesus 
wept." 

This  is  a  stirring  exhibition  of  the  true  anthropomorphism 
of  the  Sacred  Heart;  and  the  words  of  Divine  power  that  came 
from  the  higher  Nature  and  echoed  in  the  Sacred  Heart  as  a 
response  to  his  prayer,  "Lazarus,  come  forth,"  show  the  lan- 
guage of  the  Divine  Nature  in  perfect  harmony  and  accord 
with  His  human  affection.  Modernism,  with  its  denial  of  the 
analogies  of  Divine  Love  and  Human  Love,  and  their  similarity 
to  each  other,  is  rebuffed.  The  modes  of  Divine  Love  and 
Human  Love  are  indeed  different,  but  the  substance  is  the 
same  in  simple  verity.  It  was  the  higher  love  of  God  that 
created  and  gave  us  the  Sacred  Heart,  or  rather  the  Human 
Soul  of  Christ,  of  which  the  heart  is  primarily  the  symbol. 
It  is  the  symbol  also,  as  we  may  observe  of  the  Divine  Love 
that  was  before  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  of  which  the  Jewish 
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Prophets  sang.  Anthropomorphism  might  be  to  unenlightened 
souls  a  stumbling  block,  and  an  opportunity  for  infidels  to 
cavil  and  argue,  if  it  were  not  for  the  Divine  Interpreter  of 

the  Sacred  Heart. 

«     «     « 

The  "LILIES"  should  apologize  to  its  readers  for  opening 
in  this  number  a  rehearsal  of  the  defunct  pseudo-science  of 
astrology,  and  the  apology  is  that  in  this  enlightened  age  we 
witness  a  recrudescence  of  it,  not  merely  in  doctrinaires  and 
cranks,  but  in  great  leaders  of  national  politics  and  world 
affairs. 

It  is  shocking  how  much  blind  faith  is  blended  with  our 
crude,  emotional  philosophy,  where  the  wish  is  the  father  of 
the  thought.  Evolution,  like  astrology,  is  now  taking  refuge 
in  faith  as  though  it  would  shamefacedly  say  that  man  and 
beast  and  plant  are  essentially  one,  and  the  world  is  so  self- 
contained  that  God  is  a  superfluity;  yet  we  cannot  explain 
how  the  upward  progress  is  effected,  and  we  must  rely  on 
faith. 

This,  too,  is  the  age  of  radio-activity  and  cosmic-rays,  and 
we  begin  to  think  of  these  cosmic  messages  the  same  as  when 
the  heavenly  bodies  were  deemed  alive  and  even  divine.  We 
are  told  in  popular  magazines  that  great  rulers  of  Europe 
are  moulding  the  destinies  of  nations  by  secret  messages  re- 
ceived from  the  skies.  A  convention  of  three  hundred  savants 
gathered  lately  in  Scotland  to  develop  and  popularize  once 
more  the  exploded  science  of  astrology. 

Telepathy,  palmistry,  hypnotism  and  spiritualism,  along 
with  astrology  and  lall  other  so-called  occult  sciences,  confute 
themselves  when  they  assume  the  cloak  of  the  occult.  An 
occult  science  is  a  contradiction;  for  science  should  always 
be  a  marshalling  of  continuous,  open  and  even  popular  mani- 
festations of  nature,  into  a  system  of  hypotheses,  that  gives 
unity  and  explanation  through  some  common  cause.  When 
the  facts  observed  are  only  occasional,  queer  and  occult,  and 
opposed  to  general  experience,  there  is  no  field  for  science. 
For   instance,   the   mounting   process   on  the   stairway    of 
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higher  and  lower  creatures  as  taught  by  evolution  has  never 
been  observed.  Mendel's  law  of  regression  teaches  the  op- 
posite of  an  evolutionary  process.  By  reversion  to  type,  ac- 
cording to  Mendel's  law,  is  understood  a  homing  instinct  of 
every  species  to  return  to  its  proper  grade  and  nature,  even 
if  slightly  dislocated  by  any  artificial  means ;  thus  the  tendency 
of  the  law  is  not  to  move  upward  to  a  higher  development, 
but  to  return  to  the  original  nature  to  which  it  belongs.  This 
is  a  flat  contradiction  of  evolution,  or  evolution  indicates  a 
transitional  process  from  lower  to  higher  grades  of  phy- 
sical  perfection.  The  stairway,  then,  of  gradated  nature, 
is  clear  and  patent  and  gives  the  emotional  appeal  to  our 
minds  that  species  do  move  upwards,  but  the  process  of  up- 
ward movement  on  that  stairw^ay  has  never  been  observed, 
and  the  law  of  a  return  to  original  type  as  given  by  Mendel 
positively  forbids  it. 

In  similar  manner  we  speak  of  astrology  as  having  plaus- 
ibility from  cosmic  currents  of  force  that  carry  mechanical 
motions  of  light  and  heat,  and  the  manifold  phenomena  of 
electricity.  These  modern  manifestations  of  electronic  energy 
have  given  occasion  to  the  renewal  of  the  defunct  science  of 
astrology.  If,  however,  radio  currents  could  produce  definite 
changes  in  the  qualities  of  bodies,  and  especially  mental  mes^ 
sages  from  mind  to  mind,  to  direct  us  in  business  affairs,  there 
Avould  be  a  real  field  for  the  science  of  astrology.  To  have  a 
mental  message,  we  must  have  a  mind  from  which  it  comes  and 
also  a  mind  to  carry  the  message — we  cannot  send  by  telegraph 
mental  messages,  but  a  series  of  signs  that  have  been  agreed 
upon  in  a  code.  Where  is  the  mind  in  astrology  from  which 
a  message  could  be  sent  and  where  is  .the  mind  that  could 
carry  it,  or  even  a  code  to  interpret  tlie  signs  that  may  be 
sent?  There  are  radio  messages  of  mechanical  force,  but 
this  is  not  astrology. 

Here,  as  in  Evolution  the  wish  is  the  father  of  the  thought. 
The  wish  is  that  determinism  should  rule  the  universe;  that 
the  world  should  be  self-contained  and  independent  of  the 
Providence  of  a  personal  God. 
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SISTERS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH  OF  CARONDELET 

1836-1936 

By  SISTER  M.  LUCIDA,  C.S.J. ,  Ph.D. 

IT  is  a  far  cry  from  the  log  cabin  to  the  palatial  building, 
from  the  state  of  privation  in  which  an  oil  lamp  is  a  luxury 
to    the    environment   of   the   modern    educational   institution, 


Inset — First  Convent  at  Caron- 
delet.  Mo. 

Belotv — Fontbonne  College,  St. 
Louis,  Mo. 


equipped  with  all  that  conduces  to  bodily  comfort  as  well  as 
intellectual  advancement;  yet  this'  is  the  history  in  our  coun- 
try of  many  of  the  successful  teaching  communities  of  the 
present  day.  It  is  the  history  of  the  Coingregation  of  St. 
Joseph  of  Carondelet. 

In  the  main  corridor  of  St.  Joseph's  Mother  House,  St. 
Louis,  now  itself  a  historic  old  building,  is  shown  a  painting 
in  oil  of  the  little  log  convent  that  was  the  first  dwelling-place 
of  the  heroic  band  of  Sisters  who,  in  1836,  left  home  and  kin- 
dred in  "La  Belle  France'  to  find  want  and  hardship  among  a 
strange  people  in  a  new  land.  Zeal  for  the  glory  of  the  Divine 
Master   and   love  for  the  souls  of  their  fellow-men  made  the 


10 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

yoke  sweet  and  the  burden  light,  and  in  time  traced  shining 
paths  to  the  St.  Lawrence  and  the  Hudson,  the  Great  Lakes 
and  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  the  wilds  of  Arizona  and  the  shores 
of  the  Pacific. 

If  the  history  of  pioneer  work  is  a  story  of  labor  and  pri- 
vation, it  is  likewise  a  prophecy  of  future  greatness;  for  it  is 
a  record  of  those  wonderful  hidden  virtues  that  are  like  seed 
cast  into  the  earth.  The  seed  dies  that  the  harvest  may  in- 
crease. There  are  interesting  pages  in  the  hundred  years' 
record  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  of  Carondelet — pages  tell- 
ing of  the  simple  faith  and  abiding  trust  in  Providence  that 
sustained  the  little  band  of  pioneers,  while  the  seed  was  taking 
root;  pages  full  of  inspiration  for  the  three  thousand  devoted 
religious  scattered  throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  the 
land,  who  are  bound,  as  it  were,  by  chains  of  gold,  to  the 
Mother  House  at  Oarondelet.  There  are  red  letter  days  in  the 
early  1840's  as  momentous  to  the  five  boarders  and  nine  or- 
phan girls  that  filled  the  log  cabin  as  the  Commencement  of 
1925 — last  on  the  old  site^ — to  the  laurel  crowned  graduates 
whose  friends  crowded  the  beautiful  chapel  to  witness  the 
closing  of  their  school  days  amid  the  splendour  of  lights  and 
flowers,  the  fragrance  of  incense,  and  the  blessing  of  Holy 
Mother  Church. 

Looking  backward  from  their  hundredth  anniversary  in 
America,  the  Sisters  of  the  present  day  see  the  six  pioneers 
— Mother  Febronie  Fontbonne,  Sister  Delphine  Fontbonne 
(nieces  of  the  Mother  General  of  France),  Sister  Febronie 
Chapellon,  Sister  Felicite  Bonte,  Sister  Philomene  Vilaine,  and 
Sister  St.  Protais  Deboille — who  left  their  Mother  House  in 
Lyons  on  January  3,  1936,  accompanied  by  Abbe  Jacques 
Fontbonne  (brother  of  the  two  first  named)  and  arrived  at 
New  Orleans  on  March  6,  1836.  They  had  come  on  the  invi- 
tation of  Bishop  Joseph  Rosati,  first  Bishop  of  St.  Louis,  who, 
in  company  with  Father  John  Timon,  CM.,  later  Bishop  of 
Buffalo,  met  them  in  New  Orleans,  escorted  them  first  to  the 
Ursuline  Convent  there,  and  accompanied  them  by  steamer 
up  the  Mississippi  to  St.  Louis.     Here  they  landed   on  the 
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evening  of  March  25th,  and  their  first  visit  was  to  the  old 
Roman  Cathedral  on  Second  and  Walnut  Streets,  to  give  thanks 
to  God  for  their  safe  journey. 

Their  destined  habitation  in  Carondelet  was  not  ready  to 
receive  them  until  September,  1836.  In  th'C  meantime  in  April, 
Bishop  Rosati,  in  answer  to  a  request  from  Reverend  Father 
Dontreligne  of  Cahokia,  111.,  sent  Mother  Febronie,  Sister 
Febronie  and  Sister  St.  Protais  there  to  teaeh  the  French- 
Canadlians  in  a  school  designated  by  the  inhabitants,,  "The 
Abbey." 

Carondelet,  now  a  part  of  St.  Louis,  was  then  a  small  French 
village  of  log  cabins,  familiarly  known  as  "Vide  Poche"  on 
account  of  the  poverty  of  the  inhabitants.  There  the  remain*- 
ing  Sisters,  Mother  Delphine,  Sister  Felicdte  and  Sister  Philo- 
mene,  took  up  their  abode  in  the  two-room  log  cabin  placed  at 
their  disposal.  In  1837  they  were  reinforced  by  the  arrival 
fro'm  Lyons  of  Sister  Celestine  Pommerel  and  Sister  St.  John 
Fournder ;  and  in  October  of  the  same  year,  they  received  their 
first  American  postulant,  Ann  Eliza  Dillon,  daughter  of  a 
wealthy  merchant  of  St.  Louis.  Immediately  on  their  arrival 
in  Carondelet',  they  had  commenced  a  day  school,  the  only 
one  in  the  village.  In  1839,  by  arrangement  with  the  Com- 
missioners of  Education  of  Carondelet,  the  Sisters  undertook 
the  instruction  *'in  the  English  and  French  languages  of  the 
female  children  of  Carondelet  from  six  to  eighteen  years  of 
age."  This  arrangement  continued  until  1857,  when  the  Pub- 
lic School  Sj'stem  was  introduced.  They  were  given  during 
this  time  a  salary  of  $250  annually,  with  which  they  managed 
not  only  to  live  in  a  moderate  degree  of  comfort,  but  also  to 
maintain  nine  orphan  girls. 

In  1839,  Mother  Celestine  was  appointed  Superior  of  the 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  in  America,  and  until  her  death  in  1857, 
laboured  untiringly  for  the  spread  of  the  Congregation.  On 
account  of  distance  and  the  difficulty  of  communication,  con- 
nection with  the  Mother  House  in  France  was  severed  in  1841, 
and  tbe  Sisters  in  the  United  States  became  an  independent 
organization.    In  the  same  year,  in  1841,  the  Sisters  built  the 
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first  wing  of  St.  Joseph's  Academy,  opening  a  boarding  school, 
which  attracted  pupils  from  far  distant  parts.  Students  came 
from  as  far  north  as  Canada  to  attend  the  French  school  near 
St.  Louis.  The  first,  or  north  wing  of  the  building  added  to 
by  degrees  until  1858,  was  the  only  part  of  the  then  large 
structure  that  escaped  the  great  fire  of  tliat  year.  After  the 
fire,  with  the  assistance  of  good  friends,  the  Sisters  began 
again  to  build  in  sections,  until  the  Mother  House  assumed 
its  present  huge  proportions.  The  last  addition,  the  beauti- 
ful Romanesque  chapel,  with  sanctuary  of  gleaming  white 
Italian  marble,  was  completed  in  1898,  and  was  recently  re- 
decorated by  the  Daprato  Company  of  New  York  in  an  ex- 
quisite blending  of  gray  and  gold,  with  windows  of  imported 
glass  in  brilliant  colors  and  graceful  design.  The  Congregation 
was  early  represented  in  St.  Louis  by  tlie  following  institu- 
tions : 

St.  Joseph's  Mother  House  and  Novitiate,  1836  j  school  for 
free  colored  girls,  1845  (closed  the  same  year) ;  St.  Vincent's 
Parochial  School,  1846,  first  in  the  city;  St.  Joseph's  IVIale 
Orphaffi  Asylum,  1846. 

In  1847,  the  first  establishment'  outside  of  St.  Louis,  was 
made  at  the  request  of  Most  Reverend  F.  P.  Kendrick,  in  his 
episcopal  city  of  Philadelphia.  Several  other  foundations  were 
made  as  follows: 

St.  Paul,  Minn.,  1851 ;  Toronto,  Canada,  1851 ;  Canandiagua, 
N.Y.,  1854;  Natchez,  Miss.,  1855;  Buffalo,  N.Y.,  1856;  Weston, 
Mo.,  18566;  Oswego,  N.Y.,  1858;  Ste.  Genevieve,  Mo.,  1858; 
Cohoes,  N.Y.,  1860;  St.  Bridget's  Orphanage,  St.  Louis,  1860. 

In  view  of  the  rapid  development  of  the  Institute,  and  the 
ever  increasing  demands  for  Sisters,  pouring  in  from  all  parts 
of  the  United  States,  Superiors  were  led  to  consider  tlie  means 
best  adapted  to  give  stabillity  and  uniformity  to  the  growing 
congregation.  Acting  under  the  advice  of  the  Most  Reverend 
Peter  Richard  Kendrick  and  with  his  active  co-operation,  a 
plan  for  tlie  unification  of  the  Sisters  under  a  general  govern- 
ment was,  in  May,  1860,  proposed  to  a  General  Chapter,  con- 
voked for  that  purpose  in  Carondelet;  and  meeting  with  the 
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approval  of  the  communities  represented  was,  together  with  the 
Constitutions,  presented  to  the  Holy  Se^e  in  the  Spring  of  1861. 
In  September,  1863,  our  Holy  Father,  Pius  IX  of  happy  mem- 
ory, issued  the  "Lauda"  or  letter  of  comme'ndation  of  the  In- 
stitute and  its  works.  The  first  Decree  of  Approbation  was 
granted  on  June  7,  1867,  the  Constitutions  having,  in  the 
meantime,  undergone  a  strict  examination  and  revision  by  the 
Sacred  Congregation  of  Bishops  and  Regulars.  On  May  16, 
1877,  our  Holy  Father  Pius  X,  solemnly  confirmed  the  Institute 
by  Apostolic  Brief. 

The  Communities  which  did  not  affiliate  with  the  Mother 
House  in  Carondelet  formed  independent  diocesan  congrega- 
tions, all  floairishing;  and  the  warmth  of  sisterly  feeling  w^hich 
these  have  always  evinced  for  the  "Cradle"  has  been  a  source 
of  great  comfort  to  the  Sisters  in  Carondelet. 

In  1870,  at  the  urgent  request  of  Most  Reverend  Bishop 
Salpointe,  a  band  of  seven  Sisters  went  to  his  episcopal  city 
in  Tucson,  Ariz.,  pioneers  in  that  sparsely  settled  section.  In 
1883  they  made  their  first  foundation  in  California  at  San 
Diego.  The  Sisters  in  Idaho  and  "Washington  were  added  to 
the  Carondelet  Community  by  affiliation  in  1925. 

The  Congregation  of  St.  Joseph  of  Carondelet  at  present 
comprises  180  institutions,  and  is  divided  into  five  provinces, 
each  having  its  provincial  government  and  niovitiate. 

The  Sisters  in  Georgia  came  from  Le  Puy,  France,  in  1866, 
and  were  admitted  into  the  Carondelet  Congregation  by  affilia- 
tion in  1922.  The  Congregation  at  present  numbers  3,058 
Professed  Sisters,  212  Novices,  and  85  Postulants.  The  Sisters 
conduct  5  colleges,  39  high  schools,  15  academies  (boarding 
and  day),  180  parish  grade  schools,  3  schools  for  Indian  chil- 
dren, 12  hospitals,  with  training  schools  for  nurses,  10  orphan 
homes,  2  infant  homes,  1  day  nursery,  2  schools  for  the  deaf, 
1  home  for  the  friendless.  Its  students  number  67,600;  sodal- 
ists,  18,604,  and  Sunday  School  pupils  2,327.  These  numbers 
do  not  include  the  increasingly  large  number,  reaching  into 
the  thousands,  of  pupils  met  with  in  the  vacation  schools.  The 
number  of  patients  treated   in  hospitals   averaged  ammally 
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22,933,  The  Sisters  have  always  been  supported  by  loyal  and 
devoted  Alumnae,  ready  to  ass/ist  in  their  enterprises  and  to 
represent  the  best  tradition's  of  the  Congregation. 

In  1925,  St.  Joseph's  Academy,  Carondelet,  in  its  89th  year, 
was  transferred  from  its  historic  site  to  the  Academy  build- 
ing on  the  campus  of  Fontbonne  College.  This  college  waa 
open-ed  in  September,  1935,  in  the  western  section  of  the  city, 
known  as  Hillcrest.  It  marks  the  culmination  of  the  educa- 
tional labors  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  commenced  by  them 
in  the  log  cabin  in.  1836.  Realizing  in  the  early  years  of  the 
present  century,  the  need  of  higher  education  for  women  the 
Sisters  gave  thought  to  an  institution  of  collegiate  rank,  and 
obtained  in  1917,  a  charter  under  the  laws  of  Missouri,  grant- 
ing to  the  projected  institution  full  power  to  confer  degrees. 
In  September,  1923,  the  first  collegiate  classes  were  opened  in 
the  buildings  of  St.  Joseph's  Academy.  On  April  14,  1924, 
ground  was  broken  for  the  new  buildings,  which  were  to  be 
the  home  of  the  college,  and  the  construction  of  tJiree  granite 
buildings  was  carried  on  rapidly  under  tlie  capable  direction 
of  Reverend  Mother  Agnes  Rossiter.  In  September,  1925,  these 
were  ready  for  occupancy,  and  the  third  year  of  college  work 
was  commenced  in  them  with  a  class  of  44  students.  The 
present  enrollment  is  402.  The  college  has  many  affiliations. 
As  a  corporate  college  of  St.  Louis  University,  it  is  accredited 
to  the  North  Central  Association  of  Colleges  and  Secondary 
Schools.  It  is  in  the  list  of  Assoeiation  of  American  Universities, 
is  a  member  of  the  National  Catholic  Educational  Assocdation, 
is  registered  by  the  State  of  Missouri  Department  of  Educa- 
tion for  State  Teachers'  Certificates. 

The  new  College  is  named  for  Mother  St.  John  Fontboaine, 
the  Superior  General  under  whom  the  Congregation,  founded 
in  Le  Puy  in  1650,  was  reorganized  in  Lyons  after  its  suppres- 
sion during  the  French  Revolution,  which  sent  five  of  its 
members  to  the  guillotine.  Mother  St.  John  sent  the  first  band 
of  Sisters  to  America  in  1836,  and  went  to  the  eternal  reward 
of  her  selfless  life  in  1843. 
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WHAT  THE   MIND   DOES  TO  THE   BODY 

By  JAMES  J.  WALSH,  M.D.,  Ph.D. 

A  DOZEN  years  ago  I  wrote  a  book  with  the  title  "Cures" 
and  the  subtitle,  "The  Funny  Things  That  Cure  People." 
That  is  still  in  print  and  a  number  of  my  doctor  friends  have 
put  it  on  their  reading  tables  in  their  waiting  rooms,  and  some 
of  them  have  even  placed  more  than  one,  because  some  patient 
became  so  interested  that  he  walked  off  with  the  first. 

In  that  book  I  noted  how  many  things  there  are  that  have 
no  physical  curative  power,  nevertheless,  work  cures  and  par- 
ticularly cures  of  ailments  for  which  one  or  often  more  phy- 
sicians have  been  unable  to  afford  relief. 

For  instance,  there  was  that  very  interesting  little  elec- 
trical appliance  known  as  the  Leyden  jar  which  in  its  original 
form  seemed  little  more  than  a  toy,  yet  worked  wonders  of 
healing.  It  was  carried  around  Europe  and  many  people 
suffering  from  various  ills  and  ails  proclaimed  themselves 
cured  by  its  application.  It  was  particularly  beneficial  for  the 
chronic  pains  and  aches  of  mankind,  lumbago,  sciatica,  lame 
shoulders,  lame  backs,  and  other  affections  of  that  kind  which 
would  surely  seem  to  be  so  eminently  physical  in  their  make- 
up that  only  something  which  had  a  strong  physical  effect 
would  cure  them. 

After  many  thousands  of  "cures"  had  been  made,  gradu- 
ally the  use  of  the  Leyden  jar  decreased,  and  now  we  hear 
no  more  about  it.  The  Leyden  jar  does  not  cure  anything  and 
the  sparks  that  come  from  it  are  quite  negative  in  efficacious- 
ness for  tbe  treatment  of  disease. 

Some  twenty  years  after  the  Leyden  jar  was  introduced, 
when  the  electrical  machine  was  invented — by  the  way,  both 
of  these  developments  of  electricity  were  invented  by  Catholic 
clergymen — another  series  of  cures  resulted,  and  tMs  was 
particularly  the  case  after  Franklin  demonstrated  that  light- 
ning and  electricity  were  the  same  thing  and  that  the  little 
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sparks  from  the  electrical  machine  were  the  same  as  the 
thunderbolts  except  in  intensity. 

Then  came  the  more  tlian  suspicion  that  electricity  and 
magnetdsm  were  intimately  related,  and  magnets  were  made 
in  the  shape  of  the  various  organs  of  the  body  in  order  to 
cure  supposedly  organic  ailments.  If  you  had  heart  trouble, 
a  heart  shaped  magnet  was  applied ;  if  there  was  kidney  trou- 
ble or  any  disturbance  in  tlie  loins,  a  kidney-shaped  magnet 
was  employed.  For  our  old  friends,  lumbago  and  sciatica, 
lame  back  and  lame  shoulders,  large  horseshoe  magnets  were 
used,  and  many  thousands  of  cures  were  reported.  Mesmer 
was  quite  sure  that  there  was  a  special  form  of  magnetism 
known  as  animal  magnetism  which  could  influence  human 
tissues  in  various  Avays  and  produce  wonderful  cures.  He 
made  a  special  form  of  battery  and  people  sat  around  this  in 
contact  witli  some  wires  and  so  many  people  were  cured  that 
the  French  government  offered  the  equivalent  of  something 
approaching  $100,000  in  that  day  to  Mesmer  for  the  secret. 
He  refused,  and  not  long  afterwards  it  was  demonstrated 
that  he  had  no  secret,  but  that  just  as  with  regard  to  the 
Leyden  jar  and  the  electrical  machine,  people  were  getting 
cured  through  mental,  not  bodily  influence. 

"When  the  radio  first  came  in  it  was  used  here  in  New 
York  with  the  production  of  some  wonderful  cures.  Earphones 
were  used  in  those  early  radios  and  were  removed  and  steel 
wool,  such  as  is  used  for  cleaning  pots  and  kettles,  were  fasten- 
ed to  the  receiving  wires  and  were  rubbed  up  and  down  over 
any  part  that  was  chronically  ailing.  The  police  investigation 
showed  that'  the  wires  in  the  machine  were  wrongly  connected 
so  that  no  vibrations  went  tlirough  the  machine,  but  people 
got  cured  all  the  same.  Dr.  Abrams  in  San  Francisco  invented 
a  "magic  box"  of  his  own  and  cured  a  lot  of  patients  with 
it,  so  that  he  died  worth  over  a  million  and  a  half,  and  yet  it 
was  shown  after  his  deatli  that  there  was  absolutely  nothing 
in  his  box  that  could  cure  anybody,  and  that  he  was  evidently 
producing  his  beneficial  effects  through  the  mind  of  the  patient. 

When  I  lecture  on  this  subject  people  often  say  to  me, 
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"Isn't  it'  wonderful  the  way  the  mind  cures  the  bodyf  and 
I  say,  "That  isn't  what's  wonderful  at  all.  What  is  wonderful 
is  the  way  the  mind  produces  symptoms  in  the  body,  and  when 
the  mind  produces  symptoms  only  the  mind  can  cure  them." 
It  is  perfectly  possible  to  produce  all  sorts  of  symptoms,  that 
is  feelings  here  and  there  throughout  the  body,  some  of  them 
very  disturbing,  without  there  being  anything  physical  the 
matter  at  all.  If  you  think  about  the  middle  of  your  baek 
at  the  waistline  continuously  for  several  minutes,  you  will 
find  so  much  discomfort  there  that  you  will  feel  compelled  to 
get  some  remedy  for  it.  Two  things  have  happened.  First, 
you  open  all  the  little  blood  vessels  in  tlie  neighborhood  and 
make  the  terminal  nerve  endings  feel  much  more  sensitive  than 
they  ordinarily  would;  secondly,  while  at  first  only  a  few 
cells  in  the  brain  were  disturbed  by  your  concentration  of  at- 
tention, after  a  time  more  and  more  of  them  become  affected, 
until  instead  of  a  few  thousand  there  are  a  few  hundred 
thousand  and  tben  a  few  million  cells  in  which  you  are  pro- 
ducing discomfort,  and  then  the  condition  becomes  intoler- 
able. 

Many  a  case  of  persistent  lumbago  and  sciatica  is  usually 
nothing  more  than  an  original  genuine  attaek  of  one  of  these 
bothersome  conditions  which  gets  better  spontaneously  in  the 
course  of  a  week  or  so,  but  which  the  patient  cannot  persuade 
himself  is  better,  and  so  he  concentrates  his  attention  on  it 
and  continues  to  suffer  until  someone  comes  along  with  a 
Leyden  jar  or  an  electrical  machine  or  a  magnet  or  some  other 
device,  or  hypnotism,  or  psychoanalysis,  and  cures  him  by 
getting  him  to  take  his  mind  off  himself. 

Of  course  much  more  than  this  would  have  to  be  said 
about  it  to  show  the  application  of  this  rule  to  most  of  the 
discomforts  of  the  body,  but  my  space  is  strictly  limited,  so 
think  about  this  until  I  come  back  to  the  subject  sometime 
again. 
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THE    HOLY    SHROUD 

By  P.  A.  BEECHER,  D.D. 

I  HAVE  been  asked  to  contribute  an  article  to  "St.  Joseph 
Lilies."  Possibly  the  following  article,  necessarily  brief, 
which  was  spoken  on  the  Radio  recently,  may  be  of  some  in- 
terest.   I  contribute  it  exactly  as  it  was  spoken. 

If  you  ask  me  for  the  reason  why  you  should  take  an  in- 
terest in  this  subject,  my  reply  is  this:  there  is  a  natural 
craving  in  the  heart  of  every  Christian  to  know  what  Our  Lord 
looked  like;  archaeologists,  aft^er  examining  the  paintings  in 
catacombs,  say  that  it  is  impossible  to  get  any  true  portrait 
of  Him ;  yet  I  am  confident  that  the  facts  which  I  am  going  to 
put  before  you,  especially  towards  the  end  of  this  article,  will 
convince  every  reader,  as  they  have  convinced  so  many  scien- 
tists, that  Our  Blessed  Lord  has  left  us  as  a  memorial  of  His 
Passion,  not  only  a  portrait  of  His  face,  but  of  every  wound 
on  His  body.  So  striking  and  so  detailed  is  the  figure  on  the 
Shroud  that  it  carries  its  own  proof.  As  Nature  said  of  it: 
"It  is  a  unique  thing  to  find  the  camera  and  the  microscope 
solving  an  historical  and  archaeological  problem."  As  time 
is  precious,  I  must  be  content  with  this  brief  introduction. 

"What  is  the  Holy  Shroud  ?  The  Evangelists  Matthew,  Mark 
and  Luke  tell  us  that  Joseph  of  Arimathea,  after  taking  the 
body  of  Christ  doAvn  from  the  Cross,  wrapped  it  in  fine  line^n. 
The  Holy  Shroud  is  that  same  identical  linen.  What  is  its 
size  and  shape?  It  is  14  feet  in  length  and  31^  f^et  in  width. 
The  long  altar-cloth  which  covers  the  table  of  the  altar  and 
hangs  at  each  side  is  a  facsimile  and  a  symbol  of  the  Shroud. 
Our  Lord's  body  was  laid  on  one  end  of  it,  and  that  portion 
of  the  cloth  took  the  impression  of  His  back.  The  remaining 
portion  of  the  sheet  was  turned  over  His  head  and  extended 
over  His  feet";  and  this  took  th*  impression  of  His  face  and 
of  the  entire  front  of  His  body.     When  then  the  Shroud  is 
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fully  extended,  it  shows  a  double  figure,  head  to  head,  front 
and  back,  of  the  same  person.     A  theory  was  put  forward  to 
explain  the  image   as  the   result   of  vapour   from   the   fever 
sweat    and    blood,  but  it 
is  a  mere  cobweb  theory. 
No  merely  natural  expla- 
nation will  satisfy. 

I  will  next  give  you  a 
brief  account  of  its  his- 
tory. The  history  is  long 
and  intricate,  but  I  will 
touch  only  the  salient 
points,  and  these  as  briefly 
as  possible.  When  Our 
Lord  rose  from  the  tomb. 
He  left  the  clothes  there, 
but  kept  His  Shroud, 
which  a  little  later  He 
gave  to  Peter.  Witbin 
recent  years,  a  very  re- 
markable piece  of  history 
has  come  to  light  bearing 
on  this  subject,  as  the  re- 
sult of  translations  that 
have  been  made  from 
manuscripts  in  Georgia, 
in  Armenia,  and  from  a 
manuscript  in  the  archives 
of  Petrograd.  Trust  me 
when  I  say  that  the  genu- 
ineness of  tliese  is  beyond 
doubt.  I  quote  the  fol- 
lowing passage  from  these  manuscripts:  "When  it  was 
reported  that  Christ  had  risen  from  the  dead,  Pilate  and 
his  wife  went  to  the  tomb,  Pilate's  wife  declared  her  belief 
in  Christ,  She  asked  for  the  cloths  of  the  tomb;  they  were 
given  to  her,  and  she  took  them  to  her  home  in  Pontus;  later 


THE  SHROUD  OF  CHRIST. 

Photographic  reproduction  of  the 
upper  fold,  showing  in  negative  form 
the  outline  of  the  head,  the  breast 
and  the  hands.  Discoloration  from 
age  and  mutilation  by  fire  have 
strangely  not  encroached  on  this 
extraordinary  imprint. 
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they  fell  into  the  hands  of  Luke  the  Evangelist  and  Luke  alone 
knows  what  he  has  done  with  them.  As  for  the  Shroud,  Peter 
took  it  to  guard  it.  It  is  not  known  at  present  where  it  is, 
but  some  day  it  Avill  turn  up,  together  with  the  crosses  that 
are  hidden  in  Jerusalem."  The  Shroud  and  the  cloths  did' 
turn  up  during  the  peace  under  Constantine.  They  were 
kept  for  some  time  in  Jerusalem,  and  afterwards  were  trans- 
ferred to  Constantinople  for  safety.  Of  these  relics,  as  we  know 
from  the  testimony  of  many  pilgrims,  the  most  prized  was  the 
Holy  Shroud,  which  was  kept  in  a  monastery  known  as  St. 
Mary's  of  Blachernes.  We  next  come  to  the  year  1203,  when 
the  French  Crusaders  turned  aside,  much  to  the  grief  of  Pope 
Innocent  III,  from  their  original  purpose  of  taking  Palestine 
and  made  war  on  Constantinople.  A  knight  named  Otho  de  la 
Roche  took  the  Shroud  and  secreted  it.  Shortly  afterwards  he 
was  visited  by  his  father.  Ponce  de  la  Roche,  and  he  gave  him 
the  Shroud.  Ponce  de  la  Roehe  took  it  to  France,  and  after 
keepling  it  for  about  a  year  in  his  chateau,  he  felt  a  scruple  of 
conscience  for  having  so  precious  a  relic,  and  he  gave  it  to 
the  Archbishop  of  Besangon.  It  remained  in  the  Cathedral  of 
Besaneon  for  143  years.  In  the  year  1349,  lightning  struck 
the  Cathedral  and  it  was  burned  to  the  ground.  It  was  thought 
that  the  Shroud  had  perished  in  the  flames,  but  not  so,  it  was 
rescued  and  was  given  to  the  King,  Philip  of  Valois,  who 
kept  it  concealed  for  four  years,  and  then  gave  it  to  his  friend 
Geoffrey  I.  de  Charny,  Lord  of  Lirey.  A  word  of  explanation 
is  here  necessary.  England  at  this  time  had  invaded  France, 
and  Geoffrey  de  Charny,  who  was  noted  for  his  valour  and 
his  piety,  was  the  most  active  soldier  on  the  French  side.  He 
made  a  determined  effort  to  take  Calais,  but  was  defeated 
and  made  prisoner.  He  escaped  in  a  manner  that  was  most 
extraordinary,  and  his  King  was  so  delighted  at  seeing  him 
again  that  he  gave  him  the  Shroud;  thinking,  too,  that  tbe 
possession  of  such  a  great  relic  might  bring  him  supernatural 
aid  against  his  English  foes.  Geoffrey  built  a  church  to  receive 
it  at  his.  manor  of  Lirey,  a  tovm.  12  miles  from  Troyes,  and 
the  Canons  of  that  church  exhibited  it  as  the  true  Shroud 
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of  Christ.  After  the  battle  of  Poitiers — at  which  Greoffrey  de 
Charny  was  killed — it  had  to  be  withdraAvn  to  his  chateau 
for  safety,  as  bands  of  soldiers  were  strolling  through  th© 
country.  After  some  years  his  son,  Geoffrey  II,  also  passed 
away,  and  by  the  time  peace  was  restored,  the  Shroud  was  in 
the  custody  of  his 
granddaughter,  M  a  r- 
garet  de  Charny,  who 
refused  to  return  it  to 
the  Canons  of  Liery,  but 
instead  she  gave  it  to 
her  kinsman,  Louis, 
Duke  of  Savoy,  in  ex- 
change for  two  castles. 
It  was  kept  in  Cham- 
bery  in  Savoy  for  126 
years,  during  which  it 
was  the  subject  of  ex- 
traordinary devotion. 
Pope  Paul  II  raised  the 
church  in  which  it  was 
kept  to  the  dignity  of 
a  Collegiate  Church,  and 
Pope  Sixtus  IV  decreed 
that  this  same  church 
should  be  named  Holy. 
And  Pope  Julius  II  de- 
creed an  Office  and 
Mass   in   honour   of  it. 

And  St.  Francis  de  Sales,  who  was  a  Savoyard,  when  asked  for 
the  reason  of  his  great  devotion  to  the  Shroud,  replied:  "It  is 
the  great  treasure  of  the  House  of  Savoy,  the  buckler  of  our 
country,  our  grand  relic ;  moreover,  it  is  the  miraculous  portrait 
of  the  sufferings  of  Christ,  traced  by  His  own  blood."  While  it 
was  at  Chambery,two  incidents  hapi^ened  that  must  be  recorded. 
The  church  in  which  it  was  kept  was  burned,  the  fire  reached 
the  Shroud  and  scorched  it,  but  left  the  image  of  Our  Lord 


Chapel   of   the  Holy   Shroud.   Designed 
by  Guarini — nth  century. 
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intact.  "We  all  saw  it,"  writes  an  eye-witness,  Baron  Pin- 
gone,  "and  we  were  amazed."  On  Good  Friday,  1503,  the 
Archduke  of  Austria,  PhiHipe  l-e  Beau,  and  his  suite  were 
present  at  a  sermon  on  the  Passion.  After  the  sermon  the 
Shroud  was  exhibited  and,  to  prove  that  it  was  genuine,  it  was 
submitted  to  w^hat  was  called  a  "Judgment  of  God,"  it  was 
plunged  into  boiling  oil  and  then  boiled  in  a  pot  over  a  fire. 
This  well-authenticated  fact  is  worth  bearing  in  mind  in  con- 
nection with  what  I  shall  soon  tell  you  about  the  vividness  of 
the  image.  To  conclude  the  story  of  its  history,  I  shall  answer 
the  question  which  you  will  naturally  ask  how  came  it  to 
Turin?  A  plague  broke  out  in  Milan,  while  St,  Charles  Bor- 
romeo  was  Archbishop  there.  St.  Charles  made  a  vow  that 
as  soon  as  the  plague  ceased  he  would  make  a  pilgrimage  on 
foot  to  the  Holy  Shroud.  The  Duke  of  Savoy,  having  heard 
that  St.  Charles  had  started  on  his  long  fwalk,  in  order  to  save 
him  the  most  difficult  part  of  his  journey,  sent  the  Shroud 
to  Turin  to  meet  him.  Afterwards  it  was  retained  at  Turin 
on  the  pica  that  it  was  not  sufficiently  safe  at  Chambery. 

I  next  oome  to  the  scientific  proof  of  the  authenticity.  In 
the  year  1898  there  was  an  exhibition  of  art  at  Turin,  and,  to 
commemorate  the  occasion,  tlie  King  of  Italy,  who,  as  descen- 
dant of  the  house  of  Savoy,  is  the  legal  owner  of  the  Shroud, 
gave  his  consent  to  have  the  Shroud  exhibited.  A  photo- 
grapher of  Turin,  Signor  Secundo  Pia  by  name,  got  permission 
to  take  a  photograph  of  it.  When  he  had  put  the  plate  of  his 
camera  through  the  usual  process,  he  was  amazed  to  find  that 
he  had  obtained  an  image  far  surpassing  in  clearness  and  defin- 
iteness  that  which  was  on  the  Shroud  itself;  and  the  extra- 
ordinary fact  was  revealed  for  the  first  time  that  the  image  on 
the  Shroud  was  a  negative,  which  gave  a  positive  on  his  camera. 
As  all  listeners  may  not  be  acquainted  with  the  process  of 
photography  I  pause  for  a  moment  to  explain  these  terms. 
Suppose  that  a  photographer  took  my  photograph,  and  sup- 
pose that  he  showed  me  the  image  which  he  had  got  on  the 
plate  of  his  camera,  I  should  see  my  face  black  and  my  clotlies 
white,  in  other  words,  the  tints  would  be  reversed;  and  that 
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imag-e  with  tints  reversed  would  be  called  a  negative.  Now  if 
a  photograph  was  taken  of  that  negative,  th^e  tints  would  be 
again  reversed  to  their  natural  colour,  and  that  would  be 
called  a  positive.  The  photo  of  a  positive  gives  a  negative, 
and  the  photo  of  a  negative  gives  a  positive.  Now,  every 
photographer  the  world  over  gets  a  negative  on  the  plate  of 
his  camera  There  is  only  one  exception  to  that  in  the  his- 
tory of  photography,  and  that  is  tlie  Shroud  of  Turin,  which. 


Cathedral,  Turin.     Under  the  dome  is  the  Chapel  of 
the  Holy  Shroud. 


in  every  case,  gives  a  positive  on  the  plate  of  the  camera,  and 
the  negative  is  on  the  Shroud  itself.  How  came  a  negative  on 
the  Shroud?  It  cannot  be  explained,  it  is  a  scientific  mystery, 
because  only  light  acting  on  a  prepared  plate  gives  a  nega- 
tive, yet  here  is  a  negative  on  the  sheet.  This  discovery  created 
a  sensation  in  the  scientific  world.  More,  it  enabled  tlie  mi- 
croscope to  be  brought  to  bear  on  the  image.  Amongst  the 
scientists  who  became  interested  was  the  Professor  of  Zoology 
in  the  Sorbonne,  Dr.  Yves  Delage,  a  man  of  world-wide  fame, 
a  man,  let  me  add,  who  professed  no  religion  and  never  made 
any  secret  of  his  agnostic  views.  Aided  by  three  other  scien- 
tists, for  eighteen  months,  he  used  the  microscope  on  a  photo- 
graph of  the  Shroud  in  his  laboratory  at  the  Sorbonne.    Then, 
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on  the  21st  April,  1902,  he  caused  a  sensation  in  the  Academy 
of  Sciences  at  Paris,  by  reading  a  paper,  in  which  he  con- 
tended that  the  image  on  the  Shroud  of  Turin  was  a  true  image 
of  Christ.  "Only  once  before,"  wrote  a  member  of  the  Aca- 
demy, "when  Pasteur  made  his  report  on  the  vaccine  of  rabies 
was  there  the  same  attention."  Dr.  Delage's  argument,  briefly, 
was  this:  we  have  the  gospel  account  of  how  Christ  was  put 
to  death,  here  on  this  sheet  we  have  details,  such  as  nature 
alone  could  give  corresponding  exactly  with  the  Gospel  narra- 
tive, not  in  few  things  but  in  many,  and  the  more  closely  the 
wounds  and  marks  on  the  figure  are  examined  under  the  micro- 
scope, the  more  are  they  found  to  correspond  with  the  Gospel 
narrative.  The  two  lines  of  evidence,  historical  and  scientific, 
fit  each  other  so  thoroughly  tliat  the  conclusion  is  inevitable. 
And  in  a  magnificent  winding  up  he  said:  "It  is  Christ  who 
has  impressed  the  image  of  Himself  on  the  Shroud.  And  if  it 
is  not  Christ,  then  who  is  it?  Is  it  a  criminal  against  the  com- 
mon law  who  was  put  to  death  in  the  same  manner  as  Christ? 
But  in  that  case  how  explain  the  expression  of  nobility  which 
is  stamped  on  this  figure?"  And  in  the  controversy  that  en- 
sued he  accused  his  critics  of  being  untrue  to  the  scientific 
method  by  allowing  their  prejudice  against  religion  to  influ- 
ence their  judgment.  His  words  are :  "I  have  been  faithful 
to  the  true  spirit  of  science  in  treating  this  question,  preoccu- 
pied by  a  sole  desire  for  truth,  not  troubling  myself  whether 
or  not  it  affected  tbe  affairs  of  this  or  that  religious  party. 
And  there  are  those  who,  by  allowing  themselves  to  be  influ- 
enced by  this  consideration,  have  been  untrue  to  the  scienti- 
fic method."  And  he  concluded  by  saying:  "If  instead  of 
Christ  there  was  question  of  a  Sargon,  of  an  Achilles,  or  of  a 
Pharaoh,  no  one  would  be  found  to  criticize." 

Years  rolled  by  and  new  scientists  had  arisen  who  were 
anxious  to  examine  the  Shroud,  and  frequent  requests  to  that 
end  were  made.  At  last,  during  the  Holy  Year,  three  years 
ago,  the  Shroud  was  again  exhibited,  and  the  ecclesiastical 
authorities  had  already  invited  scientists  to  come  and  examine 
it.    Specialists  came  from  all  parts  of  Europe,  each  intent  on 
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his  own  particular  line  of  investigation ;  for  instance,  a  French 
doctor  examin'Od  it  from  the  sole  standpoint  of  his  own  profes- 
sion and  was  so  impressed  that  he  wrote  a  book  about  it.  Two 
items  from  his  book  will  give  an  idea  of  the  thoroughness  of 
his  investigation.  He  said  to  himself,  Christ  wore  sandals; 
now  in  case  of  persons  wearing  sandals,  as  well  as  those  who 
walk  barefooted,  the  toes  spread  apart;  he  looked  for  that 
effect  and  found  it  so.  Also,  he  drove  a  nail  through  the  hand 
of  a  corpse  to  see  if  the  effect  would  be  the  same  as  that  on 
the  Shroud ;  and  it  was.  In  a  word,  the  scientists  were  all 
satisfied,  without  a  single  dissentient  voice,  that  the  Shroud 
is  authentic. 

The  striking  thing  about  the  Face  is  its  calm  and  majesty, 
in  spite  of  the  awful  disfigurement.  When  Pope  Pius  X  first 
saw  it  he  burst  into  tears.  And  yet,  while  caricatures  of  Our 
Lord's  Face  are  everywhere  in  view,  His  true  portrait  as  de- 
picted on  the  Holy  Shroud  is  practically  unknown. 


Dear  Lady  of  the  wayside! 

Let  thy  lights  be  always  gleaming, 
As  through  all  the  darksome  ages 

For  the  pilgrim  they  have  glowed; 
Till  they  lead  us  o'er  the  desert 

To  the  haven  of  our  dreaming, 
To  the  Home,  0  Mother  Mary ! 

At  the  ending  of  the  road. 


Brian  O'Higgins. 
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ASTROLOGY 

By  CLEMENT  J.  SCHWALM, 
St.  Augustine's  Seminary. 

MODERN  belief  in  this  so  called  ''science"  of  astrology  is 
surprisingly  widespread.  Hitler,  in  order  to  give  some 
appearance  of  celestial  benediction  to  his  Nazi  regime,  and 
to  assist  him  in  his  political  machinations,  introduced  it  in 
Grermany.  But  it  was  contagious  propaganda,  for  the  whole 
country  seems  to  have  caught  the  fever.  So  that,  as  one  writer 
puts  it,  "It  seems  that  the  only  people  in  full  employment 
in  Germany  to-day  are  the  star-readers,  sootlisayers  and  their 
like." 

Prance  and  the  United  States  are  also  suffering  from  a 
touch  of  the  same  fever,  although  neither  were  deliberately 
infected  with  an  official  germ.  Wherever  it  received  its  ori- 
ginal impetus,  the  people  of  the  United  States  to-day  have  so 
much  faith  in  the  prophetic  utterances  of  astrologers  and  sooth- 
sayers that  they  annually  pay  $125,000,000  for  their  informa- 
tion regarding  the  future  from  these  sources. 

Evangeline  Adams,  the  most  celebrated  of  modern  Ameri- 
can astrologers,  has  on  her  list  of  notable  clients  such  roaring 
lions  of  commerce  as  James  J.  Hill  and  J.  Pierpont  Morgan. 
Her  clientele  boasts  an  equally  imposing  list  of  names  from 
all  branches  of  modern  society — the  stage  and  screen,  literary 
circles,  and  even  governmental  circles.  Perhaps  the  most 
outstanding  figure  that  ever  graced  this  last  group  of  her 
clientele  was  King  Edward  VII.  of  England. 

One  Chicago  star-gazer  has  100  customers — all  of  them 
substantial  business  men,  who  each  pay  him  $1,000.00  a  year  for 
a  monthly  business  horoscope.  What  does  it  matter  if  your 
business  be  ice  cream  or  anti-freeze,  fur  coats  or  bathing  suits? 
If  they  were  begun  in  the  same  month,  and  thus  under  the 
same  star,  they  will  receive  identical  "business  forecasts." 

Contrary  to  the  old  popular  fallacy,  men  as  well  as  women, 
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and  in  every  class  of  society,  are  numbered  among  the  de- 
votees of  this  so  called  "science";  and  various  suggestions  have 
been  made  to  account  for  this  renewal  of  its  popularity  in  the 
last  few  decades.  For  it  certainly  is  &  renewal,  since  all  that 
has  been  heard  of  astrology,  from  the  time  of  the  scientific 
recognition  and  acceptance  of  the  Copernican  Theory,  has 
been  its  throaty  gurgles  of  protest  as  the  advance  of  science 
gradually  ehoked  to  death.  But  the  twentieth  century  super- 
man has  exhumed  the  corpse  of  astrology  from  its  grave  of 
superstition  and  placed  it  on  a  dignified  pedestal  of  science, 
where  it  has  become  the  shrine  of  a  gullible  mob,  the  depth 
of  whose  faith  is  clearly  indicated  by  the  magnitude  of  their 
golden  offerings.  In  fact,  the  fee  for  a  single  consultation 
of  a  popular  astrologer  to-day  would  make  the  bearded,  cone- 
hatted  diviner  of  the  Renaissance  turn  green  with  envy.  Just 
how  has  astrology  risen  to  these  heights  of  popularity  which 
it  enjoys  to-day? 

WIDE  DIFFUSION  OF  SCIENTIFIC  KNOWLEDGE  AND  OTHER 
CAUSES   OF   PRESENT   POPULARITY   OF   ASTROLOGY. 

The  growing  desire  for  an  elevated  philosophic-religious 
conception  of  the  world,  the  intensified  sensitiveness  of  the 
modern  cultured  man,  and  the  spread  of  oceultistic  ideas  like 
spiritism,  all  have  been,  to  some  degree,  instrumental  in  the  re- 
introduction  of  astrology  into  society.  The  horrors  of  the 
Great  War  and  material  losses  suffered  in  tlie  present  econo- 
mic depression  have  both  acted  as  a  stimulus  to  the  inherent 
craving  in  man  for  supernatural  light  and  comfort,  and  assur- 
ance regarding  the  future,  so  very  often  gratified  by  the  prac- 
tice of  mere  superstition. 

The  wide  dissemination  given  nowadays  to  real  scientific 
knowledge  has,  curiously  enough,  bad  the  effect  of  making 
men  credulous,  giddy  and  gullible.  The  average  chap  is  no 
longer  puzzled  and  shocked  by  the  incomprehensible  and  stu- 
pendous, like  television  and  cosmic  rays.  Thus  the  phenomena 
of  old  and  revived  superstitions  are  to  him  but  addenda  to  the 
miracles  of  modern  science.     "If  an  astronomer  can  foretell 
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an  €clips€  of  the  sun  to  the  minute  and  second,  why  can't 
an  astrologer  foretell  events  of  a  person's  life?"  And  so  do  the 
astrologers  make  their  appeal  to  the  public  and  their  peace  with 
science — by  tlie  simple  device  of  claiming  to  be  scientific. 
The  bulk  of  tbis  information  regarding  astrology  in  the  United 
States  has  been  drawn  from  the  report  of  an  investigation 
into  this  whole  subject,  published  by  John  MulhoUand,  vice- 
president  of  the  Society  of  American  Magicians.  It  is  inter- 
esting to  note  his  final  characterization  of  the  whole  business 
in  one  short,  slangy  but  expressive  word — ''BUNK." 

ASTROLOGY  A  NATURAL  DEVELOPMENT  OF  PRIMITIVE 
SUN  WORSHIP. 

Are  we  as  philosophers  and  historians  of  philosophy  going 
to  accept  the  dictum  of  the  Society  of  American  Magicians 
as  the  final  word  on  the  whole  subject  of  astrology?  No! 
Their  report  is  indicative  of  nothing  but  the  existence  in  the 
United  States  of  numerous  shrewd  individuals  who  are  capital- 
izing on  their  own  ingenuity  and  on  their  faith  in  the  basic 
truth  contained  in  those  immortal  lines  penned  by  Barnum: 
"There's  a  sucker  born  every  minute."  However,  to  the  sin- 
cere student  of  astrology,  it  is  evident  that  astrology  had 
its  origin  far  earlier  in  the  history  of  mankind,  and  takes  its 
roots  much  deeper  in  human  nature  than  in  a  pure  and  sim- 
ple modern  "skin-game."  The  practice  of  divination  of  the 
future  by  the  stars,  and  the  worship  of  them  is  as  old  as 
civilization  itself. 

Men  looking  out  on  a  world  glowing  with  the  light,  life, 
and  laughter  bringing  sunshine, — 

"Sweltering  under  the  high  noon's  ray. 
But  glad  to  welcome  the  dawn  of  day, 
Meanwhile  entranced  with  the  majestic  sway 
Of  the  moon  and  the  tide — " 

could  not  fail  to  realize  the  tremendous  influence  these  two 
great  celestial  bodies  had  on  mother  earth,  and  on  their  own 
lives.     It  was  easy  to  exaggerate  this  influence.     And  it  is 
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quite  understandable  that  they  should  eventually  come  to  con- 
sider it  a  personal  influence,  and  give  these  bodies  divine  wor- 
ship as  personal  gods  who  ruled  and  directed  their  whole  ex- 
istence. The  next  step  in  their  idolatrous  worship  was  to  give 
the  stars  the  same  cultus.  A  long  step,  you  say,  but  we  hear 
their  now  enlightened  ghosts  murmur — a  natural  and  easily 
understandable  step.  Jupiter,  Venus,  Saturn,  Mercury  and 
Mars  were  the  first  recognized  and  named  of  these  divinities; 
but  tliese  were  soon  followed  by  a  galaxy  of  other  stars. 

The  quest  for  some  m^^ans  of  determining  the^  will  or  influ- 
ence of  each  of  these  gods  or  stars  gave  birth  to  the  pseudo- 
science  of  astrology  and  the  true  science  of  astronomy.  For 
thousands  of  years,  they  were  to  be  closeHy  bound  up  with  one 
anotlier  and  at  times  indistinguishable, — astronomy  acting  as 
a  mere  handmaid  to  the  all-important  science  of  astrology. 
For  astronomy  in  its  wide  sense  is  "The  study  of  all  matters 
outside  the  atmosphere  of  the  earth."  Its  function  was  to 
supply  the  data  for  the  calculations  of  the  astrologers,  particu- 
larly with  regard  to  the  existence,  motion  and  position  of  the 
stars,  which  branch  of  astronomy  is  to-day  called  "Astrome- 
try."  (The  other — "Astrophysics"  treats  of  their  physical 
constitution).  The  necessity  of  this  data  is  evident  from  the 
general  principle  of  astrology:  "The  determining  influence  in 
the  future  life  of  any  child  or  enterprise  is  the  star  or  com- 
bination of  stars  arising  just  over  the  horizon  at  their  incep- 
tion or  birth."  The  nature  or  character  of  the  influence  of 
each  combination  was  determined  in  a  purely  arbitrary  man- 
ner. For  example,  "history,"  they  said,  "would  be  bound  to  re- 
peat itself  under  the  same  constellations."  Thus  from  an  exam- 
ple in  history  of  something  that  had  occurred  under  a  certain 
constellation,  they  would  conclude  that  that  was  indicative  of 
the  future  outcome  of  all  similar  incidents  occurring  under 
the  same  constellation.  Jupiter  in  this  way  obtained  the  re- 
putation of  bringing  good  fortune.  Or  else  the  character  of  a 
constellation's  influence  would  be  decided  upon  through  the 
association  of  ideas.  For  instance,  the  appearance  of  the  new 
moon,  before  it  was  expected,  would  convey  the  idea  of  pre- 
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maturity  and  thus  signify  defeat,  loss  of  crops,  or  a  plague 
among  the  cattle. 

CHALDEAN  ORIGIN  AND  SUBSEQUENT  VARIATIONS  OF 
ASTROLOGY. 

With  the  growth  of  tradition  and  astronomical  knowledge, 
the  art  of  interpreting  the  will  and  signification  of  the  stars, 
with  any  degree  of  uniformity  and  consistency,  became  increas- 
ingly difficult.  It  belonged  to  the  Chaldeans  to  give  birth  to 
our  first  known  real  and  complete  system  for  determining  the 
influence  of  the  stars.  This  system,  in  outline  at  least,  has 
proved  to  be  the  backbone  of  every  system  since  used  with 
any  degree  of  prominence,  although  every  reputable  astrologer 
has  countless  variations  in  method  and  calculation.  To  ac- 
quire some  idea  of  the  breadth  of  knowledge  required  to  be  a 
first  class  astrologer,  just  consider  that  it  would  take  a  clever 
man  six  or  seven  years  of  intensive  study  to  learn  the  system  of 
any  astrologer  of  note. 

The  Chaldean  outline  referred  to  above  is  somewhat  of  this 
nature.  The  whole  vault  of  the  heavens,  called  the  zodiac, 
is  divided  by  imaginary  lines  into  twelve  divisions  or  com- 
partments called  houses.  The  house  with  which  astrology  is 
particularly  concerned  is  the  one  just  rising  above  the  hori- 
son  at  the  time  of  the  birth  of  the  child  or  the  inception  of 
the  enterprise.  This  is  called  the  house  of  ascendancy  or  the 
ascendant  house;  and  the  most  prominent  star  in  the  ascendant 
house  is  called  the  star  of  the  ascendant.  This  star  of  the  as- 
cendant along  with  its  fellow-boarders  of  the  ascendant  house 
are  supposedly  the  determining  influence  in  the  future  life  of 
any  child  or  enterprise  born  during  their  ascendancy.  To 
determine  from  astronomical  records  the  reigning  house  on  the 
month,  day,  and  hour  of  your  birth;  and  to  interpret  their 
signification  regarding  your  future,  is  what  is  commonly  re- 
ferred to  as  "Casting  the  Horoscope." 

Prom  Babylonia,  astrology,  with  its  smell  of  science  yet  with 
the  compulsion  of  religion,  passed  into  Greece  in  the  4th 
century  B.C.    Here  it  received  a  modification  of  its  idolatrous 
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nature,  and  the  stars  were  lowered,  in  men's  estimation,  from 
gods  to  superior  bodies,  although  still  apparently  intelligent 
beings  or  at  least  ruled  by  intellectual  superior  creatures  as  the 
later  scholastics  said.  Aristotelian  physics  gave  a  sort  of  plaus- 
ible explanation  of  the  influence  which  was  held  practically 
until  the  opening  of  the  modern  era.  The  earth,  he  said,  is 
ultimately  composed  of  four  •elements, — eartli,  air,  fire  and 
water.  Since  matter  is  essentiailly  passive,  these  elements  could 
not  unite  or  act  upon  one  another  to  form  anything  without 
some  active  principle  moving  them.  The  stars,  he  said,  sup- 
plied this  active  principle.  The  simplicitj^  of  the  explanation 
must  be  considered  in  tlie  light  of  their  knowledge.  But  never- 
theless, it  is  none  the  less  nonsense,  for  science  now  distin- 
guishing ninety-two  elements,  knows  that  they  will  unite  or 
chemically  react  under  any  of  the  wildest  frivolities  of  the 
inmates  of  the  zodiacal  house. 

From  Greece,  astrology  spread  to  Rome,  Avhere  with  varying 
fortune  (mostly  good)  it  flourished  until  the  christianizing  of 
the  Roman  Empire  was  complete.  But  before  the  gospel  of 
Christ  replaced  the  horoscope  in  tbe  people's  hearts, 
many  a  persecution  received  its  initial  impetus  hence, 
and  many  a  martyr  owed  his  crown  to  the  stars.  The 
Arabs  and  Jews  rescued  it  from  a  natural  death,  and  nur- 
tured it  through  the-  dark  ages,  until  it  was  once  more  brought 
into  light  and  prominence  in  the  Middle  Ages, — reaching  the 
zenith  of  its  popularity  during  the  Renaissance.  During  these 
hectic  times,  it  was  the  determining  influence  at  almost  every 
royal  court,  and  at  times  even  the  papal  court,  in  their  com- 
plex and  intricate,  political  machinations  and  international 
intrigues. 

To  the  superficial  observer,  the  Church's  attitude  towards 
astrology  might  appear  inconsistent.  For  have  we  not  just 
stated  that  astrology  was  practised  and  countenanced  by  Ca- 
tholic kings,  peoples,  and  popes  in  Mediaeval  and  Renaissance 
times?  Yet  the  early  Christians  and  Fathers  of  the  Church 
roundly  condemned  it.  The  inconsistency  is  only  apparent, 
and  in  fact  does  not  exist.     For  the  mediaeval  Christian  re- 
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cog-nized    two    degrees  in  the  practice,  or  two   kinds  of  as- 
trology,— '"Judicial  Astrology"  and  "Natural  Astrology." 

JUDICIAL    ASTROLOGY,    DENYING    FREEDOM    OF    THE 
WILL,  IS   PHILOSOPHICALLY  UNTENABLE. 

Judicial  Astrology'  posits  a  complete  determination  by  the 
heavenly  bodies  of  all  beings  and  actions  in  the  universe, — 
natural  phenomena  like  the  g'rowth  of  crops  and  hair,  and  also 
the  action  of  the  will  of  man.  This  is  astrology'  in  the  fullest 
sense  of  the  term,  and  is  the  type  or  degree  generally  referred 
to  when  the  unqualified  term  "astrology"  is  used  alone.  This 
is  the  type  the  Fathers  condemned,  that  the  philosophers,  i)eo- 
ple  and  popes  of  tlie  middle  ages  condemned,  and  which  the 
church  ever  will  heartily  anathematize, — because  it  denies  the 
freedom  of  the  will,  whose  inherent  and  natural  freedom  is  an 
article  of  her  faith.  It  is  a  dogma,  hoAvever,  so  well  founded 
in  nature  and  reason  that  Scholastic  philosophy  has  vindicated 
it  with  crushing  force  against  all  opposing  theories.  Whether 
you  present  judicial  astrology  in  the  guise  of  Material  Deter- 
minism or  Mythological  Fatalism,  it  still  justly  merits  the 
condemnation  of  Scholastic  philosophy,  as  well  as  that  of  the 
Church. 

If  you  lean  to  Material  Determinism,  you  will  present 
astrolog'y  as  a  theory  in  which  the  heavenly  bodies  are  the  ul- 
timate determining  force  in  the  complete  series  of  mechanical 
causes  contained  within  the  whole  God-less  periphery  of  na- 
ture. You  will,  like  the  materialists  of  the  "age  of  enlighten- 
ment" make  all  things  and  actions  the  result  of  purely  me- 
chanical causes,  of  which  the  stars  would  be  the  first  cause. 
Notice  this  theory  not  only  denies  the  freedom  of  tbe  will,  but 
also  the  spirituality  of  the  soul. 

If  you  prefer  a  more  primitive  and  pagan  presentation 
of  Judicial  Astrology,  you  would  lean  to  Mythological  Fatal- 
ism. Here,  the  heavenly  bodies  are  considered  as  exerting  a 
blind  insurmountable  force  upon  all  nature  and  the  will  of 
men,  driving  everything  to  an  inevitable  end.     Whether  you 
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wish  to  consider  the  heavenly  bodies  themselves  as  gods,  or 
ruled  over  by  gods  or  God,  in  effect  it  is  all  the  same — you  deny 
the  freedom  of  the  will. 

Can  one,  on  the  basis  of  such  sketch}^  theorizing,  deny  the 
freedom  of  the  will?  Remember  this  freedom  is  attested  to 
by  the  men  of  all  ages,  climes  and  races.  They  attest  to  it  by 
their  actions, — making  laws  and  breaking  them,  praying  and 
slaying,  advising  and  devising  anyone  or  anything — in  count- 
less ways,  all  of  which  suppose  freedom  of  the  will.  Such  a 
universal  testimony  of  men  can  only  be  the  immediate  and 
clear  voice  of  nature  and  right  reason  telling  us  that  our  will 
is  free. 

But  nature  has  spoken  to  us  in  an  even  more  direct  way — 
through  the  testimony  of  our  own  consciousness.  For  before 
any  of  our  human  acts,  we  are  definitely  conscious  of  our  li- 
berty to  perform  the  act  or  omit  it.  Before  you  started  to 
read  this  article  you  were  quite  definitely  aware  that  you  were 
free  to  read  it  or  not.  Similarly  in  the  very  performance  of 
the  act,  and  when  it  is  completed,  you  are  equally  aware  in 
both  cases  that  at  any  given  point  you  were  quite  free  to  dis- 
continue the  act  or  continue  it.  Couldn't  you  throw  down  this 
article  at  the  end  of  this  sentence?  The  very  fact  that  you  did, 
or  did  not,  is  proof  through  the  testimony  of  your  own  con- 
sciousness that  you  enjoy  freedom  of  will. 

Perhaps  the  most  striking  argument  we  have  in  confirmation 
of  the  freedom  of  the  will,  is  the  one  based  on  the  absurdities 
that  logically  follow  from  its  denial.  Just  try  for  a  moment 
to  picture  yourself  in  a  world  of  men  who  had  no  freedom  of 
will.  There  could  be  no  such  thing  as  responsibility  for  action ; 
no  notion  of  reward  or  punishment,  no  crime  nor  heroism,  no 
heaven  nor  hell,  in  brief — nothing  worth  living  for.  Un- 
doubtedly man  enjoys  freedom  of  will.  And  because  he  does, 
Judicial  Astrology,  Determinism,  and  Fatalism  must  be  al- 
lowed to  sink  back  into  the  quagmire  of  false  philosophies  be- 
fore they  sicken  an  already  stricken  world  with  their  deadly 
odours  of  moral  corruptions. 
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A  SCIENCE  OF  NATURAL  ASTROLOGY   IS  WITHIN  THE 
REALMS  OF  PHILOSOPHIC  POSSIBILITY. 

As  Ave  remarked  above,  there  is,  besides  judicial,  another 
typ^e  of  astrology  called  "Natural  Astrology."  It  was  this 
Natural  Astrology  that  Catholics  of  pre-Copernican  days  prac- 
tised and  for  which  mediaeval  philosophers  apologiz<;d  with 
easy  success.  For  Natural  Astrology  did  not  seem  philoso- 
phically repugnant  to  them,  nor  does  it  seem  so  to  us.  All 
that  Natural  Astrology  claims  is  tlie  existence  of  a  purely 
physical  influence  of  the  heavenly  bodies  on  terrene  matter, — 
for  example,  the  moon  on  the  tide.  That  one  physical  body 
should  have  a  physical  influence  on  another  does  not  seem 
to  involve  any  philosophical  contradictions  or  difficulty,  so 
that  we  with  them,  admit  the  possibility  of  an  astral  influence 
on  the  matter  of  mother  earth.  Admitting  this,  we  must  also 
admit  the  possibility  of  establishing  a  true  science  of  Natural 
Astrology  on  an  empirical  basis.  However,  just  what  this  in- 
fluence is  and  how  great  it  is,  is  the  point  in  which  we  differ 
from  them.  But  having  once  admitted  the  possibility  of  this 
influence,  we  must  go  witli  them  one^  step  further. 

If  the  heavenly  bodies  can  influence  physical  nature,  then 
they  also  can  influence  our  sense  organs  which  are  purely  phy- 
sical, and  the  phantasms  of  our  imagination  which  are  also 
material.  If  they  can  do  this,  they  can  also  directly  influence 
the  intellect  which  depends  on  the  phantasms  for  its  material 
object;  and  thus  they  can  indirectly  influence  the  will.  Thus, 
the  mediaeval  philosophers  explained  how  astrologers  could 
predict  future  events  which  depended  on  the  free  action  of 
men.  "Men,"  they  said,  "generally  follow  tlieir  passions;  and 
since  the  stars  can  influence  the  passions  which  are  material, 
they  can  indirectly  influence  the  will,  which  however,  always 
remains  free  to  follow  the  passions  or  not."  But  notice  what 
tliese  philosophers  have  done.  They  have  realized  the  abstract, 
theoretical,  philosophical  possibility  of  the  heavenly  bodies  in- 
fluencing the  earth,  and  in  this  as  yet  made  no  mistake.  But 
they  took  for  granted  the  existence  of  a  host  of  specific  and 
definite  influences  (for  example  the  effect  of  the  mooinlight  on 
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the  brain), — facts  which  are  in  no  way  recognized  by  present- 
day  science  as  certain,  conclusive,  or  even  existing, — and  grant- 
ed to  this  confused  mass  of  uncertainties  the  dignity,  title  and 
credence  due  to  a  true  science.  They  committed  no  philoso- 
phic error,  but  made  a  scientific  blunder, 

NATURAL  ASTROLOGY   A   PSEUDO-SCIENCE. 

The  obvious  question  arising  from  that  last  remark  is: 
"Well,  what  has  modern  science  to  say  of  natural  astrology?" 
To  appreciate  the  answer,  we  must  first  get  some  idea  of  the 
terms  used  to  denote  the  various  existing  influences  which 
science  will  grant  or  deny  the  heavenly  bodies.  Now,  since 
there  are  three  possible'  changes  which  can  be  effected  in  mat- 
ter, there  are  tbus  only  three  possible  kinds  of  influence  which 
can  effect  these  changes. 

If  someone  passed  you  a  bowl  of  cherries,  and  in  doing 
so  moved  it  from  one  end  of  the  table  to  the  other — that  bowl 
would  undergo  a  ''mechanical"  change,  which  merely  implies 
the  transition  of  the  whole  body  in  space.  Any  influence  ef- 
fecting this  change  would  be  called  a  "mechanical"  influence. 
If  on  taking  the  cherries  you  found  them  slightly  tart  and  so 
added  a  little  sugar — you  would  effect  a  "physical"  change 
in  them.  This  implies  nothing  more  than  a  change  in  the 
physical  qualities  of  the  thing.  But  if  such  a  change  is  so 
pronounced  that  it  amounts  to  a  complete  change  of  substance, 
— the  actual  change  occurring  instantaneously, — then  this  is 
called  a  "chemical"  change.  For  example,  when  the  cherries, 
referred  to  above,  turn  into  wine,  this  is  considered  as  a 
"chemical"  change. 

Now,  in  considering  the  influence  of  celestial  bodies  in  the 
light  of  these  different  types  of  change,  we  come  first  to  me- 
chanical motion.  Present-day  scientists  admit  that  the  sun, 
moon  and  stars,  in  that  order  of  importance  and  effectiveness, 
do  exert  a  definite  mechanical  influence  on  the  earth.  The  nature 
of  ttis  influence  is  a  certain  gravitational  pull  which  each  planet 
exerts  on  the  surrounding  bodies.  This  influence  is  not  of 
such  magnitude  and  importance  that  if  one  were  to  lose  this 
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force  of  attraction,  that  all  its  neighboprs  would  get  out  of 
kilter  and  thus  smash  up  the  whole  universe, — but  is  at  least 
enough  to  hold  them  in  the  exact  position  which  they  now 
occupy.  One  very  familiar  example  of  this  type  of  influence 
is  the  -effect  of  the  gravitational  pull  of  the  moon  on  any  large 
body  of  water  on  the  earth — causing  what  is  known  as  the 
''tides." 

"With  regard  to  physical  change  and  chemical  change,  scien- 
tists, and  you  too,  will  readily  admit  a  definite  and  important 
influence  of  the  sun.  What  makes  the  green  apple  blush  so 
rosily  and  puts  the  freckles  on  the  face  of  the  barefoot  boy? 
But  note,  that  this  influence  of  the  sun  is  constant  and  uni- 
versal in  its  effects.  Irregardless  of  what  month  you  were 
born  in — the  sun  will  bring  the  sweat  to  your  brow  on  a 
scorching  day  in  August.  As  to  the  possibility  of  the  moon 
eft'ecting  physical  or  chemical  change — scientists  are  just  as 
uncertain  as  they  are  regarding  the  stars.  In  passing  it  might 
be  noted  that  they  have  not  even  as  yet  decided  upon  the  exact 
influence  of  the  moon  on  the  weather, — if  any. 

Do  the  stars  exert  any  influence  sufficient  to  cause  physical 
or  chemical  change  on  the  earth?  Here  is  the  crucial  ques- 
tion of  the  whole  discussion.  Yet,  science  has  no  definite  ans- 
wer to  give  us.  They  do  not  deny  the  possibility  of  such  an 
influence,  but  they  do  deny  the  existence  of  any  definite  evi- 
dence indicating  it.  The  one  shred  of  evidence  which  might 
be  used  in  behalf  of  such  a  theoretical  influence  is  in  itself 
highly  theoretic  in  its  nature,  cause,  and  effects.  That  shred 
is  the  probable  existence  of  electro-magnetic  currents  running 
through  the  whole  universe.  But  whether  the  stars  have  aught 
to  do  with  the  nature  of  these  currents,  or  their  causes  and 
effects  on  us  is  highly  problematical.  But  even  granting  that 
the  stars  were  instrumental  in  producing  some  physical  or 
chemical  change  in  the  universe,  the  nature  of  the  change  must 
be  quite  general  and  indefinite  or  else  its  existence  would  be 
more  manifest.  But  as  to  those  specific  influences  postulated 
by  mediaeval  philosophers, — like  the  influence  of  a  particular 
star  on  a  particular  person,  for  example  a  person  being  of  a 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 37 

saturnine  disposition  because  he  was  born  when  Saturn  was 
in  the  ascendant, — modern  science  simply  laughs  these  to 
scorn.  So  to  state  the  position  of  science  with  regard  to  the 
question:  "Do  the  stars  exert  sufficient  influence  on  the  earth 
to  cause  physical. or  chemical  change?" — in  brief  their  answer 
would  be,  "Possibly  in  a  very  general  way — yes";  "very  prob- 
ably— No."  This  is  tantamount  to  saying  that  tbere  is  not 
enough  factual  evidence  as  yet  to  form  the  basis  for  building 
up  a  true  science.  So  what  is  now  referred  to  in  astrology 
as  scientific — is  in  reality  false.  Natural  Astrology  is  still  a 
pseudo-science. 

JUDICIAL  ASTROLOGY  IN  CONFLICT  WITH  THE  COPERNICAN 

THEORY. 

Since  Judicial  Astrology  is  in  a  sense  founded  and  depen- 
dent on  Natural  Astrology,  the  scientific  criticism  offered  above 
on  Natural  Astrology  will  also  apply  here.  But  since  Judicial 
Astrology  makes  greater  postulations,  it  comes  in  for  a  greater 
share  of  criticism  also.  Notable,  of  course,  in  the  old  astrolo- 
ger's conception  of  the  universe  was  his  postulation  of  the 
earth  as  the  centre  of  the  whole  planetary  system — but  not 
being  itself  a  planet.  His  idea  of  tliis  earth  might  be  illus- 
trated by  a  comparison  to  a  bird's  nest,  around  which  the  stars, 
like  birds  of  evill  omen,  hovered,  waiting  their  turn  to  exert 
their  varied  influences  upon  it.  But  in  the  light  of  the  helio- 
centric theory  of  the  universe,  introduced  by  Copernicus  and 
now  accepted  by  all,  in  which  the  earth  is  just  one  of  manj'' 
planets  revolving  around  the  sun  in  one  of  many  solar  sys- 
tems, Judicial  Astrology  seems  to  be  very  far  fetched,  im- 
practicable, and  untenable. 

In  view,  then,  of  Judicial  Astrology  being  so  directly  op- 
posed to  scientific,  philosophic  and  dogmatic  truth;  in  view 
of  the  fact  that  Natural  Astrology  as  a  science  still  soars 
aloft  in  the  cloudy  and  distant  heights  of  scientific  and  philo- 
sophic mere  possibility;  when  you  consider  that  modern  scien- 
tific investigators  will  grant  practically  no  definite  and  fac- 
tual evidence  upon  which  Natural  Astrology  could  build  up 
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a  true  and  empirical  science;  in  view  of  all  this,  we  can  well 
appreciate  the  truth  of  John  MulhoUand's  above  quoted  re- 
port, when  he  characterized  the  whole  of  modern  astrology's 
methods  and  pretensions  to  the  dignity  of  a  science  as  being 
simply  "BUNK."  Obviously,  then,  when  these  quacks  are  flaunt- 
ing their  tricks  in  your  astonished  face,  no  matter  how  con- 
vincing the  whole  "rigmarole"  may  appear,  the  safe  place  for 
your  purse  is  in  your  pocket.  But  if  you  are  one  of  those 
numerous  individuals  who  simply  must  pin  your  faith  in  a 
lucky  star — be  wise  and  put  your  trust  in  the  only  star  never 
known  to  betray  a  trust — "The  Star  of  the  Sea." 


MARY,  STAR  OF  THE  SEA. 

Queen  of  Clemency  and  Love, 
Be  my  Advocate  above. 
And,  tlirough  Christ,  all  sin  remove, 
Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea. 

When  the  Angel  called  thee  blest. 
And  with  transports  filled  thy  breast, 
'Twas  thy  Lord  became  thy  Guest, 
Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea. 


Savonarola. 
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The  CENTURION 

PART  V. 
The  Plain  of  Esdraelon 

By 
RT.  REV.  J.  B.  BOLLARD,  Litt.D. 


THE  young  Messiah,  Who  was 
now  in  His  tenth  year,  had 
come  on  one  of  His  most  welcome 
visits  to  the  Centurion  at  Tiberias. 
The  Centurion  accompanied  Him 
on  His  way  home  to  Nazareth. 
They  circled  southward  and  then 
cut  straig-ht  across  the  great  plain.  It  was  the  middle  of  the 
spring-time,  and  the  plain  of  Esdraelon  was  thickly  strewn  with 
tlie  massed  and  gorgeous  colours  of  various  species  of  wild- 
flowers.  The  mallow,  the  asphodel;  scarlet  poppies;  delicate 
coloured  anemonae ;  the  Star  of  Bethlehem,  and  the  purple 
wind-flower, — all  these  clustered  blossoms,  and  many  more, 
made  it  seem  as  if  the  wayfarers  were  moving  along  the  very 
floors  of  Heaven !  As  they  proceeded,  the  Centurion  was  telling 
of  his  dreams  and  of  his  projects  for  the  future.  He  had  been 
secretly  organizing  Galilee  and  Judea  for  a  final  revolt  against 
the  Roman  power.  Israel  must  be  made  an  independent  coun- 
try again,  for  the  Messiah  to  govern.  He  had  amassed 
vast  treasures  of  money  and  supplies  for  his  troops.  Tyrian 
and  Jewish  merchants  had  given  freely  to  him  of  their  riches. 
Emissaries  had  been  sent  all  over  the  world  to  the  conquered 
and  discontented  tribes.  Scythians,  and  Greeks  and  Numi- 
dians,  and  even  Britons  and  Hibernians,  had  been  enrolled  in 
the  ranks.  The  Centurion  had  shown  all  the  talents  and  skill 
of  a  world  conqueror,  and  his  burning  zeal  had  kindled  the 
very  souls  of  men.    "We  will  make  you  our  new  King  of  Is- 
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rael,"  he  said  to  J^sus,  "and,  afterwards,  King  of  the  whole 
world."  The  young  Messiah  stopped  and  gazed  into  the  eyes 
of  his  companion  with  infinite  love  and  compassion.  "Why 
are  you  concerned  about  worldly  power  and  glory?"  He  asked. 
"My  kingdom  is  not  of  this  world.  If  I  had  need  of  armies, 
could  I  not  ask  my  Father  and  He  would  send  me  ten  legions 
of  angels?  King  of  Israel!  Is  it  so  wonderful  a  thing  to  be 
monarch  of  Israel,  after  all !  Let  us  see,  then,  one  of  Israel's 
kings."  The  young  Messiah  took  the  wondering  officer  by  tbe 
hand.  Immediately  the  Centurion  felt  that  something  por- 
tentous Avas  taking  place.  —The  years  were  rolling  hack!  Time 
was  doubling  upon  itself  as  a  thread,  unwound,  coils  back 
upon  the  bobbin ! 


They  were  now  translated  to  a  strange  place !  Halfway 
up  the  slopes  of  Mount  Gelboe  they  stood,  and  the  day  was 
in  the  reign  of  King  Saul !  Two  great  armies  were  before  them, 
— The  army  of  Israel  and  the  army  of  the  Philistines!  The 
ranks  of  Saul  were  nearest,  and  the  soldierly  eye  of  the  Cen- 
turion approved  of  their  veteran  appearance,  and  of  their 
eagerness  for  the  battle.  Then  King  Saul,  witb  some  of  his 
captains,  passed  in  front  of  them.  He  was  a  man  of  towering 
stature,  and  of  mogt  comely  appearance,  looking  every  inch 
a  king.  But  he  had  just  come  back  from  his  seven-mile  jour- 
ney to  the  witch  of  Endor,  and  in  his  eyes  one  could  see  the 
sentence  of  doom  he  had  there  received.  Below,  stretching 
far  along  the  banks  of  the  river  Kishon,  spread  the  vast  armies 
of  the  Philistines.  Saul  was  impatiently  ordering  his  captains 
to  lead  the  Israelites  against  the  foe.  The  practised  eyes  of 
the  Centurion  saw,  where,  behind  knolls  and  clumps  of  trees, 
the  Philistines  were  concealing  cavalry  and  chariots,  and  he 
said  to  himself  that  if  he  were  in  command  he  would  elect 
to  fight  further  up  the  mountain-side  on  the  wooded  and  rocky 
land  where  cavalry  and  chariots  could  not  manoeuvre.  But 
Saul  ignored  the  chariots,  and  sent  his  army  down  to  attack 
upon  the  bare  and  softly-swelling  lower  slopes  of  Gelboe. 
Then  the  thing  that  the  Centurion  feared,  took   place.     As 
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the  two  battle-lines  came  close,  the  Philistine  lines  opened  and 
sent  bodies  of  horsemen  and  of  charioteers  crashing  into  the 
ranks  of  Israel  and  throwing  their  lines  into  wildest  eon- 
fusion  !  Before  the  king  had  time  to  reform  his  ranks,  the 
whole  Philistine  array  came  on  at  the  charge  and  the  army 
of  Israel  was  forced  up  the  mountain  in  utter  rout.  Stand 
after  stand  was  valiantly  made  by  the  men  of  Israel,  but  the 
first  advantage  had  been  lost,  and  the  sanguinary  drive  con- 
tinued up  Gelboe,  and  over  its  summit,  till  the  few  remnants 
of  Saul's  army  found  shelter  beyond  the  Jordan  in  the  land  of 
Gilead !  Saul  and  his  three  warrior  sons  lay  dead  amid  the 
slain !  An  Amalekite  straggler  attracted  by  the  gleam  of  gold, 
found  the  body  of  the  king.  The  Philistines  decapitated  Saul 
and  the  comely  and  blameless  Jonathan.  They  put  Saul's 
armour  as  a  trophy  in  the  pagan  temple  of  Ashtaroth.  The 
bodies  of  Saul  and  Jonathan,  and  of  Jonathan's  brothers,  were 
chained  to  the  gates  of  Beth-Shan,  which  was  at  that  time 
a  Canaanite  city ! !  Twenty  miles  away  was  the  Israelitish  city 
of  Jabesh-Gilead. 

Now,  long  years  before,  this  city  of  Jabesh-Gilead,  by  a 
brilliant  exploit  of  the  young  King  Saul,  had  been  delivered 
from  the  cruelty  of  the  Ammonites  who  had  captured  it. 
When,  therefore,  the  men  of  Jabesh  heard  about  the  fate  of  the 
bodies  of  Saul  and  Jonathan,  they  nobly  fought  their  way 
to  the  gates  of  Beth-Shan  and  carried  off  the  bodies  of  their 
deliverer,  and  of  his  sons,  to  their  own  city !  Here  the  bodies, 
after  reverential  burial  rites,  were  sepultured  beneath  the 
sacred  tamarisk  tree.    "In  death  they  were  not  divided." 


Back  again  upon  the  plain  of  Esdraelon,  the  sound  of  that 
awful  battle  still  thundered  in  the  Centurion's  ears.  It  was 
a  terrible  lesson  to  him  of  the  futility  of  earthly  conquests  and 
of  earthly  glory.  It  was  now  a  chastened  and  humble  warrior 
that  strode  by  the  side  of  the  Boy-God.  A  strange  and  ques- 
tioning sadness  had  taken  possession  of  the  Centurion's  soul. 
How  worthless  his  life  had  been !  All  his  experience  had  been 
of  soldiering  and  of  battle-making,  and  he  had  hoped  to  aid  his 
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Friend  by  the  prowess  of  his  sword.  Now  it  seemed  that  this 
opportunity  could  never  come.  His  whole  life,  then,  was  use- 
less. He  could  not  serve  his  Master  with  the  sword,  and  he 
knew  the  use  of  no  other  weapon!  What  was  to  become  of 
him?  How  was  he  to  fill  his  days — his  dull  and  useless  days? 
If  he  could  not  be  of  service,  the  young  Master  would  have 
no  need  of  him,  and  he  would  have  to  leave  Palestine !  Banish- 
ment from  Nazareth!  There  could  be  no  more  gloomy  pros- 
pect. To  die  in  battle  would  be  far  easier,  and  far  more  mer- 
ciful. Then,  all  at  once,  there  came  before  his  mind  a  pre- 
monition of  an  early  and  violent  death.  Yes,  he  was  fated 
to  die  young,  with  all  his  great  dreams  unrealized.  Gazing 
darkly  upon  the  ground,  he  bent  all  the  resources  of  his  pow- 
erful will  to  acceptance  of  this  doom.  Yes,  it  was  the  will  of 
God  that  he  should  die  young,  and  he  accepted  it,  and  made  an 
act  of  sacrifice  of  his  life  to  the  glory  and  honour  of  his  young 
Master.  The  final  renunciation  Avas  made,  and  as  he  lifted 
up  his  eyes  from  the  flower-strewn  sward,  he  saw  that  Jesus 
was  gazing  at  him. 

There  was  a  world  of  love  and  of  consolation  in  that  glance 
of  the  Christ,  and  the  black  mood  of  the  young  Centurion  was 
gone  forever.  He  had  passed  through  his  darkest  moment. 
He  had  grappled  with  the  demons  of  fear  and  of  despair  and 
had  come  out  triumphant.  Henceforward,  for  the  short  rem- 
nant of  earthly  life  that  was  to  come,  there  would  be  no  ques- 
tioning and  no  quailing.  His  life  was  in  the  hands  of  his 
God  to  do  with  it  what  He  willed.  In  that  hour  the  young 
Roman  renounced  forever  all  earthly  interests  and  all  per- 
sonal desires,  and  became  a  Saint. 


They  went  forward  towards  Nazareth,  over  the  flowery 
Plain  of  Esdraelon.  Behind  them  they  left  the  mournful 
mountains  of  Gelboe,  and  in  the  lone  murmurings  of  the  gen- 
tle breeze  they  heard  the  sad  music  of  the  matchless  lamen- 
tation of  David:  "How  are  the  valiant  fallen!  Tell  it  not  in 
Oath,  publish  not  in  the  streets  of  Ascalon,  lest  the  daughters 
of  the  Philistine  rejoice!    Ye  mountains  of  Gelboe,  let  neither 
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dew  nor  rain  come  upon  ye,  for  there  was  cast  away  the  shield 
of  the  valiant,  the  shield  of  Said,  as  though  he  had  not  been 
anointed  with  oil!  Smd  and  Jonathan,  lovely  and  comely  in 
their  life,  even  in  death  they  were  not  divided!  How  are  the 
valiant  fallen  in  battle!  I  grieve  for  thee  my  brother  Jonathan; 
(w  the  mother  loveth  her  only  son,  so  did  I  love  thee!  How  are 
the  valiant  fallen  and  the  weapons  of  war  perished!" 

But  soon  the  sad  wailing  of  the  winds  of  Gelboe  were 
silenced  by  the  joyful  singing  of  the  birds.  The  clouds  dis- 
persed and  the  sunlight  flooded  the  great  plain  and  its  sen- 
tinel hills.  On  the  heights  to  the  west,  tTie  white  outlines  of 
the  houses  of  Nazareth  began  to  appear.  What  a  beautiful, 
what  a  blessed  thing  is  home!  To  these  two,  Nazarett  was 
home,  and  there  its  dear  ones  were  awaiting  them.  All  around 
them  were  bright  sunshine  and  flowery  fields,  and  all  the  glad- 
ness of  nature  bourgeoning  with  its  wonted  beauty  in  the  fa- 
vourite land  of  the  Son  of 
God;  but,  to  the  Centurion,  the 
brightest,  the  gladdest  thing 
of  all  was  the  approving  glance 
then  cast  upon  him  by  Jesus 
Christ!  The  joy  that  flooded 
the  soul  of  the  young  Roman, 
being  a  foretaste  of  the  joys 
of  Heaven,  became  almost  in- 
supportable, so  that  he  swayed 
and  tottered  for  a  moment. 

Then  the  Son  of  God  took 
his  hand  and  led  him  forward, 
saying:  "Lo,  Nazareth  is  nigh 
at  hand,  and  your  friends  are 

waiting  to  rejoice  with  you."  And  the  little  white  road,  wind- 
ing up  to  Nazareth,  between  the  cliffs,  shone,  in  the  eyes  of  the 
Centurion,  as  the  very  Gate  of  Heaven! 
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THE    BANKS    OF    THE    BOYNE 

Antiquities  Reaching  Back  3,000   Years 

By  REV.  MYLES  V.  RONAN,  M.R.I.A.,  F.R.Hist.S. 

^  I  ^HE  Boyne  River  has  packed  away  in  its  valley  and  heights 
-'-   the  remains  of  more  varied  history  than  any  other  dis- 
trict in  Ireland.    It  is  a  moderate  estimate  to  say  that  its  most 
ancient  monuments  reach  back  3,000  years 
— 'into  the  Celtic  mist  where  heroes  were 
deified. 

Drogheda,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Boyne, 
and  about  thirty  miles  north  of  Dublin, 
was  one  of  the  royal  cities  in  mediaeval 
times  and  was  flanked  with  strong-  walls 
and  guarded  by  massive  towers.  Celtic  ab- 
beys had  yielded  in  time  to  Anglo-Norman 
ones,  some  of  whose  square  church  towers 
quaintly  serve  as  archways  for  modern 
thoroughfares.  Oliver  Cromwell,  in  1649, 
had  battered  well  those  sacred  piles  with 
his  artillery,  and  incidentally  butchered 
the  inhabitants  from  the  highest  to  the 
lowest  within  their  walls.  His  definition 
of  a  Catholic  was — one  to  be  extirpated. 


High   Cross  of 

Muiredach 
Monasterboice. 


MUIREDACH'S  HIGH  CROSS. 


A  few  miles  north  of  the  town,  round  tower,  ancient  ora- 
tories, and  High  Crosses  still  do  honour  to  the  memory  of 
Monasterboice  (St.  Buite's  Monastery),  an  early  6th  century 
foundation  and  one  of  the  earliest  in  Ireland.  For  elaborate 
carving  and  beauty  of  design  one  of  its  High  Crosses  (over  15 
feet  high)  ranks  among  the  three  finest  in  the  land.  It  is 
late  9th,  or  nearly  10th,  century  work.  Its  carved  panels, 
on  both  sides,  probably  tell  the  story  of  the  conversion  of  tlie 
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Norsemen  or  Danes  who  settled  a  few  miles  away  on  the  coast 
in  A.D.  841. 

A  few  miles  to  the  west  of  Monasterboice  stand  the  im- 
mense ruins  of  Mellifont  (Hon^ey  Fountain),  the  first  Cister- 
cian monastery  in  Ireland,  erected  in  1142.  Irish  monasticism 
had  gone  down,  generally  speaking,  during  the  native  chaos 
and  barbarism  of  the  11th  century.  Continental  monasticism 
on  a  more  elaborate  scale  was  introduced  as  a  fresh  spiritual 


Mellifont  Abbey,  Co.  Louth. 

urge   by   St.   Malachy,   Archbishop   of   Armagh,   through   the 
good  offices  of  his  friend,  St.  Bernard,  the  abbot  of  Citeaux. 

Southwards  to  the  Boyne  is  the  high  ground  that  was 
occupied  by  the  seasoned  army  of  "William  of  Orange  when  he 
came  to  give  battle  to  James  II  on  Irish  soil  for  an  English 
crown.  On  the  south  side  of  the  river,  at  the  beginning  of 
its  horse-shoe  bend,  was  encamped  James'  smaller  *army  com- 
posed mostly  of  raw  recruits.  Oldbridge  and  Domore  are 
names  that  stand  out  in  the  annals  of  the  Battle  of  the  Boyne, 
July  1,  1690,  when  William's  soldiers  forded  the  river  here, 
and  James  had  to  fall  back  on  Duleek. 

BRUGH-NA-BOINNE. 


Westwards,  the  horse-shoe  bend  of  the  river  skirts  sloping 
ground  for  three  miles  and  encloses  the  famous  Brugh-na-Bolnne 
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(Palace  of  the  Boyne).  Ring-forts,  chambered  mounds,  stone 
circles,  and  standing  stones,  ar€  all  witnesses  of  a  great  pagan 
civilization  of  th€  Bronze  Age.  This  Age  in  Ireland  lies  ap- 
proximately between  2500  B.C.  and  350  B.C.  The  'Talace" 
or  cemetery,  three  miles  long,  is  traditionally  associated  with  a 
mysterious  personage  called  Oengus  an  Brogha  (Oengus  of  the 
Palace)  who  was  "the  son  of  the  good  god." 

Among  the  remains  of  this  ancient  cemetery,  three  mounds 
or  tumuli  stand  out  conspicuous  by  their  size  and  importance, 
namely,  Dowth,  Knowth,  and  New  Grange  (to  give  them  their 
modern  names).  They  are  hemispherical  mounds  of  loose 
stones  heaped  up  to  a  height  of  nearly  50  feet.  The  largest 
of  them.  New  Grange,  covers  a  circular  area  about  280  feet 
in  diameter,  or  about  an  acre  in  extent.  An  entrance  passage, 
one-third  of  the  diameter,  is  constructed  of  huge  lining-stones 
on  end  roofed  by  flat  stones,  one  of  them  being  15  feet  long. 
The  passage  leads  to  a  central  chamber,  about  20  feet  on 
either  axis,  and  about  20  feet  high.  The  three  recesses  of  the 
chamber  form  with  the  passage  an  irregular  Latin  cross.  • 

It  may  be  presumed  that  the  chamber  and  recesses  of  the 
mounds  were  used  for  the  cremation  of  the  dead  and  for  their 
burials  in  urns.  Elaborate  carving  of  some  of  the  stones  of 
the  passage  and  of  the  recesses,  and  of  some  of  the  outer 
stones  shows  a  type  of  decoration  with  spirals,  concentric 
circles,  circles  with  rays,  lozenges,  and  zigzags  or  chevrons, 
the  meaning  of  which  it  is  not  safe  to  try  to  solve.  Some 
antiquarians  assert  that  these  carvings  have  something  to  do 
with  sun-worship.  At  all  events,  they  are  certainly  mainly 
symbols  of  pagan  ideas,  the  key  to  which  has  not  yet  been 
discovered.  It  may  be  well  to  state  here  that  the  cemetery 
was  plundered  by  the  Norsemen  in  A.D.  861. 

New  Grange,  surrounded  by  a  circle  of  35  large  standing 
stones  (of  which  only  12  remain),  is  one  of  the  most  impor- 
tant prehistoric  monuments  in  the  world.  It  was  held  together 
by  a  kerb  of  massive  standing  slabs,  and  was  covered  with  a 
layer  of  broken  fragments  of  quartz  which  made  it  conspicu- 
ous from  a  long  distance.    The  stone  circle  was  probably  the 
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boundary  of  the  sacred  enclosure  within  which  only  those  con- 
nected with  the  burial  rites  dared  to  enter.  It  may  be  pre- 
sumed also  that  it  was  a  boundary  for  the  dreaded  spirits  of  the 
dead  so  that  they  should  not  transgress  it  and  molest  the  liv- 
ing. 

SLANE   AND    TARA. 

As  Brugh-na-Boinne,  this  cemetery  was  historically  asso- 
ciated with  the  kings  of  Tara.  Tara,  only  twelve  miles  distant,  is 
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l^ewgrange.     Tumulus  Entrance. 


the  twilight  of  the  Celtic  gods.  Its  most  important  king,  Cor- 
mac  mac  Airt  (226-277  A.D.),  emerges  into  the  historic  dawn 
as  he  rules  the  Five  Provinces  of  Ireland  from  his  fort  on  the 
hill.  Three  miles  upstream  from  the  cemetery  is  the  hill  of 
Slane  now  topped  by  the  remains  of  a  12th  century  abbey 
tower.  On  its  height,  in  the  memorable  year  of  433  A.D.,  St. 
Patrick  lit  the  Paschal  Fire  Avhich  was  seen  by  the  wrathful 
King  Laoghaire  from  his  fort  on  Tara's  Hill.  Then  began  the 
spiritual  battle  of  the  Boyne,  and  the  names  of  Tara  and 
Slane  are  enshrined  in  the  golden  pages  of  Christian  Ireland, 
The  few  miles'  stretch  of  the  river  between  Slane  and 
Navan  has  been  compared  with  the  Rhine ;  wooded  heights., 
mediaeval  castles,  ancient  church  ruins,  mossy  banks,  and 
luxuriant  foliage  guard  and  grace  the  curving,  swiftly  floAV- 
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ing  river.  It  is  one  of  the  most  picturesque  spots  in  Ireland. 
For  blend  of  beauty  and  history  it  may  well  defy  comparison 
with  any  other  spot  on  earth  The  Banks  of  the  Boyne  are  a 
veritable  text-book  of  Irish  history. 


IN  THE  VALLEY  OF  THE  BOYNE 

IN  the  green,  green  valley  of  the  Boyne 
There's  a  shining,  silent  river,   with   a   smooth,  unruffled 
breast. 
Stretching  o'er  it,  when  they're  weary,  summer  sunbeams  love 
to  rest; 
Their  absence  seems  to  grieve  it, 
And  they  linger  ere  they  leave  it, 
In  the  green,  green  valley  of  the  Boyne. 

In  the  green  valley  of  the  Boyne, 
When  the  morning  sun  comes  smiling  o'er  the  storied  Hill  of 

Slane, 
Chasing  all  the  gloom  before  it,  leaving  gladness  in  its  train, 

You  would  almost  think  it  lingers. 

Spreading  gems  with  loving  fingers, 
O'er  the  green,  green  valley  of  the  Boyne 

I  love  you,  0  valley  of  the  Boyne ! 
Every  little  leaf  of  ivy  clinging  close  to  Maiden  Rock, 
Every  ripple  on  the  river,  where  the  misty  armies  flack, 

For  the  golden  dreams  you  bring  me, 

For  the  olden  songs  you  sing  me, 
I  love  you,  0  valley  of  the  Boyne! 

Brian  O'Higgins. 
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PURGATORY— IN  THE  POEM  OF 
DANTE  ALIGHIERI 

V. 

PURGATORY —  ( Continued ) 
Third  Cornice :     The  Sins  of  Anger. 

IN  this  third  cornice  the  Poet  sees  three  examples  of  meek- 
ness in  three  visions.    The  first  example  is  the  Blessed  Virgin 
when  she  finds  Christ  in  the  temple. 

" There  suddenly  I  seem'd 

By  an  ecstatic  vision  wrapt  away; 

And  in  a  temple  saw,  methought,  a  crowd 

Of  many  persons:  and  at  the  entrance  stood 

A  dame  whose  sweet  demeanour  did  express 

A  mother's  love,  who  said :     Child,  why  hast  thou 

Dealt  with  us  thus?     Behold  thy  sire  and  I 

Sorrowing  have  sought  thee" ;  AND  SO  HELD  HER  PEACE. 

As  soon  as  this  vision  fades,  another  one  succeeds  in  the  mind 
of  the  Poet:  a  lady  whose  face  is  wet  with  tears,  such  as 
grief  forces  out  of  one  whose  feelings  have  been  wounded. 
She  seems  to  speak  to  her  husband  Pisistratus,  lord  of  Athens. 
(605-528  B.C.)  Legend  relat€S  that  a  young  man,  falling  sud- 
denly in  love  with  her  daughter,  kissed  her  in  public  and  hei 
mother  demanded  of  her  husband  that  the  young  lover  should 
immediately  be  put  to  death. 

"Avenge  thee  of  those  arms  whose  bold  embrace 
Hath  clasp'd  our  daughter." 

Pisistratus,  benign  and  meek  and  quite  calm,  replied:  *'If 
we  put  to  death  those  who  love  us,  what  shall  we  do  to  those 
who  hate  us?" 

A  third  example  of  meekness  is  Stephen,  the  first  Christian 
martyr. 
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After  that  I  saw 

A  multitude  in  fury  burning,  slay 

With  stone  a  stripling  youth  and  shout  amain : 

"Destroy,  destroy." 

"But  he,  being  full  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  looking  up  steadfastly 
to  Heaven,  saw  the  glory  of  God  and  Jesus  standing  on  the 
right  hand  of  God.  And  he  said:  Behold,  I  see  the  heavens 
opened  and  tlie  Son  of  Man  standing  at  the  right  hand  of  God. 
And  they,  crying  out  with  a  loud  voice,  stopped  their  ears  and 
Witt  one  accord  ran  violently  upon  him :  and  casting  him  forth 
without  the  city,  they  stoned  him.  And  falling  on  his  knees  he 
cried  with  a  loud  voice :  "Lord,  lay  not  this  sin  to  their  charge, 
and  when  he  had  said  this  he  fell  asleep  in  the  Lord"  (Acts 
VII.). 

So  on  we  journey'd  through  the  evening  sky 
Gazing  intent,  far  onward  as  our  eyes 
"With  level  view,  could  stretch  against  the  bright 
Vespertine  ray :  and  lo !  by  slow  degrees 
Gathering,  a  fog  made  towards  us  dark  as  night. 
There  was  no   room   for   'scaping;   and   that  mist 
Bereft  us  both  of  sight  and  the  pure  air. 

Wrath  obscures  the  intellect  and  unsettles  the  nobility  of  tho 
heart.  "My  eye  is  dim  through  indignation,"  says  Job,  17,  7, 
and  David  (Ps.  179)  :  "There  went  up  a  smoke  in  his  wrath." 
It  is  therefore  a  most  fitting  pain  that  suffered  by  the  wrath- 
ful in  this  third  circle,  that  they  should  roam  around  enveloped 
in  black  and  pungent  smoke  and  implore  meekness  of  heart 
of  Christ  who  was  called  the  lamb  of  God  because  he  was  meek 
and  humble  of  heart. 

The  place  is  darker  and  gloomier  than  a  moonless  and 
starless  night  and  the  smoke  is  grossly  offensive  to  the  eye. 

Virgil,  the  faithful  guide,  draws  close  to  Dante  and  in- 
vites him  to  put  a  hand  on  his  shoulder,  lest  he  should  stumble 
or  go  out  of  the  way.  Suddenly  they  hear  voices  that  seem 
to  plead  for  peace  and  pity  and  pray  to  the  Lamb  of  God 
who  taketh  away  the  sins  of  the  world.  Their  song,  the  "Agnus 
Dei,"  is  performed  by  this  multitude  with  one  voice  and  one 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 51 

measure,  bespeaking  perfect  harmony  amongst  the  singers. 
These  are  the  souls  who  are  being  purged  of  the  last  traces 
of  discord  and  anger  that  marred  their  life  on  earth.  One 
of  these  spirits  starts  a  conversation  with  Dante.  He  is  Marco 
Lombardo. 

The  Spirit  to  Dante: 

"Now  who  are  thou  that  through  our  smoke  dost  cleave 
And  speakest  of  us  as  through  thyself  e'en  yet 
Dividest  time  by  calends?" 

Dante  to  tlie  spirit: 

"Long  as  'tis  lawful  for  me  shall  my  steps 
Follow  on  thine :  and  since  the  cloudy  smoke 
Forbids  the  seeing,  hearing  in  its  stead 
Shall  keep  us  join'd — 

"I  am  Marco  Lombardo,"  continues  the  spirit:  "well  experi- 
enced I  was  in  the  affairs  of  the  world  and  a  lover  of  those 
virtues  for  which  the  world  to-day  has  no  more  taste.  Pray 
for  me,  please,  when  you  go  back  from  here."  Dante  pro- 
mises he  would  pray  for  him,  but  before  he  takes  his  leave 
he  asks  him  this  question :  *  'What  is  the  cause  of  the  uni- 
versal corruption  in  the  world?  Does  such  corruption  come 
from  human  nature  as  if  influenced  by  the  stars  (fatalism) 
or  by  human  malice  (free  will)  ?" 

Marco  answers  that  men  will  blame  their  evil  actions  on 
the  influx  of  the  stars  as  if  they  were  compelled  by  the  influx 
of  the  stars,  or  in  other  words  by  nature,  to  do  wrong.  But 
in  saying  so,  they  implicitly  deny  free  will  and  accuse  God 
of  injustice  when  he  rewards  a  good  man  and  punishes  tbe  evil 
doer.  It  is  true  that  some  evil  inclinations  spring  from  the 
influx  of  the  stars,  or  more  precisely  from  human  nature,  but 
most  of  them  spring  from  the  bad  habits  one  has  acquired. 
God  has  granted  man  the  light  of  reason  and  the  light  of  Re- 
velation :  and  free  will.  "With  these  aids  he  is  enabled  to  fight 
successfully  against  the  evil  inclinations  of  his  nature.  If 
therefore  man  does  wrong,  he  is  to  be  blamed,  not  God,  nor 
nature. 
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If  then  the  present  race  of  mankind  err 
Seek  in  yourselves  the  cause  and  find  it  there. 

The  human  soul  comes  out  of  the  hands  of  the  Creator,  as  in- 
nocent as  a  baby,  and,  being  ignorant  of  evil,  turns  to  what- 
ever yields  her  joy.  But  as  soon  as  she  has  tasted  of  the  plea- 
sures of  the  world,  believing  wrongly  that  these  are  the  true 
Good,  she  will  pursue  tliem  if  no  guide  recalls,  nor  rein  directs 
her  wandering  course."  Hence  the  necessity  of  laws  and  of 
government. 

Laws  indeed  there  are 

But  Avho  is  he  observes  them?  None:  not  he 
Who  goes  before,  the  Shepherd  of  the  flock. 
Who  chews  the  cud,  but  doth  not  cleave  the  hoof. 

(Canto  XVI.) 

No  man  attends  to  the  enforcement  of  the  laws,  because  the 
Pope  can  chew^  the  cud,  that  is  meditate  and  understand  tlie 
Holy  Scriptures,  but  he  does  not  divide  the  hoof,  that  is,  he 
unites  in  his  person  the  spiritual  and  the  temporal  power. 
According  to  Dante  the  Papacy  and  the  Empire  alike  proceed 
from  God  and  are  inseparably  wedded  to  Rome,  from  which, 
as  two  suns,  should  shed  light  upon  man's  spiritual  and  tem- 
poral paths — 

When  these  two  Powers  are  invested  in  two  different  per- 
sons, namely  the  Pope  and  the  Emperor,  each  must  do  what  is 
right,  if  not  for  the  fear  of  God,  at  least  for  the  fear  of  the 
other.  When  the  clergy  ruled  only  in  spiritual  matters— re- 
marks an  old  commentator — they  were  afraid  of  being  dis- 
honest, not  only  for  God's  sake,  but  as  well  for  fear  that  the 
laity  should  refuse  to  contribute  to  their  living.  Likewise  the 
laity  were  afraid  of  leading  a  bad  life  for  fear  that  the  priests, 
•whose  lives  were  holy,  should  refuse  to  absolve  them ;  but  when 
the  people  see  their  clergy  given  to  secular  matters,  they  also 
turn  to  earthly  things  and  cease  to  strive  for  the  spiritual 
and  the  eternal.  Thus  the  cause  of  the  corruption  of  morals 
is  not  to  be  found  in  nature,  but  in  evil  example.  Thus  Marco 
Lombardo. 
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The  Poets  have  reached  the  end  of  the  smoky  region.  The 
rays  of  the  Angel  who  guards  the  exit  of  this  circle,  glimmer 
through  tlie  misty  atmosphere.  "I  must  away — says  Marco — 
before  we  come  to  the  Angel.  God  be  with  you,"  and  this  said, 
he  leaves  the  Poet  and  returns  to  his  place. 

Call  to  remembrance,  reader,  if  thou  e'er 
Hast  on  an  Alpine  height  been  taken  by  cloud 
Through  which  thou  sawest  no  better  than  the  mole 
Doth  through  opacous  membrane;   then  whene'er 
The  watery  vapours  dense  began  to  melt 
Into  thin  air,  how  faintly  the  sun's  sphere 
Seem'd  wading  through  them;  so  thy  nimble  thought 
May  imagine,  how  at  first  I  rebeheld 
The  sun,  that  bedward  now  his  couch  o'erhung. 
Thus,  with  my  leader's  feet  still  equaling  pace 
Prom  forth  that  cloud  I  came,  when  now  expired 
The  parting  beams  from  off  the  ether  shores. 

(Canto  XVII). 

He  came  out  of  the  darkness  into  the  full  daylight  at  the 
time  when  the  sun  was  about  to  set.  Here  three  visions  of 
punished  anger  come  to  him  in  succession. 

(1) Portrayed  before  me  came 

The  traces  of  her  dire  impiety 

Whose  form  was  changed  into  the  bird  that  most 

Delights  itself  in  song. 

(2)  Next  shower'd  into  my  fancy  a  shape 
As  of  one  crucified,  whose  visage  spake 
Fell  rancour,  malice  deep,  wherein  he  died: 
And  round  him  Ahasuerus  the  great  king: 
Esther  his  bride:  and  Mordecai  the  just — 

(3)  A  damsel  weeping  loud  and  cried:     "O  Queen! 
O  mother!  wherefore  has  intemperate  ire 
Driven  thee  to  loathe  thy  being?    Not  to  lose 
Lavinia,  desperate  thou  hast  slain  thyself. 

(Canto  XVII). 

The  first  vision  is  Philomela,  who,  to  avenge  the  shame 
brought  upon  her  by  Tereus,  her  brother-in-law  (he  had  vio- 
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lated  her  and  afterwards  cut  off  her  tongue  so  that  she  could 
not  tell)  slew  her  (and  his)  child,  Itys,  cooked  his  flesh  and 
gave  it  to  him  to  eat.  Then,  to  add  to  her  revenge,  furious 
and  dishevelkd,  sprang  up  and  thrusted  the  head  of  the  child 
under  his  eyes.  Tereus'  offence  was  horrible  beyond  doubt, 
but  much  more  savage  was  her  deed.  The  gods  changed  into 
a  nightingale  (Ovid's  Metam.). 

The  second  vision  is  Haman  hung  on  the  gibbet  he  had  pre- 
pared for  Mardochai  (Esther  VII).  Haman  represents  that 
type  of  men  who,  without  a  reason,  place  themselves  above 
their  fellows  and  crush  by  force,  or  ruin  by  evil  reports,  all 
those  who  will  not  serve  them.  Says  the  Book  of  Esther: 
"Many  have  abused  unto  pride  the  goodness  of  princes  and 
the  honour  that  hath  been  bestowed  upon  them :  and  not  only 
endeavour  to  oppress  the  King's  subjects,  but  not  bearing  the 
glory  that  is  given  them,  take  in  hand  to  practise  also  against 
them  that  gave  it.  Neither  are  they  content  ...  to  violate  in 
themselves  the  laws  of  humanity,  but  they  think  they  can 
also  escape  the  justice  of  God  who  seeth  all  things.  And  they 
break  out  into  such  great  madness  as  to  endeavour  to  under- 
mine by  lies  such  as  observe  diligently  the  offices  committed  to 
them,  while  with  crafty  fraud  they  deceive  the  ears  of  princes 
that  are  well  meaning  and  judge  of  others  by  their  own  na- 
ture."    (Esther  16,  2-6). 

The  third  vision  is  Amata  from  Aeneid,  Chap.  12.  Amata's 
daughter,  Lavinia,  was  first  betrothed  to  Turnus  and  then  pro- 
mised by  her  father  to  Aeneas,  then  a  stranger  in  the  land, 
who  might  at  any  time  leave  the  country.  Amata,  who  fa- 
voured Turnus  and  distrusted  Aeneas,  killed  herself  rather 
than  live  to  see  her  daughter  carried  away  by  a  stranger  to 
a  foreign  land.  The  sorrow  of  Lavinia  for  her  mother's  sui- 
cide is  great.    Cries  she: 

not  to  lose 

Lavinia,  desperate  thou  hast  slain  thyself 
Now  hast  thou  lost  me ! 

Philomela  commits  murder  to  relish  in  lier  mind  the  sweetness 
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of  revenge  and  so  loses  her  mind's  essential  quality,  reason, 
by  being  changed  into  a  bird :  Haman,  intent  at  destroying  his 
rival,  is  himself  destroyed:  Amata  kills  herself  rather  than 
lose  her  daughter  and  forever  loses  her.  Philomela  is  punished 
by  the  gods :    Haman  by  men  :  Amata  by  her  own  hand. 

With  his  imagination  still  wrapt  in  these  miserable  conse- 
quences of  anger,  Dante's  eyes  are  struck  by  a  sudden  light 
and  lo !  a  voice  suddenly  dispels  from  his  mind  those  images 
of  punished  anger.  The  light  coming  from  the  angel  is  a  full 
glowing  light,  like  that  from  a  midday  sun,  with  warmth  and 
steadiness  and  peace  in  it.  It  calls  to  our  mind  the  burning 
love  of  Jesus  Christ.  The  light  of  the  angel  fits  well  in  this 
part  of  purgatory  because  it  sets  up  before  these  souls  a  model 
of  charity  and  patience  to  which  they  must  become  like,  before 
they  can  ascend  to  heaven. 

This  angel  of  peace  tells  the  Poets: 

"Here  ye  mount,"  thus  showing  them  the  way  up,  without 
being  asked ;  and  Virgil  to  Dante : 

"Refuse  we  not  to  lend  a  ready  foot 
At  such  inviting:  haste  we  to  ascend 
Before  it  darken,  for  we  may  not  then 
Till  morn  again  return."    So  spake  my  guide ; 
And  to  one  ladder  both  addressed  our  steps: 
And  the  first  stair  approaching,  I  perceived 
Near  me  as  'twere  the  waving  of  a  wing. 
That  fanned  my  face  and  whisper'd:  "Blessed  they, 
The  peace-makers:  they  know  not  evil  wrath." 

(Canto  XVII). 

The  Angel  of  Peace  with,  that  gentle  stirring  of  his  wing 
has  deleted  from  Dante's  brow — many  a  time  in  his  life  red- 
dened and  furrowed  by  flushes  and  fits  of  anger — all  traces 
of  rancour  and  spite.  The  third  of  the  seven  P's,  representing 
"anger,"  has  disappeared  from  the  Poet^s  forehead.  Virgil 
and  Dante  have  arrived  at  the  fourth  circle. 
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A   MAN   WHO   WAS  A   MAN 

BY  THE   REV.   M.   H.   GAFFNEY,   O.P. 

T  HAVE  always  loved  Saint  Aloysius  very  dearly,  and  I  could 

tell  every  incident  of  his  life  with  a  fine  fidelity  long  before 

I  reached  the  mature  age  of  fourteen !  But  when  years  after  I 

saw  for  the  first  time  a  picture  of  Aloysius,  I  said,  on  the  spot : 

THAT'S  NOT  MY  SAINT  ALOYSIUS  I 

And  now  (when  my  hair  is  turning  white)  I  know  that  I  was 
not  wrong. 

For  my  Aloysius  was  a  Hero.  He  was  a  boy  who  was 
brought  up  against  big  and  terrible  tests.  And  always  he 
conquered — because  he  was  a  Hero.  First :  He  came  of  a  noble 
race;  and  wealth  and  power  would  have  been  his  if  he  had  so 
desired.  He  did  the  hard  thing  then.  He  turned  his  back  upon 
everything  the  world  could  give,  and  chose  Christ  instead.  He 
entered  the  illustrious  Order  of  Saint  Ignatius,  and  strove 
therein  to  come  closer  and  closer  to  Jesus  Christ;  and  so  close 
did  he  come  to  Him  that  he  is  to-day  one  of  the  most  loved  and 
revered  of  the  Jesuit  saints.  Secondly :  He  has  his  own  per- 
sonal temptations,  and  these,  too,  he  met  like  a  man.  My  Saint 
Aloysius  (the  real  Saint  Aloysius!)  was  a  soldier  who  had  to 
fight  for  his  loyalty  to  Jesus  Christ,  and  he  triumphed  because, 
although  he  was  a  boy,  he  fought  his  great  fight  like  a  man! 

I  knew  a  young  fop  once  who  despised  Aloysius;  and  he 
had  the  boldness  to  tell  me  so.  He  will  never  tell  me  so  again. 
For  I  think  I  made  him  realize  before  he  left  me  that  the  young 
Jesuit  Saint  was  a  far  finer  man  than  he.  Saint  Aloysius  might 
not  have  been  tremendously  careful  about  his  hair  (that  is  one 
of  my  objections  to  the  repository  pictures!),  but  he  was  ex- 
ceedingly careful  about  his  immortal  soul,  which  lives  on  after 
a  man  is  bald  or  dead ! 

Our  school  girls  have  a  special  claim  upon  Saint  Aloysius 
because  he  is  the  Patron  of  Youth.  They  should  breathe  a  wee 
prayer  to  him  every  day  of  their  lives,  and  ask  him  who  died 
young  (and  remembers  consequently  all  youth's  diificulties) 
to  help  and  guard  them,  and,  above  all,  to  make  them  loyal  and 
faithful  soldiers  like  himself  in  the  vast  army  of  Jesus  Christ. 
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A  TRIBUTE 
TO  REV.  ROBERT  W.  McBRADY,  C.S.B. 

By  SISTER  M.  ST.  JOHN,  C.S.J. 

IN  the  death  of  Rev.  Father  McBrady,  C.S.B. ,  which  occurred 
on  May  4th  at  St.  Michael's  College,  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph 
of  Toronto  have  lost  a  dear  and  devoted  friend  and  one  who  for 
more  than  twelve  years  was  the  well-beloved  chaplain  of  the 
Mother  House  of  the  Community. 

The  exemplary  life  and  work  of  the  late  Father  McBrady 
are  well  known  to  many  of  the 
readers  of  St.  Joseph  Lilies.  The 
daily  newspapers  and  the  Catholic 
weeklies  have  already  published 
detailed  accounts  of  his  achieve- 
ments as  priest  and  scholar,  but 
we  feel  that  the  annals  of  the 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  would  be  in- 
complete and  that  future  pupils 
and  Alumnae  of  St.  Joseph's  Con- 
vent would  be  deprived  of  the 
record  of  an  outstanding  life  and 
personage,  did  not  St.  Joseph 
Lilies  pay  its  tribute  to  him,  who 
for  so  many  years  was  so  closely 
connected  with  the  Community 
and  School. 

Robert  McBrady  was  born  near  Whitby,  Ont.,  on  January 
24,  1848,  the  eldest  of  an  old  pioneer  family  of  Ontario.  He 
received  his  elementary  schooling  in  the  district  school  and 
then  was  sent  by  his  parents  to  St.  Michael's  College  to  begin 
that  long  course  of  studies  in  the  English  and  Ancient  Classics, 
of  which  he  was  to  become  in  later  years  so  proficient  a  scholar 
and  able  a  master.  Many  a  prize  the  brilliant  young  student 
won  for  his  polished  Latin  verses  and  perfect  Greek  hexa- 
meters, and  in  later  years  there  were  few  of  his  acquaintances 
in  banquet  hall  or  University  lecture  room  who  could  match 
him  in  apt  quotations  from  the  great  masters  of  Greek  and 
Latin  prose  or  poetry.  In  1865,  his  parents,  anxious  to  give 
him  every  advantage,  sent  him  to  France  in  the  company  of 
Rev.  Father  Soulerin,  who  was  returning  to  his  native  land  as 
Superior-General  of  the  Basilians,  and  it  was  there  that  he 
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entered  the  Novitiate  of  the  Basilian  Community  and  laid  the 
groundwork  of  that  solid  religious  spirit  which  was  to  charac- 
terize his  every  word  and  action  for  the  next  seventy  years. 
It  was  also  during  these  years  in  Prance  that  he  acquired  that 
perfect  mastery  of  the  French  language  which  made  him  not 
only  a  charming  conversationalist,  but  one  of  the  foremost 
French  pulpit  orators  of  his  day;  and  one  of  the  greatest  de- 
lights that  one  derived  from  personal  acquaintance  with  Father 
McBrady  was  to  listen  to  his  interesting  reminiscences  of  the 
happy  days  spent  in  France,  whether  during  school  term  or  in 
the  long  vacation.  All  his  life  he  retained  his  love  for  the 
French  language,  as  a  glance  at  his  libary  of  spiritual  books 
testified. 

The  outbreak  of  the  Franco-Prussian  war  necessitated  his 
return  to  Canada,  and  it  may  be  of  interest  to  our  readers  to 
know  that  he  had  as  companion  on  this  voyage  the  late  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Remy  Elmsley,  who  were  coming  on  their  honeymoon 
to  Toronto,  where  Mr.  Elmsley's  father,  the  late  Captain 
Elmsley,  was  already  living,  on  Clover  Hill,  the  great  bene^ 
factor  and  kind  friend  of  the  first  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  On  his 
return  to  Canada,  Father  McBrady  was  placed  on  the  staff  of 
Assumption  College,  Sandwich,  where  he  was  later  ordained  to 
the  priesthood  in  1874.  For  the  next  thirty-five  years,  his  time 
and  energies  were  given  to  the  duties  of  the  class-room  and  to 
preaching  sermons  in  English  and  French,  for  which  he  was  in 
constant  demand  because  of  his  remarkable  fluency,  rare  cul- 
ture and  deep  spirituality,  all  of  which  combined  to  make  him 
the  most  forcible,  brilliant,  polished  speaker  of  his  generation, 
another  Bossuet  in  his  own  land.  As  a  teacher  of  Classics,  he 
was  unsurpassed,  for  all  his  life  he  continued  to  be  a  keen, 
intelligent,  critical  student  of  Latin  and  Greek,  and  succeeded 
in  imparting  to  his  students  a  real  love  and  appreciation  of  clas- 
sical literature,  the  old  cultural  studies,  which  it  was  one  of  the 
greatest  regrets  of  his  old  age  to  see  giving  place  to  the  so- 
called  more  practical  popular  sciences.  But  great  teacher  and 
preacher  and  seolar  as  he  was,  we  would  be  doing  him  scant 
justice  did  we  emphasize  these  to  the  neglect  of  his  priesthood 
and  religious  life,  for  Father  McBrady  was  above  all  things 
else  a  priestly  priest  and  a  model  religious.  Underneath  a  dig- 
nified reserve,  there  lay  a  deeply  spiritual  nature,  an  intense 
love  for  Jesus  Christ  and  His  Blessed  Mother  and  a  kindly, 
sympathetic  charity  towards  his  fellow-men. 

For  six  years  Father  McBrady  was  Superior  of  Assumption 
College,  Sandwich,  and  for  three  years  of  St.  Michael's  College, 
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Toronto.  In  1916,  when  Father  Frachon,  his  confrere  in  re- 
li^on  and  the  Chaplain  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent  for  over  thirty 
years,  was  taken  ill  and  died.  Father  McBrady  was  appointed 
to  replace  him  as  Convent  Chaplain,  a  charg'C  which  he  fulfilled 
faithfully  and  devotedly  for  nearly  thirteen  years.  Day  in  and 
day  out,  in  fair  weather  and  foul,  sixty-thirty  a.m.  found  him 
at  the  altar,  active,  alert,  fervent,  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice, 
giving  Holy  Communion  to  one  hundred  and  fifty  nuns  and 
almost  as  many  boarders,  giving  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  two  or  three  times  a  week,  hearing  the  boarders' 
confessions,  and  giving  a  weekly  instruction  to  the  assembled 
School,  and  in  addition  lecturing  to  the  University  Students  of 
St.  Michael's  College,  and  giving  a  Course  in  Theology  to  the 
Basilian  Scholastics.  When  one  recalls  that  during  this  period 
of  amazing  activity,  Father  McBrady  was  fast  approaching  his 
eightieth  year,  one  marvels  at  the  vigour  of  body  and  mind 
and  strength  of  soul  that  could  face  undaunted  a  routine  of 
duties  such  as  younger  men  might  well  have  shrunk  from.  But 
never  was  he  heard  to  complain ;  virile,  mortified,  holy,  he  re- 
trenched naught  of  what  he  had  given  to  God  on  the  first  day 
of  consecration  to  His  service.  Nor  did  he  labour  in  vain. 
Archbishops,  prelates,  priests,  men  of  every  profession  and  rank 
in  life  to-day  revere  the  memory  of  this  teacher  and  preacher, 
who  influenced  their  lives  by  word  and  example.  For  as  he 
taught  others,  so  did  he  do  himself;  if  he  urged  men  to  be 
devout  to  Mother  Mary,  it  was  because  he  loved  her  dearly 
himself ;  if  he  pleaded  for  trust  and  confidence  in  the  Heart  of 
Jesus,  it  was  because  he,  himself,  had  sounded  that  Heart's 
depths  and  had  found  therein  his  comfort  and  his  peace;  true 
to  the  teaching  of  St.  Paul,  whom  he  so  greatly  admired,  what- 
soever things  were  true,  whatsoever  modest,  whatsoever  just, 
whatsoever  of  good  report,  these  did  he  think  on,  these  did 
he  do. 

Robert  McBrady,  true  priest,  worthy  Basilian,  soul-stirring 
orator,  unforgetable  teacher,  eminent  scholar,  kindly  gentle- 
man and  generous  friend  has  gone  to  his  eternal  Home.  He 
has  run  the  racej  he  has  finished  the  course,  and  who  can 
measure  the  reward?  If  throughout  the  four  seore  years  and 
eight  that  led  to  the  heavenly  goal,  praise  and  recognition  came 
his  way,  they  came  unsought,  for  he  had  but  one  aim  in  his 
long  and  beautiful  life — 

"Straight  on  towards  Heaven  to  press  with  single  bent 
To  know  and  love  my  God  and  then  to  die  content." 


I 
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FABRUM    SEMPER 

(A  HYMN  TO  ST.  JOSEPH) 

FABRUM  semper  hab-eo 
In  honore  debito 
Laboris  enim   probitas 

Non  eget  suo  reddito. 

Serra  haud  sinistra  est 

Cedri  lignum  divid^ens 
Par  instrumentum  perforans 

Quad  spectat  voltus  subridens. 

Omne   stipitis   genus  sic 
Seeanti  pulehre  annuit 

Qui  eanendo  operis 
Sibi  onus  minuit. 

Kaec  diu  arte  faciens 

Sum  opus  manu  dirigit, 

Fundentis  mallei   ictibus 
Secturae  agger  diffugit 

Horas  implet  gaudio 

Augetque  priseo  munere 
Quae  juste  sentit,  haec  ego 
Ex  vitae  co^pto  itinere. 

Non  crescit  metus  ast  amor 

lUius  digni  hominis, 
Our  fabrum  tantum  diligo, 

Tu  scis  Aeterne  Domine. 


Rev.  J.  Kennedy,  C.S.B. 
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THE    HILL   OF  TARA 

ALOW  round  hill  with  earthen  duns  o'erspread, 
Where  cattle  graze,  content  among'  the  heath, 
Looks  down  upon  the  fertile  plains  of  Meath — 
And  this  is  TARA!     all  its  glory  fled! 
Here  kings  and  chieftains  met  in  conclave  dread, 

And  clashing  champions  sought  the  victor's  wreath. 
While  music  from  the  pulsing  harp  did  breathe, 
To  laud  the  living  and  extol  the  dead! 


Now  sounds  no  harp  by  Tara's  stricken  walls; 

Like  Tyre  and  Nineveh  in  dust  it  sits; 
The  homing  curlew  o'er  it  sadly  calls, 

And  the  lone  bat  aboA^e  its  ruins  flits; — 
But  when  the  midnight  moon  rides  wild  and  high 
Heroes  of  old  in  shining  ranks  march  by ! 

Rt.  Rev.  Monsignor  J.  B.  Dollard,  Litt.D. 


THE    MAN   WHO    FAILED 

YOU  planted  in  fallow  land  and  hoped  to  reap 
The  splendid  promise  of  that  earlier  day. 
Came  night :  you  put  your  blighted  hopes  away. 
And  frustrate  dreams  disturbed  your  pause  of  sleep. 
Such  little  men  outran  you  leap  by  leap! 

You  were  Nonentity — Messenger  in  the  play. 
And  yet  you  did  not  curse  the  heavens,  nor  flay 
The  climbing  path  to  Fame  you  could  not  keep. 

They  called  you  Failure — man  who  had  not  won; 

Who  tried  and  fell  short;  aimed  gloriously — and  missed. 

Well,  Failure,  too.  bestows  the  resounding  name 
On  whoso  tries  what  never  has  been  done ; 

Who  forsakes  the  small  thing  for  the  big  thing  risked, 
Spurns  the  candle,  chases  comet  flame. 

Patrick  J.  Carroll,  C.S.C. 
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THE    MOTHER    OF   A    PRIEST 

MY  joys,  thank  God,  are  eomiiig'; 
My  sorrows  all  have  ceased. 
After  years  of  weary  waiting, 
I'm  the  Mother  of  a  Priest. 


I  prize  the  gifts  God  sends  me — 

The  greatest  and  the  least, 
But  far  beyond  all  other  is — 

I'm  the  Mother  of  a  Priest. 

Aye,  the  cross  may  come  a  falling 
On  my  shoulders  old  and  weak. 

But  my  helper's  on  the  altar 
My  boy  for  me  will  speak. 

And  God  will  surely  listen 

For  my  boy  is  now  a  Priest ; 
And  he'll  strengthen  me,  his  mother, 

With  the  Eucharistic  Feast. 

I  shall  close  my  eyes  right  gladly. 

When  my  spirit  is  released, 
For  I  know  that  Mary's  waiting 

For  the  Mother  of  a  Priest. 

P.  E.  Magennis,  O.Carm. 
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THE    CANDLES    OF  THE    MAY 

THE  creamy  candks  of  the  May 
Light  up  the  chestnut  trees. 
Whose  leafy  branches  nod  and  sway 

In  every  passing  breeze. 
And  every  tree's  a  verdant  shrine, 

A  sanctuary  green, 
Mystery  by  miracle  divine 
God  dwelleth  all  unseen. 

Omnipotent  and  infinite, 

Too  bright  for  mortal  eyes, 
God  veils  Himself  from  human  sight 

In  Nature's  fair  disguise. 
But  thrush  and  robin  know  Him  near 

In  leafy  branch  and  limb, 
And  pipe  in  rapture  pure  and  clear 

Their  canticles  to  Him. 

The  creamy  candles  glow  and  gleam 

Among  the  chestnuts  green 
Where  shines  the  forest  like  a.  dream 

Of  Heaven's  celestial  Queen 
And  God  upon  His  creatures  pours 

His  benedictions  sweet. 
While  earth  in  ecstasy  adores 

And  worships  at  His  feet. 

P.  J.  Coleman,  M.A. 


fommunitg 


St,  Joseph  Lilies  extends  to  the  Very  Reverend  Father 
Brennan,  S.T.L.,  heartiest  congratulations,  on  his  appointment 
to  the  presidency  of  St.  Augustine's  Seminary,  Toronto. 

Although  Father  Brennan  must  regret  being  called 
from  parish  duty  that  he  loved,  to  the  more  strenuous  work 
as  President  of  a  great  Seminary,  it  is  consoling  to  know 
that  he  has  been  wisely  chosen  to  mould  the  lives  of  young  men 
in  training  for  the  Priesthood.  As  an  excellent  teacher,  as 
guide,  as  sympathetic  friend  and  adviser  he  will  be  welcomed 
to  St.  Augustine's.  "With  his  solid  virtue,,  genial  disposition 
and  fine  sense  of  humour  he  is  especially  fitted  to  cointinue 
the  great  work  so  well  carried  on  by  his  predecessors. 

"We  congratulate  the  Faculty  and  student  body  of  St.  Au- 
gustine's. 


On  February  6th,  at  eight  o'clock,  His  Excellency  Arch- 
bishop McGuigan  celebrated  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass, 
in  the  Chapel  of  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Sunnyside,  assisted  by 
the  Reverend  Father  O'Neil. 

Later  in  the  morning,  His  Excellency,  proceded  to  the  new 
Nurses'  Residence  adjoining  the  Hospital,  and  blessed  the 
building.  The  nurses  are  fortunate  indeed  in  having  such  a 
modern  building,  combining,  as  it  does,  beauty,  space,  effi- 
ciency and  coonfort. 


Reverend  Mother  Margaret,  our  Mother  General,  and  Sister 
Immaculata,  Superior  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Toronto,  attend- 
ed the  Centenary  celebrations  held  in  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  to  com- 
memorate the  arrival  of  t"he  first  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  in 
America,  in  1836.  Pontifical  Mass  at  St.  Louis  Cathedral,  cele- 
bratted  by  His  Excellency  the  Most  Reverend  John  J.  Glennon, 
S.T.D.,  opened  the  centenary  ceremonies.  The  sermon  wai 
preached  by  the  Most  Reverend  Christopher  E.  Byrne.  D.D. 
Solemn  Benediction  was  given  at  the  Mother  House  of  the 
Sisters  of  Carondelet,  and  a  sermon  was  preached  by  the 
Very  Reverend  John  P.  Spencer,  S.T.L.    On  April  16th,  Alum- 
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nae  Day,  Solemn  High  Mass  was  celebrated  in  the  Mother 
House  and  Solemn  Benediction  was  given  by  the  Reverend 
Joseph  McMahon.  April  17th  was  Memorial  Day — the  Most 
Reverend  Christian    H.  Winkelmann,  S.T.D.,  pontificated. 

The  Pageant  commemorating  the  hundred  years'  work  of 
the  Sisters  in  America,  representing  the  founding  of  the  con- 
gregation by  Father  John  Paul  Medaille,  S.J.,  the  first  orphan 
asylum  in  LePuy,  1652,  the  imprisonment  of  the  Sisters  during 
the  Revolution,  events  in  the  life  of  Mother  St.  John,  the  de- 
parture of  Sisters  for  A'merica,  their  arrival  and  early  trials. 
Interludes,  dances,  glee  choruses  and  orchestral  numbers  added 
to  the  beauty  of  the  pageant. 


The  Auditorium  in  the  Nurses'  Residence  was  the  occasion 
of  a  happy  gathering  on  Friday,  February  14th.  The  Junior 
Students  of  St.  Joseph's  Hospital  School  of  Nurses,  presented 
an  original  two  act  comedy  called,  "All  Joking  Aside." 

Reverend  Father  O'Neil,  the  Sisters,  Graduates,  Nurses  in 
Training,  and  their  friends  composed  the  audiience.  It  was 
a  real  success. 


Heartiest  congratulations  from  the  Community  of  St.  Joseph 
are  extended  to  Reverend  Father  Cullinane'  on  his  appointment 
by  His  Excellency  Archbishop  McGuigan  to  the  important 
position  of  Dean  of  the  Niagara  Peninsul'a  and  Pastor  of  St. 
Catherine's  Church,  St.  Catharines. 

Our  Sisters  residing  in  St.  Catharines  join  with  their  fel- 
low-citizens in  extending  to  him  a  most  cordial  welcome  to  the 
"Garden  City." 


The  Graduating  Nurses  of  St.  Joseph's  Hospital  Training 
School,  Class  of  1936,  were  royally  feted  in  further  anticipa- 
tion of  their  Graduation  in  May,  1936. 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  D.  A.  Philp  were  their  hosts  at  a  dinner  party, 
also  Dr.  and  Mrs.  A.  McCallum  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  J.  Pren- 
tice, entertained  at  their  respective  homes  for  them.  The  St. 
Joseph  Hospital  Graduate  Nurses'  Alumnae,  also  were  their 
hotsts  for  a  dinner  party,  held  at  Jenkins'  Galleries. 

On  Tuesday  evening,  April  the  28th,  in  the  spacious  Au- 
ditorium of  the  Nurses'  Residence,  they  and  their  escorts 
were  the  guests  of  the  Senior  Intermediate  Class,  at  a  uniform 
dance.  The  Auditorium  was  decorated,  and  to  the  strains  of 
the  orchestra,  both  classes  and  friends  enjoyed  the  novelty 
dances  and  during  tlie  evening  each  of  the  Graduating  Class 
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was  presented  with  a  rosebud.  Twelve  o'clock  came  along 
all  too  soon,  bringing  to  a  close  ainother  delightful  occasion 
for  the  book  of  memories. 


Leopoldine  Pichler,  a  pupil  of  St.  Patrick's  School,  Toronto, 
won  first  prize  in  an  essay  contest,  sponsored  by  the  Empire 
Tea  Bureau.  Leopoldine's  success  is  an  unique  example  of  the 
work  being  done  for  new  Canadians  in  Toronto  schools.  Leo- 
poldine came  from  Austria  in  1934,  and  has  mastered  the 
English  language  in  two  years.  A  second  prize  was  awarded 
to  Julius  PetrinC'e  of  St.  Patrick's  School,  Toronto. 


On  March  17th  the  members  of  the  Graduating  Class  were 
entertained  by  the  Intermediate  and  Junior  Students  of  St. 
Michael's  School  of  Nursing.  The  entertainment  took  the 
form  of  a  delightful  St.  Patrick's  concert  followed  by  a  dance. 


A  very  interesting  talk  on  the  Jesuit  Martyrs  was  given 
to  the  Sodality  on  April  20th,  by  Reverend  Father  Lally,  S.J. 
Slides  depicting  some  phases  of  the  heroic  lives  of  these  mar- 
tyrs were  also  shown. 


On  April  28,  Sister  Cecilia,  Maryknoll,  favoured  the  Gradu- 
ate and  Unidergraduate  students  of  St.  Michael's  School  of 
Nursing  with  an  interesting  talk  on  China. 

The  Graduates  of  St.  Michael's  were  entertained  by  the 
Alumnae  at  a  Bridge  on  May  2(>th,  in  Nurses'  Residence. 

During  the  past  year  the  following  nurses  have  obtained 
diplomas  and  medals  for  post-graduate  work  in  Obstetrical 
Nursing  and  Operating  Room  Technique  and  Management: 

Obstetrical  Nursing — Olive  Bush,  Mary  Lyons,  Marjory 
Flynn,  Edith  Bird,  Gladys  Rooke,  Genevieve  McGuigan,  Mary 
McGarrity. 

Operating  Room  Technique  and  Management — Margaret 
Hopkins,  Mabel  Smith,  Pauline  Ashton,  Jean  Hubberi,  Mar- 
jory Cuthbertson,  Emma  Marintette. 

The  following  graduates  of  the  1935  class  of  St.  Michael's 
School  of  Nursing  are  completing  a  year's  post-graduate 
course  in  Public  Health  Nursing  at  the  University  of  Toronto^: 
Grace  Dunn,  Margaret  Hunt,  Teresa  Dumand,  Adele  Johnston. 

The  graduation  exercises  for  St.  Michael's  Hospital  will 
be  held  June  2nd  in  St.  Joseph's  College  School  Auditorium. 


St.   Ann's   Convent,   Winnipeg,   which   is   adjacent   to   the 
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church,  has  recently  been  painted,  owing  to  the  generosity  of 
Mr,  and  Mrs.  Gray  of  Winnipeg. 

The  Annual  Summer  Carnival  was  held  in  St.  Ann's  Parish, 
Winnipeg,  on  May  15th  and  16th.  A  four-ro>om  school  giving 
accommodation  to  185  pupils  is  the  principal  reason  for  the 
hard  work  and  great  activity  displayed  by  every  member 
of  the  parish. 


The  Community  wishes  to  announce  that  the  date  for  the 
entrance  of  postulants  to  the  Novitiate  in  the  summer  has  been 
changed  from  July  2nd  to  September  8th.  The  Reception  of 
the  Holv  Habit  will  be  held  on  March  19th  instead  of  January 
5th. 


St.  Joseph  Lillies  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity  of 
publicly  thanking  the  Canadian  Drama  League,  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  Brownlow  Card,  for  the  two  very  fine  religious 
productions  given  this  spring  in  the  school  auditorium  for  the 
Sisters  of  the  different  Communities  in  the  city. 

On  the  First  Sunday  of  Lent,  the  League  presented  John 
Drinkwater's  "A  Man's  House,"  the  story  of  a  wealthy  Jewish 
family  at  the  time  of  Christ  and  the  disturbing  effect  produced 
on  the  household  by  the  doctrines  and  personality  of  Our  Lord. 
On  Palm  Sunday,  the  League  presented  John  Masefield's  "Good 
Friday,"  an  unusual  and  very  moving  portrayal  of  the  charac- 
ter of  Pontius  Pilate. 

In  both  these  productions,  the  acting  was  exceptionally  fine, 
and  the  intonations  so  clear  and  perfect  that  not  one  word  was 
lost  to  the  audience.  Each  actor  was  well  chosen  and  even  the 
minor  parts  could  not  have  been  better  done ;  but  special  men- 
tion must  be  made  of  Mr.  Hunter,  who  as  the  father  of  the 
Jewish  family  and  also  as  Pontius  Pilate,  was  outstanding. 
Our  readers  will  be  interested  to  know  that  Mr.  Hunter  played 
the  part  of  the  ''Seeker  after  Truth"  in  "Christ  the  King," 
written  by  our  late  Sister  Geraldine  and  produced  in  the 
Princess  Theatre  eight  years  ago.  Mrs.  McMillan  made  a  very 
beautiful  Esther,  the  blind  daughter  who  was  cured  by  Christ, 
and  a  very  persuasive  Procula,  wife  of  Pilate,  while  Mr.  Greene, 
both  in  the  part  of  the  traditional  Jewish  son  and  of  Herod, 
acted  admirably  well. 

We,  therefore,  wish  to  express  to  Mr.  Card  and  to  all  the 
members  of  the  League  our  sincere  appreciation,  and  that  of 
the  other  Communities  of  their  courtesy  and  generosity  in  giv- 
ing us  this  great  pleasure. 
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The  following  are  the  graduates  of  St.  Joseph's  Hospital 
Training  School,  1936:  Miss  Catherine  A.  Pelletier,  Miss  M. 
Doris  Herman,  Miss  Helen  G.  Keelor,  Miss  Dorothy  F.  Richard- 
son, Miss  Mary  G.  Allen,  Miss  Miriam  E.  Coupland,  Miss 
Helen  L.  Parke,  Miss  Olyve  G.  Ooutts,  Miss  Florence  G.  Files, 
Miss  Leona  Murphy,  Miss  Ethel  M.  Bolton,  Miss  Gertrude  A. 
Harwoodi,  Miss  Iva  D.  Curry,  Miss  Teresa  M.  Blackburn,  Miss 
Patricia  A,.  Quigley,  Miss  Phoebe  A.  Seadon^  Miss  Anne  P. 
Thomson,  Miss  Jennie  F.  Jankowski,  Miss  Margaret  M.  Rid- 
dell.  Miss  Imelda  C.  Flannery,  Miss  Kathleen  E.  Sutherland. 


Graduates  from  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  June,  1936,  are: 
Sister  M.  Vianney,  C.S.J.,  Misses  Julia  Corkery,  Isabelle  Silk, 
Margaret  P.  Hartery,  Doris  Vandervoort,  Aileen  Reynolds, 
Emelda  Dickson,  Lois  Anderson,  Ethel  MacMillan,  Edith 
Eairle,  Dorothy  Taylor,  Leanore  Fitton,  Clair©  O'Hagan,  Helen 
Smith,  Mary  P.  Murphy,  Ruth  Phillips,  Margaret  Snell,  Mar- 
garet Trimble,  Anne  Malloy,  Marywinn  Slipper,  Kathleen 
Hodgins,  Mildred  Ritz,  Catherine  Lawlor,  Bemadette  Jones, 
Mary  Holden,  Pauline  Betson,  Edith  Murphy,  Betty  Lee,  Sally 
Stillman,  Margaret  Salkeld,  Margaret  M.  Murphy,  Rita  Red- 
mond, Mary  MacDonnell,  Doreen  Murphy,  Betty  Corbeau, 
Mairy  Boyle,  Velma  Chapman,  Yolando  Thomas,  Mary  Krane, 
Eleanor  Pond,  Elsie  Cochrane,  Dorothy  Death,  Alice  Botting, 
Lillian  Dawson,  Mary  MacGregor,  Eileen  Scully,  Rosella  Ijee, 
Marion  Valiquette,  Monica  Gallagher,  Julia  Dillon,  Noreen 
Hiekey,  Ida  Oleskevich. 


SISTER  M.  MONICA,  C.S.J.        SISTER  M.  AMBROSIA,   C.S.J. 

On  March  20th  two  members  of  St.  Joseph's  Community, 
Toronto,  were  called  to  their  eternal  reward,  Sister  M.  Monica 
and  Sister  M.  Ambrosia. 

Sister  Monica  passed  away  after  only  a  few  days  illness 
of  pneumonia.  The  late  Sister,  who  was  a  teacher  in  St.  Paul's 
School,  had  been  in  class  the  Friday  previous  and  on  Sunday 
had  prepared  the  tlower  baskets  carried  by  the  little  children 
in  the  Procession  for  the  opening  of  the  Forty  Hours'  Devotion 
in  St.  Paul's  Church,  a  fitting  close  to  a  life  which  had  been 
devoted  to  the  training  of  children  in  the  duties  and  prac- 
tices of  religion,  a  life  so  filled  with  zeal  for  God's  interests 
that  there  had  never  been  any  time  to  think  of  self.  Her  love 
for  the  poor  was  unbounded  and  every  free  moment  was  spent 
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in  procuring  clothing  and  food  for  families  in  distress,  or  in 
visiting  their  homes,  where  her  very  presence  brought  hope 
and  consolation, — a  veritable  apostle  of  the  poor  and  a.  true 
follower  of  her  Divine  Spouse,  who  while  on,  earth,  chose 
poverty  for  Himself  and  the  poor  for  His  friends. 

Sister  Monica  was  the  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Patrick  Purcell,  of  Newtonbrook,  Ontario,  and  is  survived  by 
her  two  sisters,  Mrs.  Gibson  and  Mrs.  Boland,  both  of  Toronto. 

Sister  M.  Ambrosia,  daughter  of  the  late  Mr,  and  Mrs. 
Thomas  Brennan,  was  born  in  Geneva,  N.Y.,  and  entered  the 
Community  of  St.  Joseph  in  1876.  During  sixty  years  she 
gave  herself  whole-heartedly  to  the  attainment  of  perfection 
and  to  the  accomplishment  of  the  duties  assigned  her.  Her 
earlier  years  were  spent  at  the  Sacred  Heart  Orphanage^ 
Sunnyside,  where  her  great  charity  and  kindness  was  poured 
out  on  the  children,  who  were  placed  in  her  care.  But  Sister 
Ambrosia  will  be  best  remembered  in  her  devoted  services  at 
the  Mother  House,  where  for  over  twenty-five  years  with  un- 
siwerving  fidelity,  she  served  the  Convent  Chaplains,  visiting 
clergy  and  other  guests  of  the  Community.  Her  whole  reli- 
gious life  was  marked  by  a  directness  and  simplicity  that 
looked  only  to  God  and  that  enabled  her  to  keep  her  soul  in 
olose  union  with  Him.*  And  as  she  had  lived  her  mortal  life, 
so  didi  she  enter  into  that  which  is  eternal,  full  of  childlike 
faith  and  trust,  invoking  with  her  last  breath  the  s"vveet  names 
of  Jesus,  Mary  and  Joseph. 

Mrs.  M.  Brennan,  Mrs.  E.  Brennan  and  Mrs.  C.  Ruth,  of 
Buffalo,  and  Mrs.  H.  Brennan,  Niagara  Falls,  attended  the 
funeral. 

The  Solemn  High  Mass  of  Requiem  was  sung  for  the  de- 
ceased Sisters  at  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  on  Monday,  March  23rd„ 
by  the  Very  Rev.  E.  J.  McCorkell,  C.S.B.,  with  Fathers  Penny- 
legion  and  Bennett  as  deacon  and  sub-deacon.  In  the  sanc- 
tuary were  present  Fathers  Walsh,  C.SS.R.,  Barcelo,  McKenna, 
Mogan,  O'Brien,  Cherrier,  Toomey,  Fullerton,  PUchniak,  O.M.I., 
and  Webster.  Rev.  Brothers  Rogatian  and  Jarlath  were  also 
present.  Interment  of  both  Sisters  took  place  in  Mount  Hope 
Cemetery,    R.I.P. 

SISTER  M.  IMELDA,  C.S.J. 

On  April  19th,  Sister  M.  Imelda  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph, 
Toronto,  died  after  an  illness  of  only  one  week. 

Sister  Imelda,  the  daughter  of  the  late  John  and  Mary 
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Milne,  was  born  in  San  Francisco,  California,  and  at  ten 
years  of  age  she  was  placed  as  a  boarder  in  St.  Joseph's  Con- 
vent, Toronto,  where  she  remained  until  her  graduation.  Then, 
although  life  had  everything  to  offer  her  a,nd  nature  had  en- 
dowed her  with  gifts  of  heart  and  mind  that  would  have  made 
the  world  agreeable  and  pleasant,  Sister  Imelda  generously 
and  joyously  laid  all  aside  to  consecrate  her  life  to  God  in 
religion,  where  for  the  greater  part  of  fifty  years  she  taught 
in  the  parish  schools  of  St.  Catharines,  Barrie  and  Toronto, 
and  at  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  where  for  the  past  two  years  she 
was  both  Community  and  College-School  Librarian,  a  duty  for 
which  her  great  love  of  books  admirably  fitted  her. 

Of  an  artistic  and  literary  temperament.  Sister  Imelda  in- 
stilled into  her  pupils  a  love  for  the  finer  things  of  life;  she 
was  ever  solicitous  for  their  spiritual  good  and  was  especially 
kind  to  the  poor  and  unfortunate.  Few  teachers  perhaps 
were  ever  the  recipients  of  such  genuine  devotion  and  lasting 
affection  on  the  part  of  former  pupils  as  was  Sister  Imelda. 
In  Community,  too,  she  had  a  personality  all  her  own,  simple, 
candid  and  attractive,  a,nd  at  the  Mother  House  Avhere  as 
pupil  and  religious  fiftj^-six  years  of  her  life  Avere  spent,  she 
wilH  be  affectionately  remembered  and  missed. 

Mr.  M.  and  Miss  B.  Doran,  of  Toronto,  are  relatives  of  the 
deceased  Sister.  The  Solemn  Mass  of  Requiem  was  sung  on 
Tuesday,  April  21st,  by  Msgr.  J.  J.  Blair,  with  Fathers  Do- 
herty  and  Walsh,  C.SS.R.,  deacon  and  sub-deacon ;  Msgr.  Mc- 
Cann,  Fathers  Carberry,  Kane,  C.SS.R.,  Cloran,  C.SS.R.,  Fla- 
nagan, Barrack,  Manley  and  Smith  were  in  the  sanctuary. 
Interment  took  place  in  Mount  Hope  Cemetery.      ,R.I.P. 


SISTER   MARY   AILEEN,   C.S.J. 

On  Tuesday,  April  28th,  Sister  Mary  Aileen  passed  away 
at  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  fortified  by  all  the  rites  of  the  Church. 

Sister  Mary  Aileen  (Jeannette  Phelps)  was  the  eldest 
daughter  of  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Phelps,  of  Toronto.  She  was 
brought  up  and  educated  in  the  City  of  Quebec  and  entered 
the  Community  of  St.  Joseph  eighteen  years  a,go  During  the 
greater  part  of  her  religious  life  she  was  engaged  in  clerical 
work  for  the  Community  and  for  five  years  was  in  the  office 
of  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Winnipeg,  where  she  not  only  ex- 
celled by  the  efficiency  of  her  work,  but  was  loved  and  revered 
for  her  sweetness  and  gentleness  of  manner  and  for  her  Christ- 
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like  compassion  for  the  suffering.  Three  years  ago  she  con- 
tracted the  illness  which  caused  her  death,  and  although  it 
was  deemed  advisable  to  bring  her  home  to  the  Convalescent 
House  of  the  Community  at  Richmond  Hill,  the  people  of 
Winnipeg,  into  whose  lives  the  sweetness  of  her  presence  had 
come,  never  ceased  to  hope  that  one  day  she  would  return 
to  them.  But  Sister  Mary  Aileen's  active  work  was  done; 
suffering  was  to  be  her  portion  now.  That  she  had  learned  to 
bear  it  well  was  witnessed  by  all  who  were  privileged  to  enter 
her  room,  where  she  lay  quietly  during  the  last  few  days  of 
her  life,  patiently  aAvaiting  the  coming  of  the  Bridegroom, 
recognizing  till  the  very  end,  each  tiniest  ministration  Avith 
the  sweet  smile  that  had  characterized  her  life,  "that  delight- 
ful sweetness  of  holv  souls  and  the  good  odour  of  Jesus 
Christ." 

The  Solemn  Mass  of  Requiem  was  sung  at  St.  Joseph's 
Convent,  April  30th,  by  the  Rev.  J.  Kane,  C.SS.R.,  with  Fa- 
thers Fullerton,  C.S.B.,  and  Magee.  C.S.B.,  as  deacon  and  sub- 
deacon.  Fathers  Keane,  Markle,  S.T.D.,  Dillon,  C.S.B.,  and 
Coles  were  in  the  sanctuary.  Interment  took  place  in  Mount 
Hope  Cemetery.    R.I.P. 


On  Saturday,  May  16,  a  Requiem  High  Mass  was  sung  by 
the  Rev.  W.  Sharpe,  C.S.B.,  in  St.  Joseph's  Convent  Chapel, 
for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  Rev.  Father  McBrady,  C.S.B. 

The  Community  offers  its  sincere  sympathy  to  Mother 
Batbilde,  I.B.V.M.,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto,  as  also  to  the 
other  members  of  the  McBrady  familj^  in  the  death  of  '&■  be- 
loved brother,  Rev.  Father  McBrady,  C.S.B. .  late  Chaplain 
St.  Joseph's  Convent. 


Delight  in  the  Lord  and  He  will  give  thee  the  requisite 
of  thv  heart. 


'^lumnae 


OFFICERS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLLEGE 

ALUMNAE  ASSOCIATION. 

1935  - 1936. 

Honorary  President 
The  Reverend  Mother  Superior  of  the  Community 
of  St.  Joseph, 
President  Past  President 

Mrs.  F.  P.  Pujolas.  Miss  Teresa  O'Connor. 

1st  Vice-President  2nd  Vice-President 

Mrs.  C.  F.  Riley.  Mrs.  C.  E.  Johnson. 

3rd  Vice-President  4th  Vice-President 

Mrs.  K.  Aitken.  Miss  M.  McGrath. 

5th  Vice-President 
Mrs.  G.  Giblin. 
Recording  Secretary  Press  Secretary 

Mrs.  J.  Reid.  Miss  Marie  Crean. 

Corresponding  Secretary  Out  of -Town  Secretary 

Mrs.  M.  Spires.  Mrs.  J.  K.  McKenzie. 

Treasurer 
Miss  Wm.  Wallis. 

Historians 
Miss  M.  Kelman,  Mrs.  Fred.  O'Connor. 

Counsellors 

Mrs.  J.  J.  Landy,  Mrs.  Harry  McDermott,  Mrs,  Luke  Morrison, 

Mrs.  B,  L.  Monkhouse,  Mrs.  J.  O'Brien,  Mrs.  Wm. 

O'Connor,  Miss  Julia  O'Connor,  Mrs.  J.  A. 

Thompson,  Mrs.  B.  J.  Unser. 


On  the  evening  of  April  3rd  an  open  Study  Group  meeting 
was  sponsored  by  the  Academic  Committee  of  S.J.C.A.A. 
Mrs.  F.  Pujolas,  chairman  of  Toronto  Study  Groups  of  Cana- 
dian Federation  of  Catholic    Convent    Alumnae,    was    in  the 
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chair.  The  guests  of  honour  were  Rev.  H.  Callaghan,  diocesan 
Superior  of  religious  instruction,  and  Miss  Patricia  O'Connor, 
readers  advisor  of  the  Toronto  Public. 

Father  Callaghan  addressed  the  meeting  on  the  Christian 
Doctrine  study  movement.  He  presented  an  interesting  out- 
line of  his  study  programme  and  stressed  the  urgent  need  of 
organized  religious  education  in  this  materialistic  world  of  to- 
day. Miss  O'Connor  gave  an  interesting  paper  on  16th 
Century  paintings  and  passed  book  illustrations  among  the  au- 
dieinee.  A  study  group  of  twelve  members  were  formed  and 
held  a  spring  meeting  May  12th,  in  tbe  alumnae  rooms,  S.J.C. 


St.  Joseph's  Alumnae  Bridge  Tea  was  a  charming  event 
at  the  Convent  on  Tuesday  afternoon,  May  5th.  The  Recep- 
tion Rooms  with  their  beautiful  paintings  and  brightened  by 
spring  flowers,  was  thronged  witb  interested  members  and 
friends. 

The  guests  were  received  by  Mrs.  F.  Pujolas,  President^ 
Mrs.  J.  D.  Warde,  Mrs.  J.  E.  Day,  Mrs.  T.  F.  McMahon  and 
Mrs.  H.  C.  LIcDermott,  conveners  of  the  Bridge. 

The  tea  table,  centred  with  flowers  and  lighted  by  tall  tap^ 
ers  and  silver  candelabra,  was  presided  over  by  Mrs.  F.  O'- 
Connor, Mrs.  A.  M.  Dunn.  Mrs.  B.  J.  Unser  was  in  charge 
of  the  tea  room  and  her  assistants  were  Mrs.  J.  El  McKenzie, 
Mrs.  Colin  Grant  and  several  of  tlie  eonvent  students.  Many 
lovely  prizes  were  iawarded  by  lucky  draw.  Tbe  convener's 
assistants  were  Mrs.  J.  S.  Reid,  Mrs,  C.  F.  Riley,  Miss  Julia 
O'Connor,  Mrs,  F,  Spires,  Mrs,  L.  Morrison,  Mrs.  Gr.  Giblin, 
Mrs.  C,  E.  Johnson,  Mrs.  "William  Wallis,  Alumnae  Treasurer, 
had  sufficiently  recovered  from  a  fractured  ankle  to  be  among 
the  guests. 

The  26th  annual  meeting  will  be  a  happy  event  in  early 
June.  The  College  and  Convent  graduates  of  1936  will  be 
guests  of  honour  at  the  tea  which  concludes  the  meeting. 

Election  of  officers  will  take  place  before  the  meeting. 


The  Alumnae  Association  offered  a  Mass  of  Requiem  for  the 
dear  departed  mother  of  Reverend  Mother  Margaret.  Rever- 
end W.  Sharpe,  Chaplain,  was  the  celebrant  and  many  of  the 
members  offered  Holy  Communion  for  tlie  intention  of  the 
Mass. 

The  Margaret  Kelman  Sewing  Circle  held  afternoon  gather- 
ings at  the  homes  of  Mrs.  Wm,  Wallis,  Convener  of  the  Sew- 
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ing  Committer,  and  Mrs.  Luke  Morrison.  Many  flannellette 
g-arments  were  mad^  for  the>  St.  Elizabeth  Nurses'  Association. 
Mrs.  Fred.  O'Connor  donated  four  hand-knitted  infants'  coats 
to  the  committee. 

To  Miss  Helen  Wallis  and  Miss  Madeleine  Wright,  daugh- 
ters of  two  of  our  alumnae,  we  tender  hearty  congratulations^ 
the  occasion  of  their  graduation  at  Convocation. 

To  Mrs.  J.  J.  M.  Landy  and  Miss  Margaret  Kelman,  who 
have  spent  the  past  four  weeks  in  Miami,  Fla.,  we  offer  a 
"Avelcome  home." 

To  one  of  our  very  interested  past  presidents,  Mrs.  B.  L. 
Monkhouse,  th©  Alumna  Association  offer  sincere  sympathy 
on  the  death  of  her  beloved  sister,  Mrs.  King,  Stratford. 

Mrs.  Wm.  O'Connor  and  Mrs.  Fr^ed.  O'Connor  are  back  after 
an  interesting  visit  down  south.  To  them  also  we  say  "wel- 
come home." 


The  Executive  of  St.  Joseph's  College  Alumnae  extend  to 
Reverend  Mother  Margaret,  Mother  General,  and  to  Reverend 
Sister  Immaculata,  Superior  of  St,  Joseph's  Convent,  our  sin- 
cere affection  and  appreciation  for  the  kindly  hospitality  of- 
fered to  us  on  so  many  occasions  and  for  the  real  interest 
taken  in  the  welfare  of  our  alumnae  association,  and  to  our 
Alumnae  Sister  we  tender  hearty  appreciation  for  the  unsel- 
fish, thoughtful  and  untiring  interest  she  has  taken  in  all  our 
activities.  Being  mindful  of  Sister  Dympna's  Silver  Jubilee, 
her  Golden  Jubilee,  and  even  for  a  few  years  past  her  Diamond 
Jubilee,  we  feel  privikged  indeed  to  still  enjoy  her  kind  and 
unfailing  good  counsel. 


Hello,  again ! 

Did  you  ever  know  anything  like  the  way  the  quarters  slip 
by — I  mean  quarters  of  a  year,  although  Heaven  knows  the 
other  kind  slip  by  with  even  greater  rapidity.  It  seems  only 
last  week  that  I  bored  you  with  my  senseless  chatter  and  here 
I  am  at  it  again.  But  ev€n  of  you  don't  like  it,  I  do.  These 
chats  on  paper  seem  "to  keep  that  schoiolgirl  complexion" 
on  my  inner  being.  I  don't  really  feel  much  older  than  the 
most  junior  junior,  when  I  am  writing  things  about  St.  Joseph's. 
When  my  young  daughter  announces  with  a  feeling  of  im- 
portance that  "to-morrow  i^  the  Reading  of  the  Marks,"  it 
doesn't  take  a  miracle  to  make  me  know  just  how  she  feels. 
Only  now  I  think  the  Superior  and  the  Directress  go  from 
class  to  class  for  the  occasion,  whereas  in  the  days  of  the  Vie- 
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torian  era,  or  the  Edwardian,  Reverend  Mother  and  the  Mis- 
tress of  Boarders  sat  in  the  front  roAv  of  the  concert  hall 
with  all  the  teachers  bearing  them  up,  while  solemn  black- 
lustre-clad  girls  filedi  up  on  to  the  old  stage  and  faced  the 
trial  with  awe.  I  hope  the  younger  alumnae  will  pardon  my 
going  back  this  way,  but  if  they  will  just  consider  this  a  bit 
of  history  I  will  be  happy  telling  them  about  some  of  the  "en- 
tertainment" (Heaven  save  the  mark)  we  provided  for  our 
parents  and  well-wishers  on  such  auspicious  occasions  as  the 
"Distribution  of  Prizes."  I  remember  one  year,  when  after 
long  hours  of  preparation  under  Mrs.  Wyman  (or  was  it  Mrs. 
a  pantomime  entitled  ''The  Bells."  No,  not  the  poem  most  of 
you  know.  One  girl,  Mary  Power,  now  Mrs.  Almas,  reeited 
the  poems,  and  about  fifteen  of  us — in  flowing  cheesecloth 
Grecian  costumes  and  also  flowing  loeks  I  may  add,  made  the 
accompanying  gestures.  I  often  wish  I  could  recall  all  the 
words.  I  confess  I  have  tried  to  find  them  in  many  a  book  of 
verse.    They  commenced  with  : 

"Long  years  agone,  a  Southern  artisan,  dowered  with  the 
tendered  genius  of  his  clime,  a  dreamy-eyed,  devout  and  sad- 
voiced  man,  Cast,  with  rare  skill,  a  wondrous,  tuneful  chime 
.  .  ."  But  those  audiences,  like  those  of  to-day,  were  com- 
posed of  real  friends  of  the  artists,  and  appreciating  the  sweet 
innocent  girlhood,  I  am  quite  sure  they  really  enjoyed  it.  I 
can  even  remember  that  Mary  Mulcahy — now  Mrs.  Potvin — 
Jed  us  onto  the  stage,  waxed  so  perilously  for  quavering 
knees!  The  stage  was  just  inside  the  doors  near  the  refec- 
tory stairs,  you  know,  and  immediately  as  you  opened  the 
doors  you  ascended  three  steps  to  the  stage. 

Another  year  one  of  the  young  ladies  recited  Fatber  Ryan's 
"Song  of  the  Mystic,"  to  the  very  soft  accompaniment  of 
Schuman's  Traumeree,  played  by  Minnie  Urlocker — I  was  the 
trembling  reciter  and  I  shall  never  quite  forget  the  anxiety 
I  felt  that  day.  Towards  the  end  of  the  recitation  I  had  to 
kneel  down,  reverently,  I  was  warned,  and  then  quickly  to 
rise  to  my  feet  again.  Oh  me !  Oh  my !  how  I  sighed  with 
relief  when  that  part  was  over.  And  yet,  even  at  the  expense 
of  being  thought  doting,  I  say,  "  Oh,  for  one  of  those  hours  of 
gladness,  gone,  alas,  like  our  youth,  too  soon."  I  am  a  bit 
handicapped  in  recounting  tales  of  my  own  day,  because  all 
but  three  of  my  last  year's  classmates  entered  the  convent. 
Incidentally  the  otber  two  were  non-Catholics,  Geraldine 
Phillips  and  Emily  Church.  I  just  saved  the  class  from  being 
too  good  altogether.    Aifter  all,  enough  is  enough ! 
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But  now  back  to  present  day  topics.  To-morrow  Toronto  is 
to  have  a  special  treat.  "  0.  Douglas" — Sister  of  our  Governor 
General,  John  Buchan  (Lord  Tweedsmuir) — is  going  to  speak 
at  the  Canadian  Women's  Club.  Don't  you  love  Penny  Plain 
and  Day  of  Small  Things,  and  The  Proper  Place?  What  a 
gift  it  is  to  write  so  that  the  reader  really  knows  your  char- 
acters, almost  on  speaking  terms.  I  am  sure  every  community 
—  (I  do  not  mean  religious  community  only)  is  as  full  of  in- 
terest as  those  she  depicts,  but  alas  so  many  of  them  are  un- 
honoured  and  unsung.  Take  our  street,  for  instance — ^it  is 
teeming  with  material,  just  crying  out  for  someone  to  put 
between  two  attractive  covers — but  I  doubt  if  anyone  will 
do  it.  And  yours  is,  too,  so  why  don't  you  sit  right  down  and 
write  about  it.  If  it  contains  interesting  news  of  our  alumnae, 
we  promise  to  publish  it  in  this  department  of  the  Lilies — the 
standard,  as  you  may  have  realized,  is  not  quite  so  high  in 
this  section, — the  Editor  does  not  feel  to>o  responsible  for  its 
matter.  So  try  your  writing  ability  on  us, — tell  us  about  your 
life  and  your  work,  we  are  interested. 

The  obituaries  in  this  issue  are  grim  records  of  the  great 
losses  we  have  sustained,  since  our  last  issue.  Sister  Imelda 
was  never  too  busy  nor  too  tired,  nor  even  too  ill,  to  be  inter- 
ested in  any  pupil  from  the  school.  May  she  rest  in  peace! 
And  our  chaplain,  Father  McBrady,  will  be  buried  to-morrow. 
God  rest  his  soul !  Our  condolences  go  to  those  left  to  mourn 
their  loss. 

And  now,  good  night,  and  don't  forget  to  include  a  visit 
to  Alma  Mater  in  your  summer  plans.  We  all  hope  you  will 
have  a  glorious  summer,  and  store  up  sunshine  and  health 
aplenty. 

Bien  a  vous, 

Gertrude  (O'Connor)  Thompson. 
(Mrs.  J.  A.) 


Who's  Who  and  Where. 

Young,  Kathleen — teaches  in  Glebe  Collegiate,  Ottawa  ;  recently 

called  at  S.J.C. 
Young,  Dorotliy — Mrs.  McGinn ;  called  with  Kathleen. 
Farley,  Jennie — teaches  at  Marmora  High  School.  Jennie  was 

a  recent  visitor  too. 
Bourke,   Anna    (Mrs.  L.   T.   Smith)  of  North   Bay — ^Has   two 

daughters  at  University  this  year — ^Betty  taking  Household 

Science  and  Frances,  Public  Health. 
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Barron,  Grace — t-eaches  Art  in  High  Schools  in  Buffalo,  was 

a  recent  visitor. 
McMahon,  Mrs.  T.  F.  (Teresa  Thompson) — 'and  her  daughter, 

Dorothy,   have   returned   from   a   six    weeks'    holiday    in 

Jamaica. 
Moore,   Kathleen — Mrs.   Aubrey  Maher,   was   present   at   our 

recent  Bridge  party. 
Bondy,  Pauline — teaches  in  Kennedy  Collegiate  in  Windsor. 
Simpson,  Bernadine — teaches  in  Timmins. 
McNamara,  Margaret  (Mrs.  McKenna  of  Picton) — sent  in  the 

following  very  interesting  news-sheet: 
Van  Lane,  Evelyne — graduate  nurse  from  St.  Michael's^ — holds 

office  of  First  Vice-President  in  the  Nurses'  Alumnae. 
Bond,  Connie — active  member  of  St.  Michael's  Nurses'  Alum- 
nae in  charge  of  "Publicity." 
Bauer,  Lucia — from  Nice,  writes: 

"We  are  having  such  a  wonderful  good  time  seeing 
everything,  but  this  causes  correspondents  to  suffer.  Rose 
is  improving  steadily.  Nettle,  too,  is  lots  better.  The  flow- 
ers are  brilliant  and  luxuriant,  and  the  flower  market,  held 
every  afternoon,  is  one  blaze  of  color — every  possible  shade 
of  carnation,  tulip,  frescia,  daffodils  and  roses.  The  moun- 
tains— Maritime  Alps — are  very  interesting  and  varied. 

"We  had  a  lovely  warm,  calm  trip  over.  Rose  stood 
it  well,  and  is  looking  fine.  There  are  so  many  churches 
here  and  in  vicinity  that  we  haven't  been  to  half  of  them. 
No  pews — just  prie-dieu  and  chairs.  Many  altars,  statues 
and  shrines  in  every  church.  I  remember  your  intentions 
at  every  church — so  you  are  much  prayed  for.  We  go  to 
Italy  from  here  and  then  to  England  for  about  a  month. 

Lucia  and  her  sisters  visited  St.  Joseph's  Convent.  Lyons, 
where  they  were  welcomed  by  Mere  Assistant,  who  had  visited 
North  America  some  years  ago  and  was  interested  in  hearing 
about'  St.  Joseph's.  They  mentioned  the  great  beauty  of  the 
Chapel  at  the  Mother  House  in  Lyons. 

Mrs.  McKenna  (Margaret  McNamara,  Picton)  contributed 
the  following  news  and  sent  in  several  poems  which  we  hope 
to  publish: 

The  following  were  in  school  with  me: 

To  the  older  girls  (for  we  all  seem  girls  again  when  we 
read  "Who's  Who")  this  column  is  a  real  delight.  The  death 
of  one  of  our  number  in  those  happy  days,  needless  to  say, 
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saddens  us,  that  of  Kathleen  Coiighlin,  who  died  recently 
(Mrs.  John  Tobin).  Katleen  was  ahvays  a  happy,  light- 
hearted  companion,  and  many  an  hour  she  played  in  the  old 
recreation  hall  for  our  dances.    May  God  rest  her  soul! 

For  those  who  are  interested,  a  bit  of  information  of  sev- 
eral girls  of  1909  and  1910  will  be  inserted.  No  doubt  many 
readers  remember  Ethel  Ryan  of  Batavia,  N.Y.,  graduate  of 
1910.  She  is  now  Mrs.  Leo  Lucid  of  20  Lewis  Ave.,  Batavia, 
and  has  four  children,  two  boys  and  two  girls — the  oldest  boy 
in  High  School. 

Irene  Bishop,  Mrs.  William  Striebel  of  20  Clinton  St.,  Tona- 
wanda.    Irene  has  no  children, 

Mary  Cassidy  is  Mrs.  Leo  Shannon,  of  Tweed.  Mary  lost 
a  d'evoted  husiband  some  years  ago. 

Those  who  remember  May  Carey,  graduate  of  1909,  she 
became  Mrs.  Desmond  Shannon  about  1917.  She  died  in 
Muskoka,  April,  1929.    Don't  forget  her  in  your  prayers. 

Josie  Collins  is  now  a  Supervisor  in  a  large  Brooklyn  Hos- 
pital (St.  Catharine's  School  of  Nursing).  Her  father  and 
family  reside  in  Peterborough. 

Mabel  Carey  is  Mrs.  John  Cooney,  Colborne,  Ontario. 

Margaret  McNamara  is  Mrs.  A.  P.  McKenna  of  Picton,  On- 
tario. She  has  three  fine  boys,  the  oldest  one  doing  himself 
credit  in  Picton  Collegiate. 

Henrietta  Phillips,  graduate  of  1910.  Mrs.  P.  McGarry, 
Kitchener.  Mrs.  McGarry  has  been  honoured  by  being  Pre-si- 
dent  of  C.W.L.  at  different  times. 

Janet  McCarthy  is  teaching  in  St.  Anthony's  School,  To- 
ronto. 


Just  as  we  go  to  press  the  following  engagements  have  been 
announced : 

Miss  Camilla  O'Connor,  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  to  Mr.  Robert 
Linton  Curran — sometime. 

Miss  Margaret  Mallon,  Toronto,  to  Mr.  S.  Murphy,  of  Van- 
couver. 

Miss  Helen  McGrath,.  Toronto,  to  Mr.  Frederick  T.  Muegele 
of  Buffalo. 

Miss  Mary  Elizabeth  Palmer,  Toronto,  to  Mr.  Fergus 
Mallon. 

St.  Joseph  Lilies  wishes  all  many  years  of  happiness. 

The  Editor  wishes  to  thank  those,  unfortunately  few  in 
numbe^r,  who  have  given  us  news  of  former  students.     The 
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ni'embers  of  the  teaching  staff  have  been  very  helpful  in  pro- 
viding material.  It  is  suggested  that  the  student  body,  who 
represent  all  parts  of  the  city  and  farther  fields,  could  provide 
us  with  much  more  news.  Thus  we  ask  their  co-operation  be- 
forcf  the  editing  of  the  next  issue.  Again  we  exhort  the  Alum- 
nae to  forward  news  about  our  former  students;  every  letter 
will  be  welcome. 


Miss  A.  V.  Cloney  of  Rochester  writes  us  that  the  Little 
Flower  Study  Group,  of  which  the  late  Father  W.  Brick  was 
Sipiritual  Adviser,  are  erecting  in  his  memory  a  Shrine  of  the 
Little  Flower  in  St.  Joseph's  Church,  Rochester.  Any  of  the 
late  Father  Brick's  many  friends  who  wish  to  share  in  the 
good  work,  will  have  their  names  placed  in  the  Shrine,  by 
sending  a  contribution  to  the  Reverend  Father  Rector,  108 
Franklin  Street,  Rochester,  N.Y. 


Adele  McGuane  writes  that  she  is  well  and  filled  with  the 
joy  of  living  in  Southern  California.  She  makes  it  sound  en- 
ticing. It  must  be  a  delightful  climate.  Adele  is  deep  into 
the  intricacies  of  money  and  banking — she  Avill  soon  be  a  gra- 
duate of  the  American  Institute  of  Banking.  Congratulations, 
Adele! 

Hilda  Sullivan  is  a  regular  supporter  of  this  page.  She 
came  in  for  the  Juniors'  Bridge  and  had  a  great  reunion. 

Congratulations  to  Mrs.  J.  C.  Keenan — honorary  member 
of  our  alumnae  (Mrs.  Keenan  was  educated  by  the  Visitation 
Nuns  in  Baltimore)  upon  the  honor  bestowed  upon  her  by  the 
Holy  Father,  "Pro  Ecclesia  et  Pontifiee." 

To  Mrs.  James  E.  Day — re-elected  President  of  the  Women's 
Auxiliary  of  the  Catholic  Church  Extension  Society. 

To  the  recently  elected  executive  of  the  Catholic  Junior 
League,  among  whom  are  many  of  our  alumnae.  This  is  one 
of  the  most  active  organizations  we  have  and  almost  all  our 
younger  alumnae  are  members  thereof. 

To  Mrs.  Rourke  McDonnell  (Norma  Hilliard)  and  her  hus- 
band, on  the  birth  of  Margaret. 

To  Mrs.  John  Granery  (Marie  Fenn)  upon  adding  a  little 
angel  to  God's  Heaven — little  Philip. 

To  Mrs.  J,  Mark  Murphy  (Leona  Charlebois)  a  son,  April 
6th.  Lily  Casserly,  Leona's  mother,  was  an  old  pupil.  Mar- 
garet,, Leona  and  Rita  were  for  years  at  S.J.C. 

To  Mrs.  (Kathleen  Grey)  Wright,  on  the  birth  of  a  "leap- 
year"  daughter. 
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To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Low  (Edith  Roque)  on  the  arrival 
of  a  son  (Justin),  April  14th. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  L.  Crervais  (Teresa  Newton),  on  the 
birth  of  a  daughter. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Cowan  (Mary  Doyle)  on  the  arrival 
of  a  baby  girl. 


Condolences  to: 

Reverend  Mother  Margaret  on  the  death  of  her  mother. 

Mrs.  MeGrady  (Helen  Mullins)  upon  the  loss  of  h-er  brother, 
Timothy. 

To  Mrs.  John  Granerv  on  the  loss  of  her  new  born  son, 
Philip. 

To  the  relatives  of  Sister  Im-elda. 

To  Eileen  and  Dorothy  Dowdall  on  the  death  of  tlieir 
father. 


The  sewing  season  started  in  the  late  fall  for  the  Junior 
Alumnae  members  this  year.  Miss  Helen  Cousins,  a  graduate 
of  Household  Science,  and  therefire  well  versed  in  the  domes- 
tie  arts,  was  our  able  convener.  Her  task  consisted  in  doing 
away  with  over-large  bolts  of  white  flannel — these  were  sup- 
plied by  the  Family  Division  of  the  Catholic  Welfare  and 
were  to  be  made  up  into  layettes. 

With  stout  hearts,  tailors'  scissors,  a  few  electric  machines 
and  some  slightly  used  thimbles,  Helen  put  her  assistants  to 
work.  These  tools  were  moved  from  house  to  house  every 
second  week  as  the  different  embryo  seamstresses  volunteered 
to  offer  their  homes.  Not  a  few  mothers  were  surprised  at  the 
enthusiasm  which  greeted  this  work  compared  to  a  disturbing 
lack  of  interest  in  such  domestic  endeavours  at  home. 

May  we  at  this  time  assure  every  member  of  the  alumnae 
that  she  is  very  welcome  to  the  sewing  meetings  and  next 
year  we  hope  for  many  recruits  to  the  cause.  These  recruits 
need  not  be  trained — ^ve  look  after  that  and  besides  we  can 
guarantee  a  very  interesting  evening. 


Easter  week  and  the  Bridge  are  now  all  established  events 
which  go  hand  in  hand  for  the  Junior  Alumnae  members.  April 
the  eighteenth  was  the  chosen  day — the  Saturday  after  Easte\r, 
The  fine  weather  brought  a  very  large  number  gaily  bedecked 
in  new  spring  outfits. 
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Miss  Mary  Pape  was  convener  this  year  and  deserved 
great  credit  for  the  able  way  in  which  she  handled  the  event. 
There  was  a  prize  for  every  table  as  well  as  two  door  prizes. 
May  we  say  welcome  to  our  out-of-town  scribe,  Miss  Hilda 
Sullivan  of  Peterboro,  also  to  Misses  Daisy  and  Marion  Calla- 
han of  Oshawa,  who  were  present.  The  Bridge  is  one  of  our 
most  popular  events  and  may  next  year's  be  bigger  and  better 
than  ever. 


The  second  Sunday  of  February  was  set  aside  for  our 
Quarterly  Meeting  and  Tea.  Miss  Viola  Lyons  was  convener 
on  this  occasion  and  with  her  committee  made  the  event  very 
successful.  The  National  President  of  the  Catholie  Convent 
Alumnae,  Mrs.  Harry  T.  Roesler,  and  our  own  Senior  Alumnae 
President,  Mrs.  Frank  Pujolas,  poured  tea.  The  tea  table  was 
tastefully  arranged  in  red  and  white  for  St.  Valentine's  Day. 

Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Saerament  in  the  chapel  was 
held  between  the  meeting  and  tea  and  the  alumnae  members 
had  the  privilege  of  hearing  the  Sisters'  choir  sing.  This  is 
one  thing  to  which  we  always  look  forward,  especially  those 
of  us  who  were  boarders.  The  meeting  was  very  short  be- 
cause the  coming  of  Lent  put  a  temporary  stop  to  our  activities. 
Miss  Margaret  Dunn  reported  on  the  Dance  and  Miss  Berna- 
dette  Carolan  on  the  Christmas  parties. 


Your  prayers  are  requested  for  the  repose  of  the  souls  of 
Reverend  Father  McBrady,  Reverend  Father  McMahon,  Miss 
Holland,  Mrs.  Burke,  Mr.  F.  Avery,  Mr.  J.  Mahoney,  Mr.  J. 
Doyle,  Mr,  A.  Doyle,  Mr.  Lynch,  Mrs.  Murphy,  Mrs  Temple, 
Mrs  Darcy,  Mrs.  Boehler,  Mr.  6.  Gervais,  Mr.  W.  Hart,  Mrs. 
B.  J.  Roche,  Mrs.  King,  Mr,  McGowan,  Dr.  Guinan,  Mr,  O'- 
Connor, Mr,  McDonald,  Mr.  Burns,  Mr.  F.  Conway,  Mr.  T. 
McLaughlin,  Mrs.  Malone,  Mrs.  Scanlon,  Mrs.  Phelan,  V. 
O'Leary,  Miss  M.  Rosar,  Mrs.  Roddy,  Mrs.  Heffler,  Mrs.  In- 
goldsby,  Mr.  J.  Malley,  Mr.  P.  Murphy,  Mr.  MacLean,  Mr. 
Nolan,  Mrs.  Gray,  Mr.  A,  Sibbald,  Mrs.  M.  Hurley,  Mr.  W. 
Blake,  Mr.  Dowdall. 


I 


'tollege 


'TpHE  SODALITY.  On  Passion  Sunday  our  director,  Reverend 
■■■  Father  McCorkell,  gave  us  an  instruction  on  the  "Paradox 
of  the  Cross."  According  to  Maritain's  "Degres  du  Savoir" 
three  degrees  of  knowledge  are  possible  to  man :  scientifie 
knowledge,  philosophical  knowledge  and  mystical  knowledge. 
After  explaining  the  meaning  of  the  classification!,  Father 
McCforkell  showed  the  infinite  superiority  of  the  third,  re- 
ferring to  St.  Thomas,  who  counted  all  he  had  acquired  by  a 
lifetime  of  study  as  but  a  little  straw  compared  to  this,  which 
he  said  he  had  learned  from  studying  his  crucifix.  This  is 
the  knowledge  we  obtain  by  the  study  of  tlie  Passion  of  Our 
Lord,  who  triumphing  in  this  apparent  failure,  teaches  us  in 
turn  to  include  the  Cross  in  all  the  real  and  lasting  success 

»f  life-  *     *     * 

C  T.  THERESA'S  LITERARY  SOCIETY.  At  the  closed  meet- 
^  ing  of  February  19th  tlie  contemporary  historical  novel  was 
discussed.  Captain  Cautions,  by  Roberts,  a  story  of  the  war 
between  the  North  and  South,  was  dealt  with  by  Nell  Mag- 
ner.  Hergesheimer's  Josephus,  by  Eile<en  Phelani.  and  I  Clau- 
dius, by  Marie  Tisdale.  The  vivid  evocations  of  the  past,  as 
well  as  the  original  types  of  character  revealed,  were  ably 
set  forth  and  made  the  meeting  one  of  the  most  enjoyable  of 
the  term.  At  the  last  closed  meeting  of  1936  Helen  Kew  read 
an  illuminating  paper  on  T.  S.  Eliot,  tracing  his  literary  and 
moral  evolution  and  explaining  his  importance  in  contempor- 
ary poetry.  A  close-up  study  of  Erie  Gill's  "Beauty  Looks 
After  Herself,"  by  Frieda,  was  verj'  provocative  and  led  to  a 
lively  discussion  of  the  theories  of  Gill  in  the  light  of  Thom- 
istic  principles  and  teachings. 


CHRISTOPHER  HOLLIS.    One  of  the  high  lights  of  the  year 

was  the  presence   of  Christopher  Hollis  at  St.   Joseph's. 

His  lecture   on   St.   Thomas  More,   combining  sympathy   and 

erudition  to  an  unusual  degree,  brought  us  closer  than  ever 
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Bottom  Row — Harriet  Hark7iess,  Christine  Kennedy,  Lucille  Bonin. 
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before  to  one  of  the   greatest  personalities  of  all  time,  and 
opened  up  avenues  of  future  study,  which  we  hope  to  follow 


up 


/^ERGLE  FRANCAIS.     The  members  spent  an   interesting 
hour  admiring  beautiful  views  of  Normandy  and  Brittany, 
and  hearing  their  architectural  beauties  and  historical  associa- 
tions in  Florence  McCarthy's  beautiful  French. 


r^  .C.S.M.C.  A  brief  but  very  enjoyable  visit  from  Reverend 
Father  Truss,  O.Cap.,  brought  us  together  for  the  last  time. 
He  described  his  experience  as  a  Missionary  in  Persia^  Arabia 
and  Algeria,  and  impressed  us  with  the  help  we  ean  bring  to 
missionaries  by  prayer. 


'TpHE  RETREAT.  The  retreat  is  always  one  of  the  out- 
standing  events  of  the  year,  and  this  year  was  no  exception. 
Reverend  Gerard  Smith,  S.J.,  who  preached  it,  has  the  rare 
gift  of  getting  the  student's  point  of  view  and  bringing  to 
bear  upon  our  problems  the  arguments  that  appeal  to  us  most 
forcibly.  He  left  us  with  the  conviction  that  sanctity  is  our 
great  business,  and  that  while  the  atmosphere  of  the  modern 
world  is  incompatible  with  true  Christian  life,  it  is  in  our 
power  to  modify  conditions  around  us  by  our  own  efforts 
and  by  use  of  the  many  graces  offered  us  daily. 


nrUE  BAiNQUET  FOR  THE  GRADUATES.  Easter  Week 
brings  each  year  this  closing  function  of  the  College  year 
which  is  perhaps  the  most  interesting.  The  Common  Room 
made  a  beautiful  setting  for  the  decorated  tables  and  few 
faces  were  absent. 

Among  the  guests  who  honoured  us  were  Rev.  Father 
Brennan,  President  of  St.  Augustine's  Seminary,  who  repre- 
sented His  Grace  the  Archbishop;  Rev.  Father  McOorkell, 
C.S.B..,  Rev.  Basil  Doyle,  C.S.P.,  Rev.  Dr.  Phelan  of  the  Medi- 
aeval Institute,  Rev.  A,  Kennedy,  past  president  of  the 
C.C.S.M.C,  Rev.  Father  Haffy.  Doctor  Victoria  Mueller  and 
other  members  of  the  staff.  Miss  Eileen  Phelan,  as  toast 
mistress,  introduced  the  speakers.  Father  Brennan  brought 
His  Grace's  message  to  graduates  in  words  which  stirred  them 
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Top  Row — Betty  Timmons,  Marie  O'Donoghue. 

Botton  Row — Kay  Flanagan  {Vice-Pres.),  Eileen  O'Donnell   (Pres.),  Elaine  Murray 
(Secretary). 
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Helen  Kew,  Florence  McCarthy,  Mary  Loftus. 
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to  worthily  fulfill  their  mission  in  the  various  callings  opened 
to  them  as  graduates  of  th^e  University.  Father  McCorkell 
showed  the  part  the  graduate  of  St.  Michael's  must  play  in 
tbe  educational  history  of  the  Province.  Father  Doyle  had 
a  word  to  say  of  his  associations  with  the  graduates  at  New- 
man Hall.  Dr.  Plielan  described  the  conditions  existing  in 
society  to-day,  and  showed  the  need  of  right  thinking,  in  other 
words,  of  a  new  philosophy  of  life  based  on  Thomistic  prin- 
ciples to  bring  about  the  moral  regeneration  that  is  everywhere 
called  for.  Father  Kennedy,  with  whom  we  have  been  in  rela- 
tions during  the  year  through  the  Mission  Crusade,  pleaded  for 
the  cultivation  of  the  Missionary  spirit  to  counteract  the  ego- 
centric tendencies  of  religious  activity  in  our  time.  Miss 
Margaret  Flahiff  expressed  beautifully  the  feelings  of  the 
graduates  on  leaving  St.  Joseph's,  summing  up  the  various 
influences  and  contacts  with  the  University,  St.  Michael's  Col- 
lege and  St.  Joseph's,  which  make  the  students'  stay  here  one 
of  happy  growth  and  deepening  spiritual  experience.  The  pre- 
sentation to  each  graduate  of  a  St.  Michael's  pin  was  sym- 
bolic of  the  permanence  of  the  happy  bond  which  unites  each 
student  with  her  college.  The  Conveners  of  the  banquet,  Miss 
Noreen  Bennett,  Miss  Marie  Tisdale,  Miss  Eileen  Phelan  and 
Miss  Anita  Meyer,  are  to  be  congratulated  upon  the  happy 
arrangement  of  all  the  details. 


EXAMINATIONS.  In  these  latter  days  the  college  atmos- 
phere  has  undergone  a  marked  change.  It  is  no  longer 
necessary  to  check  outbursts  of  laughter  or  too-heated  argu- 
ments in  the  Common  Room.  The  radio  is  rarely  heard  and 
even  the  10-past  bell  has  fallen  silent.  At  intervals  the  lone 
echo  of  footsteps  is  heard  and  a  strangely  dishevelled  maiden 
appears  in  search  of  a  missing  volume  or  perhaps  of  a  choco- 
late bar.  It  can  only  mean  one  thing — the  final  examinations 
— a  time  of  labour  and  suspense  but  not  entirely  of  gloom. 
The  hope  of  success  lightens  the  task  and  there  is  even  a  more 
immediate  reward  in  the  direction  and  purpose  we  begin  to 
perceive  in  work,  that  looked  purposeless  enough  when  fol- 
lowed from  day  to  day  during  the  year. 


"We  offer  our  sympathy  to  Margaret  MacDonald  on  the 
death  of  her  father,  on  March  19th,  and  to  Lynette  Roddy, 
whose  mother  died  on  April  10th. 
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LUCILLE  MARY  BONIN 

Lucille  was  born  and  educated  in  Port  Ar- 
thur. She  reconciles  serious  interests  and 
lighter  pursuits  with  apparent  ease.  The  seri- 
ous are  Philosophy  and  Catholic  Action,  the 
lighter    music    and    home    decorating. 


MARGARET   FLAHIFF. 

Came  to  St.  Joseph's  from  Paris.  At  college 
she  has  had  to  live  up  to  a  name  and  has  suc- 
ceeded fairly  well.  English  and  History  are  her 
business,  Athletics  and  Oratory  her  recreation. 
She  manages   to  neglect   neither. 


TC^^^vrrr 


MARGARET   BERENICE   HALL. 

Berenice  came  to  us  smilng  from  Humberside 
Collegiate,  and  has  kept  her  smile  and  her  hon- 
ours through  the  vicissitudes  of  The  Honour 
Latin  and  French  Course.  We  think  she  will  go 
further. 


MARY   HALLINAN. 


Brought  from  St.  Joseph's  Convent  an  in- 
quiring mind  which  has  grappled  with  the  prob- 
lems of  college  life  and  the  world  at  large  with 
unflagging  earnestness.  A  philosophical  bent  ex- 
plains it. 
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CHRISTINE     KENNEDY. 

Came  to  us  from  Orillia,  young  in  years  but 
ripe  in  wisdom.  Her  talent  for  managing  peo- 
ple and  things  has  been  called  to  our  aid  in  al- 
most every  College  organization.  As  head  girl  In 
1936  she  has  been  an  unqualified  success.  And 
she  holds  her  own  in  English  and  History,  and 
seems  to  have  time  to  spare. 


HELEN    KEW. 

Came  to  us  from  Brantford  in  a  blaze  of 
glory  as  C.W.L.  Scholarship  holder  in  the  Na- 
tional Essay  Contest  and  has  since  shown  her 
capacity  in  many  other  domains;  generous  in 
shouldering  difficult  tasks  and  successful  In  their 
accomplishment. 


T^^^^Vrcir 


MARY  LOFTUS. 

Came  from  St.  Joseph's  to  grace  the  modern 
language  course.  A  girl  to  depend  on  in  any 
emergency,  so  she  has  been  on  the  executive 
of  all  our  organizations  at  one  time  or  another. 


JEAN    MACDONALD. 

Came  from  Sarnla  to  plunge  enthusiastically 
into  Spanish,  French  and  German.  She  is  still 
enthusiastic  and  has  communicated  her  enthu- 
siasm to  the  Sodality,  the  Cercle  Frangals  and 
the   Federation   of   Catholic   Clubs. 
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ALICE   McCarthy. 

A  St.  Joseph's  girl  of  the  second  generation. 
She  has  chosen  Mathematics  and  Physics  as  the 
fleid  of  her  labours  at  University  but  Science 
does  not  limit  her  aspirations. 


TC^'^^vrrT 


MARY  ELAINE   MURRAY. 

Elaine  was  another  member  of  the  band  who 
came  over  from  tlie  Convent  in  1933.  After  get- 
ting her  name  spelled  correctly  her  chief  aim 
has  been  to  escape  literary  glory.  As  her  practice 
in  the  Moderns  course  has  been  consistently  su- 
perior to  her  theory  she  has  never  quite  suc- 
ceeded. 


-rC^'^^VTvr 


EILEEN    O'DONNELL. 

Brought  from  St.  Joseph's  Convent  a  charm 
and  ability  which  made  her  a  gracious  influence 
among  us.  She  has  been  an  active  Newmanite 
and  a  capable  representative  of  St.  Michael's  on 
the  S.A.C.  of  the  University. 


Tt<^Vk\ 


HELEN    SIM. 


St.  Catharines  Collegiate  prepared  Helen  for 
her  University  Career.  Her  interest  in  all  Uni- 
versity work,  and'  her  devotion  to  Catholic  so- 
cial activities  will  'make  her  an  asset  In  the 
advancement  of  Catholic  Action  wherever  she 
may  be. 
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MARGARET   ELIZABETH   TIMMONS. 


Betty  slipped  In  one  day  from  St.  Catharines, 
and  fills  a  very  special  niche  in  our  gallery. 
While  she  is  seldom  heard,  her  presence  is  in- 
dispensable In  every  feast  of  wit  or  flow  of  soul. 


HELEN  WALLIS. 

Another  beloved  St.  Joseph's  girl  of  the  second 
generation.  While  especially  interested  in  science 
she  gives  her  unobtrusive  support  to  every  in- 
tellectual   activity   of  the   College. 


■Tt<^\VrKT 


MARGARET   WHELAN. 


Came  to  us  from  Loretto  to  adorn  the  House- 
hold Economics  Course  and  Incidentally  to 
brighten  the  odd  moment  of  leisure  with  the 
charm   of  her   smiles   and    conversation. 


AUDREY   VAN   HESSEL. 


Another  member  of  a  well-known  galaxy 
from  St.  Joseph's  Convent.  We  shall  miss  her 
warm  support  of  all  our  enterprises,  and  her 
sound  judgments,  always  respected  by  the  oracles 
of  the  Common  Room. 
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MADELEINE   WRIGHT. 

Came  from  St.  Joseph's  Convent  bearing 
lightly  her  honours  as  valedictorian.  She  has 
been  a  St.  Joseph's  girl  since  her  kindergarten 
days  and  it  will  be  hard  to  imagine  the  place 
without  her.  She  has  given  the  charm  of  her 
personality  to  Newman  functions  and  has  won 
our  gratitude  during  the  past  year  by  her  able 
presidency   of  the  C.CS.M.C. 


•vc^vv^vw 


Results  of  Elections  for  1936-37. 

Student  Administrative  Council — President,  Katherine  Flana- 
gan; Fourth  Year  Representative,  Marie  Tisdale;  Third 
Year  R-epresentative,  Frances  Maloney ;  Second  Year  Repre- 
sentative, Eileen  Zeagman. 

Athletics—President,  Sunny  McLaughlin;  Vice-President,  Mary 
Gallagher;  Secretary-Treasurer,  Eleanor  Hallinan. 

Cercle  Frangais—Fresident,  Florence  McCarthy;  Vice-President, 
Mary  Gertrude  Doyle;  Secretary,  Frieda  Laplante;  Trea- 
surer, Eileen  Phelan. 

Debating  Society— President,  Monica  Reynolds;  Vice-President, 
Helen  Byrnes;  Secretary-Treasurer,  Marion  Mitchell. 

Literary  Society— President,  Marie  Tisdale;  Vice-President, 
Rita  McCormick;  Secretary-Treasurer  Dorothy  Jansen. 

Dramatic  Society— Fresident  Eileen  Zeagman;  Vice-President, 
Noreen  Bennett;  Secretary-Treasurer,  Mary  G.  Doyle. 

C.C.SM.C.—Fresideni,  Gerry  Ryan;  Secretary,  Genevieve  Con- 
lin;  Treasurer,  Helen  Byrnes. 
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A  Pi*e-Lenteii  Party, 


On  the  Monday  evening  preceding  Ash   Wed- 


nesday, the  Boarders  were  surprised  by  a 
delightful  party  in  the  new  gymnasium.  At  six  o'clock  each  resi- 
dent pupil  "followed  the  leader,"  not  knowing  what  fun  would  be 
in  store  for  her.  The  gymnasium  was  transformed  into  a  banquet 
hall.  Ferns  placed  here  and  there  gave  just  the  artistic  effect  need- 
ed. The  long  tables  for  the  Seniors  and  Juniors  were  prettily  de- 
corated with  bouquets  of  Talisman  roses.  The  favours  consisted 
of  sweets  in  dainty  paper  cups.  After  partaking  of  the  delicious 
supper  we  went  to  the  auditorum,  where  we  joined  in  merry  games 
until  the  study  hour.  Margaret  Morrison,  IVC. 

^     -J         1  »    ri  March  the  nineteenth  is  a  favourite  day  on  the 

t>t.  Josepn  s  uay.  calendar  for  St.  Joseph's  College  school  pupils. 
It  means  a  holiday  and  for  resident  pupils  it  means  more. 

Our  day  began  by  assistance  at  a  Solemn  High  Mass  in  the 
beautiful  convent  Chapel.  The  altars  presented  a  picture  of  festal 
splendour  and  the  Sisters'  choir  made  us  even  more  fervent  in  our 
devotions.  The  morning  and  afternoon  were  spent  in  various  ways, 
but  the  note  of  relaxation  was  always  evident.  At  five  o'clock  we 
honoured  our  patron,  St.  Joseph,  by  going  in  procession  to  his  shrine 
in  the  school  corridor;  thence  to  the  Chapel  for  Benediction  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament.  Orla  Cockburn,  IIIA. 

vh  i  1  TV  {  •  '^^®  demonstration  is  doubtless  one  of  the  out- 
rnysical  iTainmg.  gt^nding  events  of  the  school  year,  since  the 
whole  student  body  takes  part.  Dances,  drills  and  marching  ex- 
ercises are  performed  with  great  skill  by  different  classes.  The 
leaders  for  each  class  are  carefully  chosen  and  they  are  greatly  re- 
sponsible for  the  general  success.  Our  class  is  doing  Danish  Ex- 
ercises which,  although  strenuous,  are  conducive  to  good  posture. 
The  exercises  include  the  set.  To  keep  us  from  getting  too  tired, 
exercises  which  are  means  of  relaxation  are  introduced  occasionally. 
The  Grand  March  in  which  all  the  students  take  part  singing  "O 
Canada,"  is  an  appropriate  number  for  the  varied  programme. 

Helen  Plante,  IIIB. 


Recreation  on  the  Grounds. 


Now  that  the  cold  and  stormy  days  of 
winter  are  over,  how  grand  it  is  to 
enjoy  our  recreation  on  the  school  grounds.  In  one  corner  an  ex- 
citing game  of  baseball  is  in  progress,  while  in  another  some  of  the 
younger  girls  are  playing  hop-scotch,  or  skipping  yith  long  ropes. 
The  tennis  court  is  fringed  with  a  line  of  interested  spectators.  The 
neat  gravel  walks  are  thronged  with  care-free  pupils  chatting  mer- 
rily as  they  wind  in  and  out  amongst  the  fragrant  flowers  and  tall 
trees.  Anna  Marie  Leduc,  HID. 
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Mary's  Day. 


On  May  9th,  Mary's  Day,  we  in  uniform  and  wearing 
the  Miraculous  Medal,  attended  the  Mass  in  St. 
Michael's  Cathedral.  The  Rev.  Doctor  Davis  gave  an  inspiring  ad- 
dress. Margaret  Ann  Warde  had  the  honour  of  carrying  the  flowers 
for  Our  Lady's  altar  from  St.  Joseph's  Alumnae. 


^^BH^IH^^^JH 
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Basketball. 

B^» 

^' 

Top  Roid: 

Kathleen  Bennett, 
Evelyn   Bennett, 
Betty  Nealon, 
Kathryn  Brydon. 

^^Hf^  ^H|i«^',^ 

Sitting: 

Veronica  Malone, 
Mary   Bennett. 
Josephine  McCabe, 
Kathleen  Brown. 

m 

Top  Row. 

Mary   Donohue, 
Patricia  Gross, 
Margaret  Conlin, 
Ann  German. 

Sitting : 

■     Ursula  Piatt, 
Betty  Burke, 
Claudia  Flemming, 
Helen  Bradley. 

%^]^^r^^ 
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Physical  Ti-aining 
Display. 


The  Physical  Culture  Demonstration  programme 
was  marked  by  variety  and  perfect  execution. 
In  the  first  number,  the  school  colours  were 
twined  about  the  May  Pole  by  skilful  dancers.  Bo-peep  Dance  and 
the  Valse  Gracieuse,  the  Skaters'  Waltz  were  colorful  and  graceful, 
while  the  little  ones  as  dolls,  in  dainty  costumes,  captivated  the 
audience  by  their  drill  and  song.  The  Mimetics,  cleverly  depicting 
games,  appealed  to  sport  lovers;  the  Folk  Dances,  and  the  Figure 
Marching  and  drill,  were  bright  and  animated.  The  numbers,  which 
perhaps  gave  best  proof  of  the  excellent  work  done,  were  the  Swedish 
drill  and  Danish  gymnastics. 

The  event  was  brought  to  a  close  by  the  Grand  March  and  "O 
Canada."  This  assembling  of  the  classes  in  their  respective  costumes, 
about  Britannia  (portrayed  by  Miss  Anne  Kane),  was  a  striking 
climax  to  the  very  unique  and  interesting  entertainment. 

P.T.D. 
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Examination  Fever.  "  is  about  this  time  of  the  year  that  we  sue- 
cumb  to  examination  fever.  It  seems  to  be 
very  contagious.  We  go  about  carrying  a  great  many  books,  which 
foretell  of  much  feverish  studying,  in  preparation  for  the  forthcom- 
ing finals.  We  burn  the  candle  long  after  midnight  trying  to  re- 
capture what  has  been  taught.  No  one  has  invented  a  cure  for 
this  peculiar  disease,  nor  a  remedy  to  alleviate  the  distress  which 
accompanies  it.  Dare  I  venture  to  propose  this  cure?  Dogged 
perseverance  in  study,  willingness  to  put  aside  all  obstacles  and  a 
firm  determination  to  achieve  success;  these  three  alone  will  en- 
able everyone  to  pass  through  the  crisis  of  examination  fever. 

Helen  Robson,  IIIC. 


Confidentials. 


Everywhere  you  go  these  days  people  talk  in  confi- 
dential tones.  About  what,  you  ask?  "Confiden- 
tials," of  course.  What  are  they?  You  have  never  heard?  You 
are  lucky!  Maybe  when  you  went  to  high  school  there  was  no 
such  thing;  if  there  had  been  you  could  not  have  forgotten.  You 
do  not  remember  yet?  Then  I  will  tell  you.  These  confidentials 
are  a  kind  of,  a  sort  of,  useless  examination.  They  are  for  the 
sole  purpose  of  killing  any  confidence  you  had  in  your  ability  to 
pass.  The  teachers  mark  them,  and  in  a  confidential  way  tell  the 
"Dept."  what  you  are  worth.  Then  after  you  have  gone  through 
this  ordeal  you  begin  all  over  again  by  writing  "finals."  If  you 
fail  you  are  very  confidentially  told  about  it.  You  remember  now! 
I  was  confident  you  would.  Mary  Staley,  IIIC. 

„  Excuses!    Excuses!     I  consider  excuses  to  be  an  instinc- 

*  "  ®  '  tive  invention  of  man.  The  professor  and  the  school- 
boy, the  poor  and  the  rich,  the  good  and  the  bad;  all  make  ex- 
cuses for  some  failure  or  other.  Excuses  are  not  always  the  best, 
yet  they  always  prove  useful  for  the  time  in  question.  Within  a 
short  day  at  the  oflSce  the  manager  has  excused  himself  for  one  or 
more  failures.  At  home  the  housewife  has  excused  herself  for  her 
miserable  cake.  Their  excuses  seem  sound  and  are  accepted.  What 
shall  we  say  about  the  excuses  of  the  student?  They  seem  to  form 
part  of  his  curriculum  since  they  daily  enter  into  every  duty.  Sad 
to  say  the  student's  excuses  seldom  hold  him  excused. 

Helen  Mahoney,  III. 

p,  .On  Thursday,   March   the   twenty-sixth,   we   held   an   Irish 

conce  .  gQnggj-t,  in  our  own  classroom,  for  the  feast  of  St.  Pat- 
rick, as  it  was  impossible  for  us  to  meet  on  his  feast  on  Tuesday, 
March  the  sixteenth. 

We  were  honored  by  the  presence  of  Reverend  Sister  Maura  and 
a  few  other  Sisters  and  about  four  French  girls. 

The  concert  was  given  on  Father  Magennis'  article,  which  ap- 
peared in  the  last  Lilies,  also  some  of  Thomas  Moore's  gems  and 
Melodies.     Miss  Betty  Fisher  acted  as  our  musician. 

When  it  was  finished  and  our  farewell  and  gratitude  was  beauti- 
fully expressed  by  our  president,  Marion  Horgan,  and  the  audience 
had  left,  we  were  congratulated  by  our  English  teacher.  Reverend 
Sister  Hildegarde,  on  our  good  work. 

This  is  our  second  attempt  on  a  concert,  and  it  was  a  very 
wonderful  success.  Lena  Caruso. 
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niiv  Tt<>ti«>»t  Among  the  many  privileges  enjoyed  by  the  students 
of  St.  Joseph's  College  School  the  one  that  we  appre- 
ciate most  is  the  annual  Retreat.  This  year  it  was  conducted  by 
Father  B.  Doyle,  C.S.P.,  the  Chaplain  of  Newman  Club.  We  felt 
very  happy  about  the  choice  of  the  retreat  master  because  Father 
Doyle  is  most  interested  in  students  and  their  activities,  and  his 
conferences  seemed  to  fit  our  needs  exactly. 

The  first  part  of  the  week  was  devoted  to  the  Senior  Classes 
and  the  last  half  to  the  Juniors  of  the  School.  Each  morning  at 
Mass  it  was  a  beautiful  sight  to  see  the  large  Chapel  of  the  Convent 
filled  to  capacity  with  girls  neatly  attired  in  their  school  uniform. 

It  was  edifying  too  to  see  the  long  lines  of  students  slowly 
approaching  the  Altar  to  receive  Holy  Communion.  After  Mass 
— we  breakfasted  in  the  Cafeteria  and  then  returned  to  the  Chapel 
for  conferences.  The  depth  of  meaning  in  the  expression,  "Silence 
is  golden,"  was  something  that  seemed  to  dawn  this  retreat.  After 
a  half  hour  of  Exposition  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  each  day  was 
brought  to  a  close  with  the  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
and  on  the  last  day,  I  shall  never  forget  the  joy  that  I  felt  as 
we  stood  to   sing  "Holy  God  We  Praise  Thy  Name." 

There  is  a  feeling  of  loneliness  though,  mingled  with  great  joy, 
at  the  close  of  the  Retreat.  Now  we  must  return  to  the  battle  of 
life,  but  at  least  we  are  a  little  like  the  knights  of  old — equipped 
and  ready  for  the  daily  struggle.  We  felt,  too,  that  Our  Leader 
was  very  close  to  us, 

G.L.,  R.W.  and  M.M.,  IVB. 


MAKE  BELIEVE. 

If  I  were  a  princess  and  you  were  a  frog 

I'd  build  'round  my  castle  a  lake. 
And  there  in  a  moss-covered  hole  in  a  log 

A  Throne  for  my  froggie  I'd  make. 

And,  if  in  the  dampness  your  feet  should  get  wet 

And  you  wearied  of  this  delight, 
I'd  give  you  my  own  royal  hankie,  my  pet, 

To  wrap  you  all  snugly  and  tight! 

And  I'd  play  with  you  there,  as  you  sat  on  your  log. 

And  pretend  that  you  looked  very  wise. 
For  a  princess  like  me  would  know  that  my  frog 

Was  a  prince  in  a  fairy  disguise. 

Rita  Jeffrey,  H.S.Com. 


VANCOUVER'S  JUBILEE. 

Vancouver,  our  lovely  City  of  the  Setting  Sun,  is  this  year  cele- 
brating her  fiftieth  anniversary.  S*t  as  a  gem  between  majestic 
mountains  and  placid  blue  water  of  the  Pacific,  that  city  of  opportun- 
ity is  endeavoring  to  celebrate  in  her  most  fitting  way  this  mile- 
stone of  her  history,  the  Golden  Jubilee. 
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Already  many  features  have  been  organized  but  Vancouver  is 
still  planning  more  and  better  ways  to  receive  her  thousands  of 
visitors.  A  special  Brighten-up  Campaign  is  being  sincerely  and 
daily  advocated  by  the  leading  newspapers,  entreating  people  to 
have  Vancouver  City  appearing  at  its  best.  A  splendid  band  meeting 
every  train  is  to  welcome  visitors,  and  every  effort  is  being  made 
to  make  our  city  a  place  of  music  and  light.  At  beautiful  Stan- 
ley Park,  the  center  of  all  activities,  a  magnificent  fountain  is  being 
constructed  at  the  entrance,  and  the  park  itself  will  be  gaily  decor- 
ated with  brightly-coloured  electric  lights.  Scattered  bands  will  help 
to  make  the  place  more  pleasing  to  both  eye  and  ear. 

Above  all,  Vancouver  is  to  be  the  gayest,  most  popular  city  on 
the  Pacific  Coast.  Every  night  there  will  be  outdoor  dancing,  that 
sport  so  popular  with  everyone,  and  nearly  every  day  some  great 
match,  tennis,  baseball,  cricket,  etc.,  will  be  taking  place.  Besides 
this  there  will  be  the  ever  popular  beaches,  the  Exhibition  and  the 
many  displays. 

Plans  to  secure  a  motor  bus  in  the  War  from  England  and  the 
Canadian  War  Memorials  Collection  of  Art  are  well  under  way. 
There  will  be  numerous  school  pageants  in  which  thousands  of  school 
children  take  part,  and  also  street  parades,  depicting  scenes  as,  for 
instance,  the  Gold  Rush.  Eagerly  looked  forward  to  by  many 
is  the  gigantic  Air  Show  and  Swimming  Meet,  at  which  many  im- 
portant persons  will  be  present.  Invitations  have  been  sent  to  dig- 
nitaries in  United  States,  Canada  and  Great  Britain. 

Therefore  Vancouver,  sure  of  satisfying  all  from  the  youngest 
to  the  oldest,  is  everywhere  sending  out  her  cry,  "Come  one,  come 
all,"  a  cry  hard  to  resist  by  any  who  have  heard  her  wonders. 

Margaret  McDonald,  S.P.H.S.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


THOUGHTS   ON   SCHOOL. 

Morning,  eAsening,  noon,  and  night. 
School   is  in  our  thought, 
All  the  homework  we  must  learn. 
And  all  we  have  been  taught. 

Morning,  evening,  noon,  and  night. 
Geometry,   us   will   haunt; 
And  though  we  think  and  think  and  think. 
Arithmetic  will  taunt. 

Morning,   evening',   night,   and   day. 
Must  we  read  that  Minstrel's  Lay? 
And  why  aside  can  we  not  toss 
That  book,  "The  Mill  Upon  the  Floss?" 

Morning,   evening   noon   and    night, 
Latin  is  a  bore; 

And  many  times  I've  wished  for  the  days 
When  school  would  be  no  more. 

Yet  when  behind  I  leave  the  school, 

And  go  into  worldly  strife, 

I  know  I'll  say  to  myself,  "You  fool, 

Those  were  the  happiest  days  of  your  life." 

Margaret  Gavin,  IIB. 


1.  Bo-Peeps.     2.  Britannia — Ann   Kane.     3.  The  Dolls. 

4.  Skaters  Waltz.     5.  Junior  IV.     6.  On  the  balcony. 

7.  Group  of  Boarders.     8.  Laura  Hamilton,  Patricia  Cockburn,  in  the 

Maypole.     9.  Joan  Bennett,  0.  Cockburn,  Jessica  Glover,  Betty 

Burke,  in  The  Skaters. 
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lA'S  TRIBUTE  TO  ST.  PATRICK. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  26th  of  March  a  belated  St.  Patrick's  Day 
concert  was  held  in  Form  lA.  Owing  to  a  holiday  on  St.  Pat- 
rick's day  we  were  unable  to  pay  our  tribute  to  St.  Patrick  on  that 
day.  As  Father  Magennis,  whom  we  quoted  from  frequently  during 
the  concert,  said  every  newspaper  writer  must  have  something  to 
say  at  this  season  about  Ireland  and  St.  Patrick,  and  so  we  too 
felt  that  we  must  do  something  to  show  the  honour  and  esteem  in 
which  we  hold  the  Patron  Saint  of  Ireland. 

Our  audience  consisted  of  Sister  Maura,  Sister  Innocentia,  Sis- 
ter Margaret  Mary  and  her  French  class,  and  Sister  Hildegarde,  our 
English  teacher  and  the  originator  of  the  concert. 

Miss  Fisher  opened  our  programme  with  "When  Irish  Eyes  Are 
Smiling."  It  was  my  privilege  to  speak  next  and  explain  the  late- 
ness of  our  concert.  An  article  by  Reverend  P.  J.  Magennis,  which 
appeared  in  St.  Joseph  Lilies  was  read  next  in  parts.  We  then 
had  a  few  of  Thomas  Moore's  poems,  among  them  "Rich  and  Rare 
Were  the  Gems  She  Wore,"  "The  Valley  Lay  Smiling  Before  Me," 
and  the  "Meeting  of  the  Waters."  A  piece,  "The  Five  Pound 
Horse,"  described  one  of  the  petty  laws  passed  by  the  English 
against  those  belonging  to  the  ancient  faith  of  the  Irish  and  how  one 
brave  Catholic  was  too  quick  of  thought  and  action  to  be  caught 
by  it.  A  sketch  of  the  life  of  St.  Patrick  was  read,  followed  by  a 
poem  on  the  Patron  of  Ireland  from  the  "Mail  and  Empire."  A 
note  on  the  life  of  Moore,  followed,  and  Miss  Betty  Fisher  then 
played  the  Ave  Maria.  This  was  followed  by  two  poems  by  Brian 
O'Higgins.  We  concluded  our  programme  by  quoting  the  first 
stanza  of  Moore's  loving  "Farewell,"  "but  whenever  you  welcome 
the  hour."     God  Save  the  King"  was  played  by  Miss  Betty  Fisher. 

Sister  Maura  then  spoke  to  us,  complimenting  us  on  our  perform- 
ance and  complimenting  Sister  Hildegarde,  who  had  taken  such 
pains  to  make  the  concert  a  success.  I  think  that  if  we  attended 
more  of  these  patriotic  little  concerts  we  would  not  lose  our  loyalty 
to  Ireland,  for  most  of  us  hailed  from  there  a  few  generations  back. 

Marion  Horgan,  I. 


SPRING. 


Winter  withdraws  his  icy  grip, 
Spring  is  in  the  air! 
And  instead  of  snow  we  find 
Buds  and  blossoms  everywhere. 

Mother  Earth  wakens  the  sleeping  flowers 
The  birds  return  to  sing, 
To  sing  their  song  of  thanks  to  God 
For  the  warm  and  welcome  Spring. 

I  like  the  freezing  Winter, 

I  like  the  fading  Fall, 

I   like    the   scorching    Summer   sun. 

But  I  like  Spring  best  of  all. 

Marie   Robinson,   IVB. 
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STREAMLET. 

Little  trickling  streamlet  Slipping   back  of   Dalton's   farm 

Dancing    in    the    sun.  To  cool  the  heated  earth, 

Moistening  wayside  flowers  What  a  blessing  you  have  been. 

Doing  so  in  fun.  Ever  since  your  birth. 

Running  through   a   meadow,         When  the  heat  of  day  is  past 
Singing  as  you  pass,  And   flowers   close   their  eyes 

Glistening  on   the   little   rocks.       Little  streamlet,  do  you  play, 
Sparkling  through   the  grass.         With  glowing  fire-flies? 

Margaret  Moher,  IIIB. 


PRAISE  TO  THE  PINE. 

Praise  to  the  tall  and  graceful  pine 
Through  whose  branches  the  sun  does  shine. 
Praise  to  you  whose  fragrance  rare 
Haunts  the  woodland  and  fills  the  air 
With  the  sweetest  of  sweet  perfumes. 

Praise  to  you  whose  murmuring  song 
Gladdens  hearts  the  day  and  long, 
And  at  night  when  stars  do  peep, 
Your  sothing  lullaby  sings  to  sleep 
The  fairies  and  the  woodland  folk. 

Margaret   McGrath,   IIIB. 


MY  WEATHER  CHART. 

In  making  a  weather  chart  which  each  pupil  in  my  class  had 
been  assigned  to  do  I  had  to  consider  several  important  items, 
including  temperature,  time  of  change,  wind,  rain  or  snow  or  only 
clouds,  and  when  the  sun  rose  and  set.  The  most  difficult  item 
and  one  of  utmost  importance  was  to  remember,  or  Mr.  Weather 
would  play  many  a  losing  game  for  you. 

First  came  the  time. 

Twice  daily  I  had  to  check  the  temperature  from  a  thermometer 
on  the  verandah  or  having  everyone  in  the  family  reminding  me, 
till  I  became  the  family  weather  chart.  During  December,  January 
and  February,  the  morning  temperature  never  registered  above  thirty 
degrees  except  on  February  twenty-fifth. 

Clouds  or  sunshine  was  very  easy  to  decide  but  tiresome,  for 
from  November  the  first  to  January  the  fifteenth  there  were  only 
six  cloudless  days. 

I  found  the  direction  of  the  wind  by  watching  which  way  the  smoke 
went  from  the  chimneys  near  our  home.  If  I  failed  to  do  this  my 
father  would  call  from  his  armchair,  where  he  usually  sat  reading 
the  daily  paper,  "Connie,  have  you  filled  your  chart  out?  Here 
is  the  sunrise  and  sunset." 

However,  since  all  this  has  been  recorded  I  have  a  very  inter- 
esting weather  chart  for  future  comparisons,  and  I  intend  to  make 
another  one  next  year,  so  that  I  may  compare  them. 

Constance  Hutcheon,  Senior  Fourth, 
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WESTMINSTER   ABBEY. 

One  gloomy  day  in  the  latter  part  of  Autumn  I  passed  several 
hours  in  rambling  about  Westminster  Abbey. 

I  entered  a  dark  avenue  from  the  inner  court  and  saw^  that 
many  things  bore  marks  of  gradual  dilapidation  of  time.  From 
between  the  arcades  you  can  see  a  bit  of  blue  sky  above  or  a  passing 
cloud  and  the  sun  gilt  pinnacles  of  the  abbey  towering  into  the 
heavens. 

I  walked  to  an  arched  door  opening  to  the  interior  of  the  abbey. 
I  gazed  with  wonder  at  the  arches  springing  to  such  an  amazing 
height.  The  spaciousness  and  gloom  of  this  large  building  pro- 
duces a  mysterious  awe. 

The  poets'  corner  is  at  the  end  of  the  cross  aisles  of  the  Abbey, 
and  here  is  to  be  found  a  statue  erected  to  Shakespeare's  memory. 

I  continued  my  stroll  from  the  poets'  corner  to  the  sepulchre 
of  the  kings.  In  glancing  over  the  scene  so  strangely  populous 
yet  where  every  form  is  so  still  and  silent;  it  seems  as  if  you  were 
walking  through  a  mansion  where  everything  had  been  changed 
to  stone. 

The  last  beams  of  the  day  were  now  faintly  streaming  through 
the  painted  windows  in  the  high  vaults  above  me.  As  I  descended 
the  long  flight  of  stairs  to  the  door  I  thanked  God  for  having  the 
opportunity  of  seeing  such  wonderful  things,  and  of  learning  the 
beauties  of  the  old  Abbey.  Eleanor  Clarkson,  lA. 


THE  CHOIR-BOY. 

The  choir-boy  arose 

In   his  white  surplice 

And  the   soft  shafts  of  light 

Came  through  the  stained  glass  windows 

And  made  red  and  blue  diamonds 

On  his  fair  hair; 

And  his  boyish  eyes  were  raised 

As  though  he  saw 

Things  Celestial. 

Then 

Music  came  forth 

Low  and  sweet, 

And  it  seemed  that  the  birds  sang 

In  accompaniment. 

That  the  flowers  swayed  for  very  happiness; 

For  the  notes  soared  aloft 

Like   golden   winged    butterflies, 

And  my  soul  followed  them 

Until 

They  seemed  to  reach  the  great  blue  dome  of  Heaven, 

Whence  the  cadences  broke 

Like  the  shattering  of  a  crystal  goblet 

And  the  clear,  liquid  notes  fell 

Like  a  thin  trickle  of  molten   silver. 

Bernadette  Morin,  Commercial. 
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EXA>nNATION  TIME. 

It  is  examination  time.  Scattered  before  me  are  my  much  abused 
books  awaiting  my  attention.  Two  days  remain  before  the  first 
examination,  and  as  yet  little  studying  has  been  done. 

Half-heartedly  I  reach  out  and  pick  a  book  at  random.  The 
lot  has  fallen  on  my  arch-enemy,  "Shorthand."  Groaning  inward- 
ly, I  settle  down  into  a  more  comfortable  position  and  open  the 
book.  With  firm  determination  I  attempt  to  read  my  notes.  But 
soon  I  am  slumped  down,  with  book  closed,  dreaming.  Again  I 
make  the  strong  resolve  to  conquer  this  one  page  at  least. 

This  time  success  is  achieved.  I  turn  the  page  and  perceive 
the  word  "sand."  Immediately  my  mind  turns  back  and  the  pic- 
ture of  our  dear  old  sandy  beach  flashed  before  my  sight.  The 
long,  unbroken  stretch  of  yellow  beach  curving  around  the  pale 
blue,  glassy  bay,  fringed  by  a  rough  line  of  willows,  carried  with 
it  memories  of  the  times  we  had  buried  each  other  in  the  hot 
sand  after  a  particularly  cold  dip.  There  some  of  my  best  friend- 
ships had  been  established. 

What  a  precious  treasure  to  have  memories  of  a  friend!  It  is 
nearly  time  for  the  big  fifth  formers  and  commercial  students  to 
emerge  from  the  protection  of  their  Alma  Mater  and  enter  the 
battle  of  life  relying  on  their  own  resources.  Some  of  us  indeed, 
intend  to  continue  our  studies  at  the  University,  some  will  go  into 
business  life,  some  will  enter  the  blessed  abode  of  the  Convent; 
but,  however,  we  are  all  entering  the  large  school  of  life  with  pre- 
cious little  knowledge  of  its  complexities. 

Let  us  face  it  with  a  courage  and  hope;  with  a  high  purpose 
and  resolute  will,  what  may  we  not  accomplish? — But  first  to  my 
neglected  task.  O  Shorthand,  thou  dost  desire  a  high  price  for  thy 
knowledge ! 

Bernadette  Morin,  Commercial. 


SCHOOL  LIFE  IN  TORONTO. 

Coming  to  St.  Joseph's  College  School  from  Omaha,  I  felt  like  a 
foreigner,  but  I  was  in  school  only  a  few  days  when  I  realized 
I  was  still  a  Convent  girl,  and  among  friends. 

In  class  many  subjects  are  different.  The  Geography  and  His- 
tory of  Canada  have  awakened  in  my  Ftench-Canaditn  heart  a 
great  love  for  its  motherland.  When  later  in  the  year  every  girl 
had  to  teach  a  History  lesson,  I  was  delighted  when  I  heard  my 
topic  was  Adam  Daulac,  for  I  first  saw  the  light  of  day  not  many 
miles  from  where  he  gave  his  life  to  save  his  country.  Art  does 
not  appeal  to  me  like  History,  and  French,  but  twenty-five  pieces 
must  be  done  before  Entrance. 

The  weather  chart  assigned  in  November  was  most  interesting. 
I  found  it  diflicult  to  get  the  time  the  sun  rose  and  set,  but  here 
#  again   I   found   friends,   among   the   day   pupils   who   got   this   item 
from  the  daily  paper. 

On  the  whole  I  must  say  I  feel  more  at  home  at  St.  Joseph's 
College  School  than  I  ever  thought  possible. 

Rita  M.  Campbell,  Senior  Fourth. 
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HOW  I  LEARNED  TO  RmE. 

One  day  some  strange  notion  possessed  me  with  tlie  desire  to 
learn  to  ride.  I  was  staying  in  the  country,  so  there  was  plenty  of 
room  for  practice.  In  a  neighbouring  town  I  procured  a  horse,  an 
instructor,  and  permission  to  use  the  local  race-track.  Then  an 
eventful  day  began. 

I  had  a  fine  chestnut  horse  which  had  the  reputation  of  being 
quiet.  I  was  thankful  for  this,  for,  now  that  the  actual  perform- 
ance had  begun,  I  was  feeling  a  little  dubious  as  to  the  success  of 
the  venture.  The  saddle,  stirrups  and  the  clinch  were  securely 
fastened  on.  I  put  my  left  foot  in  the  stirrup  and,  with  the  help 
of  my  instructor,  sprang  into  the  saddle.  Surveying  the  world  from 
that  height,  I  began  to  get  slightly  nervous.  The  instructor  took 
the  bridle  and  led  the  horse  around  the  track.  Then  he  placed 
the  bridle  in  my  hand,  gave  the  horse  a  slap  on  the  flank,  and  off 
we  started. 

The  horse  cantered  around  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  came 
the  crisis.  A  squirrel  ran  across  the  track  a  few  feet  in  front  of 
us  and,  as  my  feet  were  not  firmly  in  the  stirrups,  I  slid  off  and 
landed  on  the  ground,  convinced  that  the  heavens  had  fallen.  The 
instructor  ran  up.  I  looked  very  disheveled  when  I  stood  up,  with 
my  hair  mussed,  my  boots  and  jodhpurs  covered  with  mud,  and 
my  temper  ruffled.     I  decided  to  give  up  riding  for  the  time. 

This  incident  happened  a  year  ago.  Since  then  I  have  had  a 
great  deal  of  practice,  and  riding  has  become  one  of  my  favourite 
hobbies.  Gertrude  McCarthy,  IB. 


MY  ART  LESSONS. 

There  is  one  day  in  the  week  that  I  look  forward  to  with  fear 
and  dread,  that  day  is  Friday — and  art  day.  I  have  often  wished 
it  could  be  possible  for  a  few  months  of  the  school  year  to  be  with- 
out Fridays. 

I  listen  attentively  to  directions  given  us,  yet  I  am  told  that  my 
art  is  something  almost  to  be  pitied.  After  working  an  hour  at 
a  piece  that  I  think  is  wonderful.  Sister  comes  along,  stops,  and 
looks  at  it  and  I  listen  to  hear  the  decision.  Every  line  is  out  of 
place.  If  we  do  flowers  I  am  told  the  stems  are  like  tree  trunks, 
and,  if  we  have  scenes,  I  have  mud  puddles;  until  I  have  a  head- 
ache looking  at  my  mistakes.  Finally  I  become  so  exasperated  that 
I  throw  it  in  the  waste  basket,  only  to  start  all  over  again,  but 
some  day,  if  I  try  hard,  I  may  be  an  artist,  so  Sister  says. 

Pauline  Knowlton,  Senior  Fourth. 


MY  ART  LESSONS. 

On  the  whole  I  like  art  very  much,  when  I  am  in  the  mood 
and  like  the  picture  we  are  given.  Lately  I  have  had  very  lovely 
scenes  and  pictures  to  draw,  but  yesterday,  to  my  surprise,  I  saw 
Sister  put  one  of  my  designs  into  the  waste-paper  basket,  and  just 
then  I  did  not  like  art.  I  like  using  pencil  because  I  cannot  paint 
very  well,  but  when  I  look  at  somebody's  else's  paint  work  I  like  it 
much  better,  because  it  looks  more  finished.  You  may  think  I 
am  a  queer  girl,  but  this  is  my  idea  about  my  art  lessons. 

Helen  Britain,  Senior  Fourth. 
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THE  DIOCESAN  EUCHARISTIC  CONGRESS. 

The  Diocesan  Eucharistic  Congress  which  takes  place  this  year 
is  the  first  ever  to  be  held  in  Vancouver,  and  promises  to  be  one  of 
the  greatest  spectacles  yet  seen  here. 

The  material  plans  under  the  able  supervision  of  the  Very  Rev. 
J.  B.  McDonald  and  his  committee  are  progressing  rapidly.  They 
have  already  decided  upon  the  music  and  order  of  the  stately  func- 
tions, and  have  arranged  for  the  accommodation  and  transportation 
of  the  visiting  prelates.  At  the  midnight  Mass  which  takes  place 
in  all  churches  on  Friday,  June  twelfth,  a  collection  will  be  taken 
up  to  meet  the  necessary  expenses  of  the  Congress.  This  is  under 
the  supervision  of  Rev.  Father  Forget,  Chairman. 

The  Spiritual  part  of  the  Congress  is  not  being  neglected.  After 
every  Mass  and  Benediction  a  prayer  is  said  for  its  success.  On 
Sunday,  June  seventh,  a  general  Communion  is  to  be  made  by  all. 
and  on  the  Thursday  following  which  is  the  feast  of  Corpus  Christi 
there  will  be  Exposition  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  all  day,  closing 
with.  Benediction  in  the  evening.  On  Friday  there  is  the  Midnight 
Mass,  on  Saturday,  June  thirteenth,  a  special  children's  Mass  at 
10.30  at  which  a  select  girls'  choir  under  the  supervision  of  Father 
Jordan  will  sing.  The  men's  choir  will  sing  at  the  solemn  Ponti- 
fical High  Mass  taking  place  on  Sunday,  June  fourteenth. 

Both  of  these  Masses  will  take  place  in  the  Malkin  Memorial 
Bowl  which  has  been  kindly  loaned  and  is  being  enlarged  for  this 
and  other  functions  by  the  Parks  Board.  The  altar  is  to  be  de- 
corated with  natural  flowers,  Stanley  Park  forming  a  magnificent 
background  for  these  celebrations.  The  vestments  and  altar  linens 
to  be  used  have  been  presented  by  the  Catholic  Women's  League, 
and  will  afterwards  be  placed  in  Holy  Rosary  Cathedral  as  a  per- 
manent memento  of  the  Congress. 

At  the  Pontifical  High  Mass  on  Sunday,  great  men  of  the  church 
and  about  forty  thousand  worshippers  are  expected,  invitations  hav- 
ing been  sent  to  Bishops  on  the  Pacific  Coast,  interior  of  the  United 
States  and  throughout  Canada.  If  present  plans  go  through  there 
will  be  a  nation-wide  broadcast  of  these  proceedings  and  it  is  hoped 
that  this  also  will  further  devotion  to  our  Eucharistic  Lord. 

Margaret  McDonald,  St.  Patrick's,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


A  HIKE  UP  GROUSE  MOUNTAIN. 

Grouse  Mountain,  the  "Pride  of  Vancouver,"  may  be  seen  from 
any  point  in  the  city.  It  is  a  beautiful  mountain  rising  3,800  feet 
at  the  plateau.  During  the  Easter  Holidays  we  decided  to  go  for 
a  hike  up  Grouse.  On  the  day  chosen  we  set  out  from  home  at 
about  nine  o'clock,  reaching  the  foot  of  the  mountain  at  ten-thirty. 
Then  we  braced  ourselves  for  a  good  three-mile  hike. 

The  climb  is  very  steep  and  rugged,  and,  not  being  used  to  it, 
we  had  to  stop  and  rest  many  times.  At  each  halting  place  the 
panorama  that  met  our  gaze  was  more  extensive,  and  interesting, 
so  that  we  were  loathe  to  move  on.  Each  time  we  could  see  more 
of  our  fair  city.  The  far-famed  Stanley  Park  looked  particularly 
beautiful  from  those  heights.     One  of  the  most  delightful  experi- 
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ences  of  the  climb  is  the  very  noticeable  change  in  climate.  As  we 
ascend  we  could  feel  the  air  gradually  becoming  lighter  and  clearer. 
Many  were  the  cries  of  delight  when  we  began  to  see  the  first 
patches  of  snow.  On  we  climbed  from  Spring  to  Winter,  till  at  last 
we  reached  the  top,  where  we  fairly  danced,  so  clear  and  exhilarat- 
ing was  the  air. 

A  trip  to  Grouse  Mountain  would  not  be  complete  without  a 
visit  to  the  Grouse  Mt.  Chalet,  which  is  a  large  log-cabin  hotel 
and  cafeteria,  catering  to  appetites  whetted  by  mountain  air,  and 
providing  a  haven  of  rest  for  footsore  hikers  and  skiers.  After  lunch 
we  did  a  little  exploring  and  sightseeing.  From  our  post  of  observa- 
tion on  the  mountain-side  we  could  see  far  up  the  Fraser  River 
as  it  flowed  peacefully  on  the  way  to  the  Pacific.  The  sunlit  waters 
of  the  Gulf  of  Georgia  spread  before  our  gaze  in  a  magnificent  ex- 
panse and,  when  the  mist  suddenly  cleared,  we  could  see  in  the 
distance  the  outlines  of  Vancouver  Island. 

Night  falls  quickly  on  the  mountains,  so  we  had  an  early  supper 
and  prepared  for  home.  When  we  reached  the  half-way  point  we 
paused  for  a  while  (as  it  was  still  quite  early)  and  allowed  our 
eyes  to  rest  on  the  beauty  of  Vancouver  in  the  evening.  I  cannot 
describe  the  scene  that  held  us  there  spellbound.  The  lights  of  the 
houses  and  the  streets  together  with  the  brightly  coloured  neon 
lights  were  like  myriads  of  stars  there  below  us.  Reluctantly  we 
tore  ourselves  away  from  that  haven  of  beauty  and  resumed  our 
homeward  journey.  At  last  we  reached  the  ferry,  tired  out  but 
happy  in  the  thought  that  we  had  climbed  Grouse  Mountain. 

Doreen  Salmon,  S.P.H.S.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 


MY  TRIP  TO  ITALY. 

Mussolini  desires  young  people  the  world  over  to  know  and 
appreciate  the  modern  improvements  that  have  been  super-imposed 
on  the  Italy  of  ancient  architectural  and  historical  interest.  No- 
where has  he  allowed  the  modern  to  spoil  or  overthrow  the  old. 

Every  year,  the  Italian  Government  invites  from  almost  every 
part  of  the  world,  half  a  million  young  girls  and  boys,  to  return  to 
the  homeland  as  a  reward  for  diligence  in  the  Italian  language  and 
Italian  culture. 

I  was  part  of  the  lucky  group  that  left  Toronto,  to  visit  Materia, 
Algiers,   Lisbon,   Naples,    Venice,    Florence    and    Rome. 

In  Florence,  Marquis  Guadagni  was  waiting  for  us  at  the  sta- 
tion with  a  brass  band  of  young  Avanguardisti.  In  spite  of  historical 
vicissitudes  and  inevitable  changes  in  manners  and  customs,  Florence 
has  kept  more  than  any  other  of  the  great  Italian  cities,  a  special 
character  that  makes  it  easy  for  cultural  visitors  to  visualize  her 
ancient  splendour. 

Galleries,  museums,  churches,  palaces,  all  contain  inestimable 
treasures.  The  work  of  art  which  adorn  the  streets  and  squares 
testify  no  less  eloquently  than  the  museums  to  the  wealth  of  the 
city. 

We  wandered  'round  and  'round  till  we  learned  and  knew  the 
history  of  each  little  spot  in  this  beautiful  city.  Here  in  Florence 
was  our  shortest  stay,  yet,  it  has  remained  an  unspoken  wish  to  re- 
turn and  enjoy  once  again  the  beauty  of  Florence,  the  home  of  art. 
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In  Venice  we  were  chaperoned  by  the  Countess  Antoine  Viti, 
with  whom  I  became  quite  intimate.  We  were  introduced  to  the 
Cardinal  of  Venice  an  aristocratic  old  man  who  gave  us  a  holy 
image  each,  in  remembrance  of  our  first  visit  in  the  city  of  gon- 
dolas. 

We  enjoyed  a  day's  stay  in  the  Lido,  Venice,  where  we  had  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  Barbara  Hutton  and  Prince  Midvini,  who  were 
at  the  Excelsior  Palace  Hotel  with  us. 

Our  first  morning  in  Rome  we  were  rushed  to  the  "Campo 
Mussolini,"  where  we  awaited  the  arrival  of  the  Duce.  A  thrilling 
moment,  when  the  Duce,  in  a  white  uniform  and  black  shirt,  passed 
in  front  of  the  Canadian  squad.  He  noticed  our  flag  and  smiled. 
He  is  so  enthusiastic  about  the  Italian  youths,  he  enjoys  so  much 
to  hear  all  the  young  boys  and  girls  singing  "Giovinezza." 

Two  days  later  we  were  called  to  the  "Campo  Mussolini"  again, 
where  we  awaited  the  arrival  of  Prince  Hubert  of  Italy.  After 
a  speech  given  by  Olga  Garbarini,  a  Montreal  girl,  who  had  studied 
two  years  in  Genoa,  the  Canadian  squad  presented  a  Venetian  lace 
bonnet  in  honour  of  the  baby  princess,  daughter  of  Prince  Hubert 
of  Italy  and  Maria  Jose  of  Belgium. 

The  Holy  Father  visited  at  his  summer  Villa,  the  Castel  Gon- 
dolfo,  surrounded  by  a  garden  of  indescribable  scenic  beauty.  He 
is  so  kind  and  gentle.  We  all  loved  him.  He  said  we  should  be 
thankful  to  Mussolini  for  taking  us  to  Italy,  where  in  Rome,  the 
Duce  has  collected  the  ruins  of  old  Roman  historical  value,  making 
of  the  city  an  open  museum  for  students  the  world  over. 

Valentine   M.  Sannella. 


SPECIAL  MENTION. 

Joan  Howard,  Lena  Caruso,  Margaret  Cowan. 


When  shadows  are  creeping. 

When  joy  lights  are  leaping, 
When  troubles   or  triumphs   walk   close   by   your   side; 

In  dark  days  and  sad  days. 

In  bright  days  and  glad  days. 
May  Mary  protect  you  and  God  be  your  guide! 

Brian  O'Higgins. 
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ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLLEGE 

Cor.  Queen's  Park  and  St.  Albam's  St. 
TORONTO,     CANADA 


Women's   Department   of  St.    Michael's   College. 

Federated  with  the  University  of  Toronto  for  all  Couraee  leading  to  a 

Degree  in  Arts. 

Excellent  residence  accommodation  and  ideal  facilitiee  for  study. 


St.  Joseph's  College-School 


St.  Albanfi  Street 
TORONTO 


Resident  and  Day-School  for  Students  in  Collegiate, 
Commercial  and  Preparatory  Departments,  Music  and  Art. 


Students  in  Music  Course  Prepared  for  A.T.C.M.  &  Bachelor  of  Music  Degrees 


For  Terms — Apply  to  Sister  Superior. 
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XIII. 


SAVE  CLOTH 
ALB  LINEN 
ALTAR  LINEN 

Real  French  weaves  in  Saye 
Cloth — The  most  serviceable  fa- 
bric for  community  wear. 


Halliday  Brothers 

Limited 
Wholesale  and  Retail 

COAL  and  COKE 


Our  linens   at  very   low  prices. 


Hayes  &  Lailey 

22  Wellington  St.  W. 
Toronto. 
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Our  Motto: 
QUALITY   AND   SERVICE 


Telephones: 
Elgin   7253-4.  Hargrave  3038 
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DALGLISH  &  CO. 


LAUNDRY 
SUPPLIES 


140  liberty  St., 
TORONTO 


J  L 


Makers  of 

KantKracK 

COLLARS 


Custom    made    Guimpes,    Nurses' 

Collars,      Cuffs,      Bands     and 

Strips. 
No.  1  Cuffs,  i"  wide — No.  2,  3%" 

wide.     Sizes  7%  to  9. 
Turned  Cuffs,  sizes  7  to  8. 
Clerg.  Collars,  1%",  1%"  and  2" 

in  height. 
Eton  Collars,  12  ^^   to  15. 


PARSONS  &  PARSONS 

CANADIAN  LIMITED 

Hamilton,  Canada. 
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LOYOLA  COLLEGE 

MONTREAL  I 

Under  the  Direction  of  the  Jesuit  Fathers  t 


Preparatory,  High   School   and   College  | 

Courses,  leading  to  B. A.  Degree  I 

I    NEW  BUILDINGS  SPACIOUS  PLAYING-FIELDS  | 

t  t 

Z  FOR    PROSPECTUS   APPLY    TO  1 

t  THE  RECTOR  I 
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%     Loyola  College,  Sherbrooke  St.  West  Montreal,  Canada  % 
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GEORGE  M.  HENDRY  CO.   | 

LEVHTED      I 
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Johnston's  Maps,  Globes  and  } 
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EDITORIAL 

WE  present  in  this  number  of  the  Lilies  a  picture  of  our 
revered  dead  patron  and  model  of  Catholic  Literature, 
Gilbert  Keith  Chesterton;  we  reverently  place  a  wreath  on  his 
tomb  and  turn  to  the  tablet  of  immortal  memory  to  inscribe  his 
name  amongst  the  great  Apologists  of  the  religion  that  he 
adopted  and  served  so  faithfully  unto  the  end.  He  was  essen- 
tially a  great  Apologist  for  the  Church,  both  in  his  conversion 
and  afterwards,  and  no  moral  eccentricities  of  a  convert 
dimmed  the  purity  of  his  writings  and  personal  conduct. 

Holy  Mother  Church  gives  him  the  loving  look  of  approval 
that  we  believe  the  Great  Judge  has  given  him  beyond.  An 
Apologist  is  not  necessarily  a  theologian,  in  fact  the  layman 
apologist  is  frequently  a  brighter  mark  for  approval  than  the 
learned  divine.  This  age  is  pragmatic  and  not  theoretic,  and, 
"handsome  is  that  handsome  doe«"  is  its  rule  of  belief. 

His  great  literary  genius  flourished  with  additional  lustre 
on  entering  the  Church  in  mental  expansion  and  the  easy, 
joyful  liberty  of  thought  and  expression  with  which  he  charm- 
ed his  fellowmen.    This  is  the  substance  of  his  apology. 

He  was  not  only  a  Catholic  but  a  mediaevalist  reaching 
back  in  buoyant  fashion  to  the  glories  of  the  past  Catholic  ages 
of  faith.  His  gaiety  was  the  truest  sign  of  his  spiritual  well- 
being.  St.  Francis  of  Assisi  that  sang  the  praises  of  God  on 
the  highways,  was  his  patron  and  he  was  his  patron's  bio- 
grapher. 

We  trust  that  he  received  the  embrace  of  the  happy  saint 
whose  spirit  he  imbibed  so  freely  and  taught  so  happily: — in 
addition  to  the  sublime  reward  of  Christian  Apologists  pro- 
nounced on  him  by  the  Master  Himself. 


112 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

A  more  extended  eulogy  is  offered  to  our  readers  in  a  spe- 
cial article  by  the  Reverend  T.  J.  Manley. 


WHEN  extrem^e  turbulence  and  even  supreme  confusion 
settle  on  the  world  family  and  the  pilots  of  nations' 
desitinies  see  no  certain  way  to  safety ;  when  even  international 
law  and  world  courts  can  only  point  to  the  havoc  of  war  if 
their  rulings  and  sanctions  are  to  have  validity,  we  pause  and 
ask  the  poignant  question,  is  there  an  overhead  Divine  Provi- 
dence directing  this  turbulent  world? 

A  prominent  newspaper  correspondent  declared  lately  that 
all  the  educated  people  that  he  had  met  in  England  are  ag- 
nostics. Of  course  he  meant  non-Catholics.  This  sudden  deluge 
of  professed  atheism, — for  agnosticism  is  the  argued  conclu- 
sion that  we  cannot  affirm  the  existence  of  Grod, — came  not 
from  any  invalidity  of  the  standard  arguments  for  the  ex- 
istence of  a  Supreme  Architect  and  Ruler;  but  from  emotional 
horror  and  dismay  caused  by  the  late  great  world  war.  Men 
asked  themselves  then :  Is  there  a  Divine  Providence  and  Avhere 
is  God? 

We  seem  to  be  in  the  trough  of  the  late  war  so  recent 
and  a  new  war  so  imminent.  Has  Divine  Providence  faded  from 
the  world  scene  and  do  blind  cosmic  forces  take  its  place? 
To  deny  Divine  Providence,  of  course,  is  to  denj-  God.  Is 
the  world,  then,  a  great  ocean  of  tumbling  waves  driven  by 
winds  of  chance?  We  should  never  think  of  praying  to  the 
winds.  This  is  determinism ;  a  world  lashed  by  its  own  blind 
laws,  if  we  can  call  them  laws,  as  they  have  no  reason  or  order. 

The  Turk,  however,  is  a  philosopher,  for  he  speaks  of  fate 
(kismet),  not  like  the  determinist,  who  is  a  defeatist  and  a 
fool  that  talks  of  chance  as  though  it  were  a  law.  The  Turk 
has  no  mental  trouble  or  question;  his  invaria'ble  answer  is, 
"It  is  written."  To  him  the  chaos  of  good  and  evil,  wars, 
crimes,  famine,  pestilence,  widespread  death  and  desolation 
were  equallj^  fore-ordained  and  are  pleasing  to  God.  This 
stormy  world  of  multiform  evils  does  not  come  from  world 
forces  but  from  God  Himself.     And  yet  he  is  a  philosopher. 
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for  he  believes  in  a  plan.  The  world  is  too  orderly  to  discard 
all  plan,  Allah,  whom  he  worships,  is  as  fierce  as  the  Turk 
himself.  No  wonder  he  admired  the  late  sultan  and  caliph, 
Abdul  Hamid,  designated — the  damned — for  his  many  crimes^ 
and  called  him  the  shadow  of  Allah. 

But  what  does  the  Christian  say  of  Divine  Providence,  and 
especially  when  world  wars  are  imminent  and  new  battle- 
fields are  to  dot  the  countries  of  Europe  and  leave  behind  their 
rows  of  crosses.  Are  wars  part  of  Divine  Providence?  This 
question  stands  at  the  cross-roads  where  non-Catholics  depart 
and  turn  back  to  determinism.  They  could  not,  of  course,  in 
view  of  their  humanitarian  culture  join  with  the  Turks. 

Wars  and  crimes  certainly  do  not  come  from  God,  as  there 
are  enough  causes  on  the  world  horizon  to  explain  them;  a 
Czar,  a  Kaiser,  a  Hitler,  or  a  Mussolini,  not  to  mention  muni- 
tion manufacturers,  budding  statesmen,  aspiring  army  generals 
and  newspaper  editors  and  others  who  make  wars  and  yet  are 
pacifists,  for  they  never  go  to  war.  Conscious  malefactors  that 
plan  wars  and  turbulent  nationalists  that  listen  and  encourage 
such  leaders  and  supply  the  wild  passions  of  nationalism  that 
energize  on  the  battlefield,  are  surely  sufficient  without  casting 
these  evils  up  to  heaven  to  disgrace  God  as  the  Turk  does. 

But  is  God  not  able  to  prevent  wars?  Surely  He  is  able 
is  the  short  answer,  for  He  is  God  and  the  "Heart  of  man  is 
in  His  Hand." 

What,  then,  is  Divine  Providence?  It  is  a  full  scheme  in 
the  mind  of  God  of  all  world  events,  good  and  evil,  a  blue- 
print of  things  future  to  us  though  not  to  Him,  by  which  He 
perceives  all  things  both  of  free  wills  and  natural  causes,  for 
they  are  present  to  Him  from  all  eternity :  both  the  blessings 
of  His  mercy  coming  from  Himself  and  pleasing  unto  Him  and 
the  moral  evils  of  man's  wickedness  coming  from  human  wil- 
fulness; yet  permitted  by  him  for  future  good  results  that 
He  will  derive  from  them.  The  ultimate  end,  however,  which 
He  sees  for  world  events  though  hidden  to  us  is  not  world 
empires  or  national  honour;  but  His  own  glory  and  the  salva- 
tion of  human  souls. 

The  war  in  Ethiopia  within  the  short  compass  of  a  year  is 
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a  remarkable  example  of  happy  results  that  suddenly  appear 
to  hopeless  victims  of  war  oppression.  "What  a  complex  prob- 
lem this  war  is  at  its  conclusion !  It  is  generally  admitted  that 
Ethiopia  was  the  blackest  spot  in  the  dark  continent  of  Africa. 
Persistent  slavery  and  every  form  of  barbarism  if  not  down- 
right savagery  prevailed  in  that  land  of  debased  Christianity 
and  Mohammedanism.  It  should  have  long  since  been  made  a 
protectorate  of  some  European  nation  like  Egypt,  Libya,  Algeria 
in  Africa  and  Iracq,  Syria,  Palestine  and  Transjordania.  The 
League  of  Nations  should  have  done  this  instead  of  allowing 
the  absurd  anomaly  of  Ethiopia  sitting  as  a  member  of  the 
League  of  Nations,  itself.  It  would  be  hard  for  us  to  deny 
that  Italy  had  the  right  to  retaliate  for  the  fifty-seven  inva- 
sions and  outrages  committed  agiainst  Eritrea  and  other  neigh- 
bouring states  —  but  it  should  not  have  been  a  war  of  con- 
quest. Could,  however,  the  League  of  Nations  clean  up  Ethio- 
pia without  a  similar  invasion?  The  Negus  confessed  that  he 
was  helpless  to  redress  the  evils.  But  were  the  intentions  of 
Mussolini  good?     Certainly  not. 

The  Pax  Romana  of  Modern  Rome,  just  as  of  Ancient  Rome, 
is  an  exhibition  of  brute  force  for  selfish  aggrandisement  that 
now  suddenly  appears  in  the  concrete  as  a  blessing  to  the 
Ethiopians.  How  strange  it  all  is !  The  press  that  condemned 
the  invasion  of  Ethiopia  as  a  shocking  outrage  on  the  peace 
of  the  world  will  now  admit  that  it  is  a  blessing  to  that  be- 
nighted country.  What,  then,  is  the  probable  future  of  Ethio- 
pia ?  Most  probably  in  fifty  years  the  Ethiopians  will  be  civil- 
ized as  the  world  uses  the  word  and  strong  enough  to  drive  out 
the  Italians  just  as  the  Egyptians  are  now  trying  to  expel 
the  English.  Is  Egypt  advanced  enough  to  govern  itself?  Are 
the  English  still  a  blessing  to  Egypt?  This  is  all  within  the 
scheme  of  Divine  Providence,  and  so  too,  will  it  be  with 
Ethiopia. 

The  occupation  of  Egypt  in  1884,  when  Gladstone  ordered 
the  attack  on  Alexandria,  has  indeed  enriched  England  and 
was  a  blessing  to  the  dark  country  of  piracy  and  general  bar- 
barism. 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES  115 


The  World  War  cost  a  deluge  of  blood  but  it  brok^e  up  em- 
pires and  set  nations  free.  It  has  been  an  old  saying  in  the 
United  States  that  it  took  a  river  of  white  men's  blood  to  set 
black  slaves  free  and  place  the  last  stigma  on  slavery. 

Perhaps  another  devastating  war  is  required  to  correct 
the  rampant  nationalism  of  Europe.  God  knows  and  we  trem- 
ble for  "it  is  written"  as  the  Turk  says. 

The  object  of  our  remarks,  however,  was  not  to  rehearse 
the  platitudes  of  Divine  Providence  that  have  been  here  briefly 
stated  and  which  every  Catholic  school-child  has  learned  from 
his  catechism,  but  to  call  attention  to  the  puerile  and  crass 
egoistic  nationalism  of  purblind  philosophers  who  with  af- 
fected gloom  and  despondency  tell  us  that  they  are  compelled 
to  reject  Divine  Providence  and  to  lapse  into  the  helpless 
theory  of  agnosticism.  God  must  run  the  world  to  suit  their 
imperialism  or  resign  His  sovereignty.  Thus,  they  seem  to 
think  or  determinism  is  in  order. 

Mr.  Halton,  a  regular  correspondent  in  England,  of  the 
Toronto  "Star,"  assures  the  provincials  of  Canada  that  all 
educated  people  that  he  has  met  in  the  mother  country  are 
agnostics.  What  a  sneer  and  a  gibe  to  backward,  simple  Ca- 
tholics;— how  patronizing  and  helpful,  too,  are  his  intentions 
towards  us.  This  learned  correspondent  that  writes  back 
to  us  by  the  ream  and  regularly,  under  contract  to  supply  a 
daily  thrill,  should  know  that  the  sages  of  Greece,  not  to 
speak  of  the  inspired  prophets  of  God,  solved  this  problem, 
just  as  Christians  believe  now,  when  British  tribes  were  still 
painting  themselves  blue  with  woad.  Noah  did  not  become  an 
agnostic  when  he  sailed  through  the  flood  and  came  to  Port 
Ararat,  to  afterwards  review  the  dead  bodies  of  the  whole 
human  race. 

Agnosticism  and  Nationalism  and  Communism  may  bring 
a  deluge  of  blood  on  a  wilful  world  that  seems  in  its  mentality 
to  be  educated  only  by  the  movies.  The  moving  pictures  of 
nature  and  the  stars,  we  think,  should  herd  their  childish  ma- 
terialistic minds  away  from  the  bad  wolf  of  Soviet  Agnosticism. 
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THE    CATHOLIC    CHESTERTON 

By  REV.  T.  J.  MANLEY. 

IT  is  with  a  deep  conviction  of  his  utter  inability  to  do  justice 
to  this  great  subject,  that  the  writer  approaches  the  study 
of  Gilbert  Keith  Chesterton.  And  yet,  at  the  same  timei,  it  is 
indeed  a  great  privilege  to  be  permitted  to  lay,  even,  a  simple 
wreath  of  remembrance,  at  the  feet  of  this  great  champion  of 
everything  that  is  good  and  sane  and  worth  while  in  this  world 
of  ours.  And  tlie  writer  is  particularly  fortunate  in  offering 
his  poor  tribute  to  a  Catholic  periodical,  for,  as  Mr.  Hilaire 
Belloc  so  truly  remarks  in  a  recent  article  on  Mr.  Chesterton 
in  the  Universe:  "It  is  not  possible  to  write  of  Gilbert  Chester- 
ton, especially  now  that  he  is  dead,  save  within  the  walls  of 
the  Gatholiic  Church."  Chesterton  was  peculiarly  ours;  this 
was  true  even  before  he  openly  embraced  the  Paith,  which  for 
years  he  had  so  openly  admired.  The  world  mourns  his  pass- 
ing because  it  will  miss  his  jolly,  robust  humour,  his  under- 
standing interest  in  the  humble,  sadly  neglected  and  generally 
overlooked  little  average  man.  The  world  of  Letters  reeog- 
nized  him  as  that  unique  figure,  a  genius.  It,  too,  will  miss 
him;  it  Avill  miss  the  mental  exhilaration  produced  by  his 
paradoxical  prose;  it  will  miss  the  rhythmic  swing  of  his' 
poetry  as  he  rode  forth  on  Pegasus  to  do  battle  with  the  miany 
evils  of  his  day.  But  the  popular  spotlight  will  play  upon 
other  writers,  writers  who  are  prepared  to  pander  to  the 
popular  taste,  at  no  time  very  discriminating.  True,  in  the 
world  of  Letters  there  will  alwiays  be  those  who  will  enjoy  the 
stimulation  of  reading  and  re-reading  Chesterton,  but  there 
are  sure  to  be  others  who  will  arise,  monopolizing  the  attention 
of  reading  men.  With  the  Church,  however,  it  is  different. 
To  Her,  his  passing  means  the  loss  of  a  powerful  defender  at 
a  time  when  she  is  being  hard  pressed,  w(hen  she  has  need  of 
all  her  valiant  men.  And'  while  Theodore  Maynard  declares 
that  it  is  by  bis  style  that  Chesterton  will  live,  adding,  "for 
nothing   endures   like   style,"   we   humbly   take    exception   to 
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this  statement.  To  us  it  seems  that  immortality  is  assured 
Chesterton's  work  by  the  same  Divine  agency  that  assured  him 
of  the  immortality  of  his  soul,  namely,  his  Faith.  And  inas- 
much as  it  is  our  confident  belief  that  this  Faith  will  endure 
until  the  end  of  time,  so  we  are  also  convinced  that  his  name 
and  his  writings  in  defence  of  the  Faith,  will  be  inscribed  in 
her  imperisha'ble  records,  alongside  these  other  immortals, 
Augustine  and  Aquinas. 

CHESTERTON,  THE  APOLOGIST. 

Many  are  curious  to  know  why  Chestert'on,,  after  giving  such 
undeniable  proof  of  his  admiration  and  love  for  the  Church 
through  the  years,  postponed  so  long  taking  the  final  step  that 
brought  him  into  the  Fold.  A  full  and  detailed  explanation 
will,  no  doubt,  be  given  in  his  autobiograpihy,  which  he  com- 
pleted shortly  before  his  death.  However,  in  the  meantime,  we 
have  his  book,  "The  Thing. "  Here  he  has  a  chapter  entitled, 
""Wiky  I  Am  A  Catholic."  In  his  opening  paragraph,  he  per- 
forms a  post-mortem  on  Protestantism ;  and  the  keen  scalpel  of 
his  logic  reveals  the  fact  that  the  Reformation  gave  to  Pro- 
testantism ''the  worst  things  in  worldly  CathoUcism,"  which 
only  imcreased  in  virulence.  He  described  how  he  made  the 
discovery  that  the  genuine  Protestant  creed  ''is  now  hardly 
held  by  anybody — least  of  all  by  the  Protestants."  He 
demonstrates  this  by  an  appeal  to  the  modern  man  concerning 
the  relative  value,  in  the  eye  of  God,  of  Theology — the  Faith 
in  Faith  alone,  teaching  of  early  Protestantism,  or  Faith  in 
good  works,  to  the  poor,  for  instance — "the  rather  shameful 
badge  of  the  disreputable  Papist."  He  is  confident  that  the 
modem  man  would  certainly  choose  good  works.  In  the  age- 
old  quarrel  between  Catholicism  and  Calvanism  about  tlieir 
respective  concepts  of  God,  he  is  positive  that  the  modern  man 
would  prefer  the  Catholic  God,  "who  made  all  men  for  joy, 
and  desires  to  save  them  all,  to  a  God  who  made  some  for 
involuntary  sin  and  immortal  misery."  He  observes  how  many 
Catholic  practices  and  beliefs  have  not  only  survived,  but  that 
the  judgment  of  four  centuries  has  so   completely  justified 
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them,  that  they  are  now  being  copied  by  tho.se  who  condemned 
them.  Thus,  "Psycho-analysis  is  the  Confessional  without  the 
safeguard  of  the  Coiifessional ;  Communism  is  tlie  Franciscan 
movement  without  the  moderating  balance  of  the  Church;  and 
the  American  sects  having  howled  for  three  centuries  at  the 
Popish  theatriciaiity  and  mere  appeal  to  the  senses,  now 
"brighten  their  services  by  super-theatrical  films  and  rays  of 
rose-red  lights  falling  on  the  head  of  the  minister."  And  he 
adds  with  a  typical  Chestertonian  touch:  "If  we  had  a  ray  of 
light  to  throw  labout,  we  should  not  throw  it  on  the  minister." 

Concerning  the  negative  aspects  of  Protesautism,  this  he 
sums  up  in  one  sentence.  "The  legend  that  Rome  is  wrong 
anyhow,  is  still  a  living  thing,  though  all  the  features  of  the 
monster  are  now  entirely  altered  in  the  caricature."  He 
touches  lightly  on  his  own  early  religious  experience,  except  to 
explain  that  he  was  the  child  of  a  purely  Proitesitant  ancestrj', 
and  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  a  Protestant  household.  He  was 
brought  up  as  "a  sort  of  Universalist  and  Unitarian."  Even 
here  he  found  traces  of  Catholicism  in  the  Universialist  belief 
in  the  progress  after  death,  which  he  regarded  as  the  same 
thing  as  Purgatory.  Eventually,  he  decided  that  there  was  no 
longer  any  question  of  clinging  to  the  Protestiant  Faith — only 
whether  he  would  cling  to  the  Protestant  feud.  He  felt  that  he 
must  find  the  answer  to  the  question,  why  this  feud  so  constant 
and  so  inconsistent?  He  admits  that  the  question  took  a  long 
time  to  answer.  Perhaps  that  explains  his  delay  in  entering 
the  Church.  But  he  found  the  answer  eventually,  the  ooily 
logical  answer,  and  one  "which  every  fact  of  life  now  confirms; 
that  the  Thing  is  hated  as  nothing  else  is  hated,  simply  because 
it  is,  in  the  exact  sense  of  a  popular  phrase,  like  nothing  on 
earth." 

Some,  unaccustomed  to  English  bluntness,  may  wince  as 
they  read  the  honest  and  candid  expressions  of  opinion  given 
above.  But  the  average  Englishman  prides  himself  on  his  ability 
to  give  and  take.  In  eontroversy,  he  asks  no  quarter  and  gives 
none.  In  the  introduction  to  this  work,  "The  Thing,"  Chesterton 
picks  up  the  gauntlet  thrown  down  by  the  Dean  of  St.  Paul's, 
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wbom  he  quotes  as  decribing  the  Church  as  a  treacherous  and 
bloody  corporation;  by  Mr.  H.  G.  Wells,  who  describes  the 
Blessed  Trinity  as  an  undignified  dance;  and  the  Bishop  of 
Birmingham,  who  compares  the  Blessed  Sacrament  to  a  bar- 
barous blood  feast.  "With  sturdy  loyalty  to  the  Faith  he  had 
accepted,  and  whose  cause  he  had  so  whole-heartedly  espoused, 
"G.K."  sounds  the  Wiarning  that  he  is  going  into  battle,  and 
tliat  "  if  ...  I  find  that  my  co-religionists  are  being  pelted  with 
insults  for  saying  that  their  religion  is  right,  it  would  ill 
become  me  not  to  put  myself  in  the  way  of  being  insulted." 
No,  you  would  never  find  Chesterton  skulking.  He  placed 
himself  in  the  very  front  lines  where  he  would  receive  the  full 
force  of  the  blows  aimed  at  the  Church,  and  where  he  could  re- 
turn these  blows  as  he  wielded  that  shining  two-ed^ed  siWcrd — 
his  brilliant  mind  and  his  facile  pen.  The  Church  could  do  with 
a  few  more  Chestertons  not  only  in  Europe,  but  here  in  our 
own  Americas.  Real  men  always  appreciate  courage,  whether 
physical  courage  or  the  courage  to  defend  one's  convictions. 
The  proof  that  Chesterton  did  not  suffer  any  loss  of  esteem 
among  right-thinking  men,  because  of  his  honest  bluntiiess,  is 
to  be  found  in  the  numerous  and  glowing  tributes  paid  to  him 
after  his  deatb  by  non-Catholic  religious  newsipapers.  Thus, 
the  Christian  World :  "I^et  us  thankfully  acknowledge  our  de'bt 
to  G.  K.  Chesterton  for  oountless  pages  which  have  given  us 
delight  and  stimulation,  whether  we  be  of  the  left,  or  the  right, 
Catholic  or  Protestant."  And  read  this  tribute  from  the  Guar- 
dian :  '  'Many  men  in  middle  life  will  have  read  of  the  d-eath  of 
G.  K.  Chesterton  with  a  sense  of  personal  losis,  because  under 
God  it  is  to  him  that  IJhey  owed  a  decisive  turn  towards  the 
Christian  Faith."  The  Methodist  Recorder  says,  in  part: 
"Wherever  tbe  English  language  is  spoken  or  read,  G.  K.  C. 
is  known,  admired  and  even  loved."  Finally,  the  Methodist 
Times  and  Leader:  **The  passing  of  Gilbert  Chesterton  is  an 
immense  loss  to  literature  and  to  religion."  But  before  ending 
the  tributes,  we  must  add  this  one  from  Mr.  H.  G.  Wells:  "He 
was  a  great  friend."  "I  attach  high  importance  to  his  work." 
Many  literary   lights  in  England  and  elsewhere  express 
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amazement  that  Chesterton  should  have  "verted"  to  Rome. 
And  yet,  as  Mr.  Hilaire  Belloc  points  out,  it  was  the  obvi-ous 
thing  for  him  to  do.  Years  ago  men  like  Mr,  B^lLoc  and  G.  K. 
Chesterton  recognized  a  great  fact,  which  is  now  so  apparent 
that  no  thinking  man  would  care  to  challenge  it — namely,  the 
sharp,  well-defined  cleavage  in  the  modem  white  world.  To- 
day it  is  noAvhere  blurred  as  it  once  w^as.  It  has  become  a 
clear-cut  outline  which  even  the  dullest  minds  can  discern. 
Need  we  explain  tliat  this  line  of  cleavage  is  between  those 
who  are  drawn  into,  and  are  of  the  spirit  of,  the  Catholic 
Church,  and  those  w'ho  are  unalterably  opposed  to  Her,  who 
hate  Her,  and  all  Her  works.  Chesterton  stood  on  the  Catholic 
side  from  the  beginning.  Mr.  George  Shuster,  writing  in  the 
Commonweal,  points  out  that,  in  one  of  Chesterton's  earliest 
essays,  the  ''Defendaut,"  in  which  he  satirizes  brilliantly 
everything  for  which  Oscar  Wilde  stood,  even  at  that  time  it 
was  possible  to  foresee  Chesterton  as  a  Defender  of  the  Faith. 
Orthodoxy,  written  as  early  as  1908,  pointed  so  clearly  to  the 
Catholic  Church,  as  the  possessor  of  the  Ohrisitian  Faith,  in 
which  he,  "G.K."  believed,  that  Theodore  Maynard  declares: 
"If  four  years  late  I  entered  the  Catholic  Church,  it  was  mainly 
due  to  my  reading  this  book  until  I  knew  it  almost  by  heart." 
But,  perhaps,  the  best  explanation  of  why  Chesterton  became 
a  Catholic,  and  an  explanation  endorsed  by  G.  K.  himself,  is 
contained  in  an  anecdote  told  to  Clement  Dane,  of  "The  Uni- 
verse," by  a  mutual  friend  of  both  Chesterton  and  himself.  The 
mutual  friend  had  met  Chesterton  outside  Victoria  Station 
and  told  him  that,  on  the  previous  evening,  at  a  gathering  of 
men  of  letters,  he  had  been  asked  by  a  well-known,  but 
puzzled,  writer:  "Why  did  Chesterton  join  your  Churcih?"  To 
which  he  replied:  ''Well,  I  could  give  you  the  exact  reason, 
but  you  wouldn't  understand  it."  "And  what,"  Chesterton 
asked,  'Svas  the  reason  you  would  have  given  him?"  "The 
Grace  of  God!"  And  G,  K.  C,  knowing  the  writer  w'ho  had 
asked  the  question,  burst  into  a  peal  of  characteristic  laughter, 
and,  clapping  his  friend  on  the  back,  shouted:  "Splendid! 
Splendid !" 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES  121 


CHESTERTON'S  CATHOLICITY  IN  POETRY. 

In  Chesterton's  poetry,  no  less  than  in  his  prose,  there 
breathes  the  very  soul  of  Catholicity.  In  fact,  there  are  those 
who  maintain  that  in  Chesterton's  poems  are  to  be  found,  "the 
cream  of  his  message  and  the  high-water  mark  of  his  art,"  A 
poet  strives  to  reveal  his  soul  in  a  manner  at  once  beautiful 
and  appealing.  And  his  was  such  a  beautiful  soul  that  when 
it  stood  revealed  in  all  its  Catholic  humility,  honesty  and 
courage,  it  might  Avell  draw  men  towards  his  Church,  even 
more  powerfully  than  the  unanswerable  logic  of  his  prose.  If 
there  is  one  dominant  note  in  all  of  Chesterton's  writings, 
whether  prose  or  poetry,  it  is  humility ;  if  there  is  one  pet  hate, 
it  is  the  pride  of  Lucifer.  And  yet,  in  his  humility,  there  is  not 
a  trace  of  servilty;  instead,  we  find  indomitable  courage  and* 
unshakeable  confidence  in  the  ultimate  victory  of  God  over 
Satan,  of  right  over  wrong.  Thus,  in  "The  Ballad  of  the 
White  Horse,"  Alfred  the  Great,  disguised  as  a  wandering 
minstrel,  is  being  taunted  by  the  victorious  Guthrum,  who 
sneers  at  him  and  his  Saxon  kinsmen,  because  they  worship 
the  One  who  was  slain,  who  had  taught  them  to  forgive  their 
enemies.  Alfred  seizes  his  harp  and  flings  back  his  defiant 
answer.  The  following  verses  contain  this  admixture  of 
humility  and  heavenly  pride,  tliis  certainty  of  ultimate  victory 
in  the  face  of  utter  defeat : 

But  though  I  lie  on  the  floor  of  the  world, 

With  the  seven  sins  for  rods, 

I  would  rather  fall  with  Adam 

Than  rise  with  all  your  gods. 

Sirs,  I  am  but  a  nameless  man, 

A  rhymester  without  home, 

Yet  since  I  come  of  the  Wessex  clay 

And  carry  the  cross  of  Rome, 

I  will  even  answer  the  mighty  earl 

That  asked  of  Wessex  men 

Why  they  be  meek  and  monkish  folk. 

And  bow  to  the  White  Lord's  broken  yoke; 

What  sign  have  we  save  blood  and  smoke? 

Here  is  my  answer  then. 
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That  on  you  is  fallen  the  shadow, 

And  not  upon  the  Name; 

That  though  we  scatter  and  though  we  fly, 

And  you  hang  over  us  like  the  sky, 

You  are  more  tired  of  victory, 

Than  we  are  tired  of  shame. 

That  though  you  hunt  the  Christian  man 
Like  a  hare  on  the  hillside. 
The  hare  has  still  more  heart  to  run 
Than  3'ou  have  heart  to  ride. 

That  though  all  lances  split  on  you. 
And  swords  be  heaved  in  vain, 
"We  have  more  lust  again  to  lose 
Than  you  to  Avin  again. 

In  that  marching,  singing  epic,  "Lepanto,"  G.K.  is  a  cru- 
sader of  the  16th  Century  riding  with  Don  John  of  Austria  to 
save  Europe,  and  especially  Christianity,  from  Moslem  domina- 
tion. Here  Avas  a  role  that  he  loved;  here  was  a  role  that  he 
could  live;  for  he  was  passionately  fond  of  chivalry  and 
gloried  in  the  battle  for  the  right. 

In  the  following  lines  we  can  almost  hear  the  beat  of  the 
drum,  the  jingling  of  the  harness  and  the  muffled  hoof-beats, 
as  Don  John  of  Austria  goes  riding  out  to  war: 

"Dim  drums  throbbing,  in  the  hills  half  heard. 
Where   only  on   a   nameless  throne   a   crownless  prince   has 

stirred. 
Where,  risen  from  a  doubtful  seat  and  half  attainted  stall, 
The  last  knight  of  Europe  takes  weapons  from  the  wall, 
The  last  and  lingering  troubadour  to  whom  the  bird  has  sung, 
That  once  went  singing  southward  when  all  the  world  was 

young. 
In  that  enormous  silence,  tiny  and  unafraid. 
Comes  up  along  a  winding  road  the  noise  of  the  Crusade. 
Strong  gongs  groaning  as  the  guns  boom  far, 
Don  John  of  Austria  is  going  to  the  war. 
Stiff  flags  straining  in  the  night-blasts  cold 
In  the  gloom  black-purple,  in  the  glint  old-gold. 
Torchlight  crimson  on  the  copper  kettle-drums, 
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Then  the  tuckets,  then  the  trumpets,  then  the  cannon,  and  he 

comes. 
Don  John  laughing  in  the  brave  beard  curkd, 
Spurning  of  his  stirrups  like  the  thrones  of  all  the  world, 
Holding  his  head  up  for  a  flag  of  all  the  free, 

Don  John  of  Ausitria 
Is  riding  to  the  sea." 

His  willingness  to  be  a  fool  for  Christ's  sake,  to  patiently 
endure  the  taunts  of  his  fellow  intellectuals,  because  of  the 
Faith  he  openly  avowed,  and  yet  glorying  in  the  fact  that  he 
was  able  to  serve  his  Master  in  any  capacity,  however  humble 
— this  is  reflected  in  the  dramatic  lines  to  ''The  Donkey"; 

"The  tattered  outlaw  of  the  earth, 
Of  ancient  crooked  will ; 
Starve,  scourge,  deride  me ;  I  am  dumb, 
*       I  keep  my  secret  still. 

Fools !  For  I  also  had  my  hour. 
One  far  fiercer  hour  and  sweet ; 
There  was  a  shout  about  my  ears, 
And  palms  before  ray  feet." 

We  have  considered  only  three  of  his  numerous  poems. 
Space  will  permit  us  to  consider  only  one  other.  "We  would 
like  our  readers  to  ponder  over  his  poem  "The  Convert,"  which 
we  repro'd'uce  below.  Here,  for  the  whole  world  to  see,  is  a 
striking  picture  of  a  soul's  transformation  when,  having  bowed 
the  head,  having  submitted  a  brilliant  mind  to  the  teaching 
authority  of  the  Church,  it  once  more  comes,  "out  where  the 
old  road  shone  white."  The  words  that  he  heard,  from  "the 
forest  of  tongues,"  the  thoughts  these  words  revealed — once, 
perhaps,  they  were  important,  but  now,  "being  not  unlovable, 
but  strange  and  light."  And  all  the  wisdom  of  the  sages  are 
as  trivial  as  dust  to  him,  beside  the  knowledge  that  he  lives 
anew : 

"After  one  moment  when  I  bowed  my  head 
And  the  whole  world  turned  over  and  came  upright. 
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And  I  came  out  where  the  old  road  shone  white, 
I  walke-d  th^e  ways  and  heard  what  all  men  said, 
Forests  of  tong^ues,  like  autumn  leaves  unshed, 
Being  not  unlovable,  but  strange  and  light; 
Old  riddles  and  new  creeds,  not  in  despite 
But  softly,  as  men  smile  about  the  dead. 

The  sages  have  a  hundred  maps  to  give 
That  trace  their  crawling  cosmos  like  a  tree, 
They  rattle  reason  out  through  many  a  sieve 
That  stores  the  sand  and  lets  the  gold  go  free ; 
And  all  these  things  are  less  tlian  dlist  to  me 
Because  my  name  is  Lazarus  and  I  live." 

Our  poor  wreath  is  almost  finished.  And  yet,  we  have  said 
little  of  Chesterton  the  man,  so  lovable,  so  gay,  so  human,  so 
saint-like.  We  have  said  little  of  his  literary  style,  and  princi- 
pally because  we  do  not  feel  competent  to  pass  judgment  on 
his  genius.  We  have  endeavoured  merely  to  call  attenty>n  to 
the  immense  debt  of  gratitude  that  we  Catholics  owe  to  our 
dead  Champion.  May  we  suggest  that  the  greatest  tribute  we 
can  pay  him,  the  most  genuine  proof  of  our  appreeiatian  of 
what  he  has  done  for  us,  now  that  he  is  gone,  is  to  re-read  his 
writings.  Those  who  knew  him  intimately  tell  us  that  he 
loved  to  be  read. 

To  paraphrase  a  line  from  his  beloved  "Lepanto,"— T/ie  last 
knight  of  Europe  hangs  weapons  on  the  wall.  There  he  was, 
defending  the  ramparts  of  the  Faith,  thrusting  and  parrying  to 
the  last,  holding  at  bay  the  enemies  of  the  Church  who  feared 
and  respeeted  him,  when  the.  Messenger  of  the  Great  and 
Eternal  King  touched  him  on  the  shoulder  and  bade  him  desist 
from  the  fray  and  adjourn  to  the  Eternal  banquet  hall,  there 
to  receive  the  reward  of  his  valour. 
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The  CENTURION 

By  RT.  REV.  JAMES  B.  BOLLARD 
Litt.D. 

PART  VI. 

Armageddon 

DURING  the  Centurion's  stay 
with  th€  Roman  Twelfth 
Legion  at  Tiberias,  complaints 
drifted  in  of  the  depredations 
committed  by  a  fierce  band  of 
robbers  on  the  historic  Plain  of 
Esdraelon-.  This  had  been  always 
a  favourite  haunt  of  desert  freebooters,  and  the  Centurion  was 
immediately  despatched  with  a  small  detachment  to  protect 
travellers  crossing  the  Plain,  "on  their  lawful  occasions."  It 
was  an  assignment  that  was  much  welcomed  by  the  young 
officer,  as  the  history  of  that  great  valley  had  made  a  deep 
impression  on  his  mind. 

Striking  eastward  from  Tiberias,  the  Romans  passed  be- 
tween Cana  and  Mount  Thabor,  then  turned  due  south  across 
the  great  Plain,  in  the  direction  of  the  village  of  Megiddo.  They 
were  soon  in  the  heart  of  the  historic  Plain;  storied  and 
romantic  mountains  surrounded  them  in  the  distance.  The 
Mountains  of  Gilboa,  the  great  Range  of  Carmel,  Mount  Thabor, 
Little  Ilermon,  the  Hills  of  Galilee,  and  the  Mountains  of 
Samaria — all  gazed  down  upon  the  Valley  of  Esdraelon,  and 
eaeh  brought  up  its  memory  of  the  days  of  old !  On  this  Plain, 
and  on  those  hills,  in  days  long  past,  Barak  had  conquered  the 
army  of  elabin;  and  the  noble  Gideon  had  charged  into  the 
dismayed  ranks  of  the  Midianites  with  his  splendid  war-cry — 
''The  Sword  of  the  Lord  and  of  Gideon!" 

Here,  Josiah,  King  of  Israel,  was  killed  in  battle  against  the 
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Egyptians.  On  the  heights  of  Gilboa,  the  Philistines  conquered 
Saul,  the  anointed  of  God,  and  slaughtered  the  army  of  Israel. 
The  bitter  mourning  of  David  for  Saul,  and  for  his  bosom- 
friend  Jonathan,  came  to  the  memory  of  the  Centurion:  "Ye 
mountains  of  Gilboa,  may  neither  dew  nor  rain  fall  upon  you ; 
nor  let  sacrifices  be  offered  on  your  high  places;  for  there  was 
cast  down  the  shield   of  Saul,  as  though   he  never  were  an 

anointed  king"! 

****** 

It  was  the  month  of  February,  yet  the  great  vale  was  a  mass 
of  colour,  for  it  was  literally  covered  with  the  crimson  anemone, 
the  "Rose  of  Sharon,"  and  carpeted  with  masses  of  the  small 
golden  iris,  the  "lilies  of  the  valley,"  mentioned  in  the  Canticle 
of  Canticles!  A  light  of  indescribable  beauty  bathed  the 
flowery  fields  through  which  the  Legionaries  marched.  They 
were  on  a  mission  of  danger,  perhaps  of  death,  and  it  seemed 
to  the  Centurion  as  if  Heaven  were  giving  them  a  'last  proof 
of  how  beautiful  this  land  of  Galilee  could  be.  The  young 
officer  shivered  as  with  a  sudden  chill.  Was  this  a  premonition 
of  danger  and  death — the  shadow  of  the  grim  spectre  that 
stalks  the  path  of  all  poor  mortals? 

The  Centurion  looked  suddenly  at  his  men.  They  were 
marching  along  quite  cheerfully,  with  never  a  thought  of  strife 
or  of  conflict  in  their  minds.  A  sharp  order  from  their  officer 
called  them  to  attention,  and  every  man  grasped  his  sword 
and  stood  ready  for  action.  The  next  moment  the  quiet  of  the 
day  was  broken  by  screams  of  terror,  and  by  shouts  of  rage. 
A  short  distance  in  front  of  the  Romans  was  a  rise  of  ground 
covered  with  trees ;  and  from  behind  this  screen  of  trees  a 
crowd  of  fugitives  of  both  sexes  rushed  toward  the  legionaries. 
Behind  them  armed  troops  of  outlaws  were  seen  closely  in 
pursuit,  and  they  were  mercilessly  cutting  down  any  stragglers 
who  were  unable  to  keep  up  with  tbeir  friends.  The  Roman 
Legionaries  opened  ranks  for  the  hunted  party  to  pass,  then 
closed  like  a  gate  of  steel  and  engaged  the  robbers.  In  num- 
bers the  latter  far  exceeded  the  soldiers,  but  the  veteran  legion- 
aries never  gave  a  thought  to  that.    In  a  moment  a  fierce  en- 
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gagement  was  on,  and  swords  were  clashing  with  a  terrific 
din.  From  the  first,  the  Roman  gladius,  or  short-sword,  once 
more  proved  itself  a  king  of  weapons.  The  robbers  fell  in 
windrows  before  the  advancing  lines.  No  quarter  was  given 
and  it  was  a  combat  fierce  and  deadly  as  ever  the  legionaries 
had  experienced.  The  conflict  ended  with  the  complete  an- 
nihilation of  the  whole  robber-band.  When  the  exhausted 
soldiers  had  leisure  to  look  around,  they  found  about  thirty  of 
their  own  men  dead  or  grievously  wounded,  and  among  the 
latter,  they  discovered  to  their  unbounded  dismay,  was  their 
brave  young  leader  the  Centurion ! 

Quintus  Maximus  Lapidus  lay  unconscous  and  breathing 
stertorously.  He  had  received  a  mortal  wound  in  the  head, 
and  his  death  was  a  matter  of  minutes,  not  of  hours.  Mean- 
while, he  was  obsessed  by  a  strange  dream  or  rather  phantasy. 
The  place  where  he  lay,  Megiddo  or  Armageddon,  seemed  to 
him  to  be  a  stronghold  of  Evil.  He  saw  the  dark  towering  ram- 
parts of  the  City  of  Dis  nearby.  Now  he  knew  it  for  the  City 
of  Dis,  again  it  became  the  City  of  Sodom!  There,  the  kings 
of  wickedness  held  sway  and  plotted  against  the  holy  designs 
of  Heaven.  Vast  wheels  seemed  to  swing  in  space  groaning 
on  their  axles,  and  their  united  din  at  every  revolution  took  on 
the  sound  of  the  word  '' Armageddon"!  The  sound  of  that 
awful  word  seemed  to  him  a  malediction  and  a  denial  flung  in 
the  very  face  of  God!  He  must  get  out  of  this  dreadful  city 
of  confusion  and  sin !  There  was  a  steep  slope  before  him.  If 
he  could  get  to  the  top  of  that  slope,  he  would  see  the  country 
of  God  and  all  would  be  well.  By  a  terrific  effort,  he  was 
climbing  up  the  slope,  and  at  length  he  gained  the  top.  There 
was  the  Plain  of  Esdraelon  stretching  to  the  North,  and  in  the 
far  distance  was  holy  Nazareth,  with  a  bright  light  shining 
over  it.  But  even  as  the  Centurion  rejoiced  in  this  sight,  the 
rock  to  which  he  was  clinging  crumbled  in  his  hands,  and  he 
fell  backward  into  the  City  of  Evil !  Again,  the  grinding  of 
the  vast  wheels  overwhelmed  his  very  souL,  and  the  woeful 
sound  '^ Armageddon" !  "Armageddon" !  "Armageddon"!  mad- 


128 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

deningly  repeated  beat  upon  his  brain.    It  seemed  to  him  that 

a  dozen  times  he  made  this  effort  of  climbing  the  slope  and  a 

dozen  times  he  fell  back.     Each  eft'ort,  phantasmal  though  it 

was,  took  its  toll  of  life-energy  from  the  injured  brain.     The 

Centurion  was  dying  fast.     For  the  last  time,  he  gained  the 

edge  of  the  slope,  and  this  time,  in  his  determination  not  to 

fall  back,  he  gave  out  all  the  energy  that  was  in  him.     The 

light  from  Nazareth  was  coming  nearer  and  nearer  across  the 

great  Plain.     The  fringe  of  the  illumination  was  now  close  to 

where  he  desperately  clung.     Two  bright  figures  were  coming 

in  the  lovely  radiance.     With  a  happy  cry  of  recognition,  he 

cast  himself  forward  to  meet  Them.     In  that  moment,  death 

separated  his  soul  from  his  wounded  body!     His  body  fell 

prone,  but  his  soul  went  joyfully  forward! 
****** 

Quintus  Maximus  found  himself  going  forward  over  the 
Plain,  northward  towards  Nazareth.  A  great  ecstasy  filled  his 
whole  being.  He  knew  that  he  had  experienced  the  ordeal  of 
death,  and  that  his  body  was  just  now  being  laid  in  a  newly- 
dug  grave  at  Armageddon,  by  his  faithful  legionaries.  The  loss 
of  the  body  seemed  to  make  no  difference.  His  perceptions  were 
clearer  and  brighter  now,  if  anything.  He  seemed  to  under- 
stand everything.  There  were  no  mysteries  now  to  his  mind. 
The  plans  of  God  were  plain  and  manifest  in  all  things.  He 
was  now  a  spirit,  an  unearthly  intelligence,  and  his  companions 
— wonderful  to  imagine — were  the  Boy  Jesus^  the  Son  of  God, 
and  Mary  His  Mother.  Esdraelon  seemed  to  him  a  part  of 
Heaven!  The  sunbeams  flashed;  the  flowerets  swayed  in  the 
soft  breeze;  the  birds  called  to  each  other  from  tree  to  tree. 
The  Boy  Christ  was  speaking  to  him  now.  He  was  telling  him 
that  he  (the  Centurion)  had  now  come  through  the  gates  of 
Death  and  Judgment,  and  had  been  deemed  worthy  of  being 
admitted  to  the  company  of  the  Just.  His  place,  therefore,  was 
in  Limbo  with  the  happy  souls  of  the  saints  of  old  who  were 
there  awaiting  the  coming  of  the  Messiah.  The  gates  of  Heaven 
were  still  closed  and  would  only  be  opened  when  the  Son  of 
God  descended  into  that  holy  place  of  rest.    Only  a  few  years, 
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the  remainder  of  His  own  life  on  earth,  and  the  Son  of  Man 
would  die  on  the  Cross,  and  the  Gates  of  Paradise  would  bo 
opened.  Was  there  anything  he  desired  to  say  before  setting 
out  for  the  seats  of  the  holy  patriarchs? 

The  Centurion  gazed  with  unutterable  love  on  the  young 
Christ.  "Dearest  Lord,"  he  pleaded,  "to  be  near  You  is  the 
supremest  wish  of  my  soul.  Could  I  not,  therefore,  remain  here 
near  Nazareth  until  the  day  of  your  return  to  Paradise? — I 
could  wander  over  this  flowery  plain;  I  could  visit  the  holy 
places  of  Israel,  and,  now  and  again,  I  might  be  permitted  to  be 
in  Your  company  with  Your  Blessed  Mother  and  Joseph,  at  the 
loved  home  I  know  so  well." 

A  smile  of  divinest  love  shone  on  the  face  of  the  Boy-God, 
as  He  answered:  "Your  wish  is  granted,  beloved  friend.  You 
shall  remain  here  with  us  until  the  end,  and  we  shall  enter 

together  the  mansions  of  My  Father." 

****** 

The  remainder  of  the  journey  passed  swiftly  like  a  happy 
dream. 

On  the  edge  of  the  slope  that  lifted  itself  abruptly  in  front 
of  Nazareth,  they  found  Joseph  with  his  quiet  and  patient 
smile,  waiting  to  welcome  them.  He  greeted  the  soul  of  the 
Centurion  with  affectionate  words,  and  the  four  passed  up 
through  the  familiar  street.  They  met  and  greeted  many  of 
the  Nazarenes  before  they  entered  the  Holy  House,  but  these 
good  folk  saw  only  the  Holy  Family,  a  sight  to  which  they 
were  daily  accustomed.  There  was  only  one  little  girl,  more 
favoured  of  Heaven  than  the  rest,  who  seemed  to  note  some- 
thing unusual  in  the  company.  She  hurried  in  to  her  own 
home,  and  announced  to  her  mother:  "I  saw  Jesus  and  Joseph 
and  Mary  passing  by,  and  with  them  was  the  Airchangel 
Michael,  splendid  with  sword  and  shield." 

But  we  know  that  it  was  not  the  great  Archangel  the  eyes 
of  innocence  saw,  but  the  soul  of  the  young  Centurion  Quintus 
Maximus  Lapidus  coming  joyously  to  the  bourne  of  his  heart's 
desire ! 

THE  END. 
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PHILOSOPHY    OF    BEAUTY   AND 
CHRISTIAN   ART 

By  REV.  RICHARD  T.  McGRATH, 
St.    Augustine's    Seminary. 

THERE  are  few  joys  greater  than  the  joy  of  making  some- 
thing, bringing  something  into  existence  so  that  you  can 
call  it  your  very  own.  Even  the  Creator,  looking  about  upon 
th«  world  He  had  drawn  out  of  nothingness,  rejoiced  in  His 
handiwork,  if  we  may  thus  speak  of  God,  for  He  "saw  that 
it  was  good."  So  has  it  been  with  man,  the  great  masterpiece 
of  that  Greatest  of  Craftsmen,  ever  since  the  dawn  of  history. 
In  every  era  it  has  been  humanity's  proudest  boast  to  point 
to  something  that  did  not  know  the  light  of  day  before  and  say 
''I  made  it."  And  so  now,  I  am  going  to  discuss  some  of  the 
lovelier  things  that  men  have  made,  things  that  were  almost 
part  of  themselves :  so  much  a  part  of  themselves,  indeed,  that 
a  great  artist  could,  on  his  deathbed,  dream  of  the  finest  pieces 
his  brush  had  traced,  and  say  quite  poetically,  "Non  omnis 
moriar" — when  I  die,  something  of  me  will  still  live  on.  Jacques 
Maritain  sums  up  this  thought  very  strikingly:  ''The  work 
of  art  has  been  pondered  before  being  made,  has  been  kneaded 
and  prepared,  formed,  brooded  over,  and  matured  in  a  mind 
before  emerging  into  matter.  And  there  it  will  always  retain 
the  colour  and  savour  of  the  spirit."  To  trace  this  intimate 
process  is  my  present  problem.  In  doing  so,  I  shall  set  forth 
the  philosophy  of  beauty;  and,  incidentally,  the  beauty  of 
Philosophy,  which  alone  can  set  our  steps  on  the  right  path 
in  dealing  with  so  intricate  and  delicate  a  question. 

IS  BEAUTY  A  TRANSCENDENTAL? 

At  the  start  we  must  get  some  notion  of  what  beauty  is, 
in  what  it  consists,  what  are  its  component  elements.  First  let 
me  ask  you  sharply:    Is  beauty  a  transcendental?    That  is  to 
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say,  does  it  deserve  a  plaC'C  amongst  those  great  universal 
notions  which  can  be  extended  to  all  existing  things?  You 
remember  rhyming  off  the  list,  viz.,  unum,  verum,  bonum, 
a'lquid,  ens,  and  proving  that  these  five  terms  are  interchange- 
abl'e,  so  that  we  can  assert :  Omn^e  ens  est  bonum,  Omne  ens 
est  verum,  etc.  Everything  is  good.  Everything  is  true.  That 
brings  us  to  the  crux  of  the  question.  Can  we  say:  Omne  ens 
est  pulehrum?  Everything  is  beautiful?  The  newspaper  ac- 
counts of  the  fashion  parade  at  the  Board  Walk  each  Easter 
seem  to  follow  this  principle.  By  a  stretch  of  the  imagination 
they  apply  the  words  "gorgeous,  attraetive,  dazzling,"  etc., 
to  anyone  that  happens  to  be  around  when  the  camera  clicks. 
Of  course  these  reporters  simply  have  to  be  chivalrous :  that's 
their  job.  But  facts  are  facts,  and  the  truth  is  often  bitter. 
We  can  almost  conclude  on  the  face  of  things  that  omne  ens 
is  not  pulehrum.  The  weight  of  the  evidence  is  against  our 
saying  that  beauty  is  a  transcendental. 

DEFINITION  OF   BEAUTY. 

And  now  for  a  definition  of  beauty.  It  is  a  magic  word 
which  conveys  a  very  definite  notion  and  yet  it  defies  defini- 
tion, in  the  strict  sense.  We  must  be  content  with  a  descrip- 
tion of  what  beauty  implies,  like  the  person  who,  when  asked 
what  is  man,  replied,  "Man  is  a  featherless  biped."  He  was 
not  exactly  wrong,  and  yet  he  left  a  lot  unsaid-  I  fear  the 
same  criticism  may  be  passed  on  this  paper  by  those  who  realize 
what  a  pretentious  subject  we  are  investigating.  Beauty  has 
so  many  divisions  and  phases  that  it  would  be  utterly  impos- 
sible to  do  the  topic  full  justice.  Let  me  say  at  once,  there- 
fore, that  this  discussion  will  centre  almost  solely  around  that 
particular  aspect  of  beauty  which  men  call  art,  and  especially 
the  art  of  the  painter.  But  at  the  same  time  the  principles 
set  forth  will  apply,  with  slight  modifications,  to  sculpture, 
architecture,  or  even  music. 
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DEFINITION   OF   ST.   THOMAS   AQUINAS. 

The  most  concise  and  exact  definition  is  given  us,  as  we 
might  expect,  by  St.  Thomas,  when  he  says:  ''Pulchrum  est 
id  quod  visum  placet."  The  beautiful  is  that  which  when  seen 
pleases  us.  This  short  phrase  establishes  the  twofold  element 
in  beauty,  viz.,  the  objective  (id  quod  visum)  that  which  when 
seen,  and  the  subjective  (placet)  pleases  us.  This  objective  ele- 
ment is  obviously  something  really  existing  which  we  can  per- 
ceive through  the  senses,  something  which  possesses  all  the 
qualities  that  should  belong  to  it,  something  made  as  it  ought  to 
be  made.  The  second  or  subjective  element  is  the  sense  of  joy  or 
pleasure  resulting  from  the  perception  of  that  object.  It  is  the 
appeal  made  to  the  will  through  the  two  senses  of  sight  and  hear- 
ing aided  by  the  judgment  of  the  mind.  Note  how  conventional 
this  rule  is,  in  that  this  delight  or  complacency  must  be  con- 
veyed either  through  the  eye  or  the  ear.  The  other  external 
senses  are  excluded.  To  illustrate:  a  flower  with  a  delicate 
perfume  would  not,  by  convention,  be  beautiful  because  of  that 
perfume.  Apple-pie  and  ice-cream,  even  though  fit  to  set  be- 
fore a  king,  would  not  rightly  be  called  beautiful.  Their  ap- 
peal is  to  the  lower  senses  of  smell  and  taste.  Yet  we  could 
call  that  flower  beautiful  because  of  its  wonderful  design  and 
its  striking  colours  so  pleasingly  blended.  But  let  me  repeat. 
Beauty  strictly  implies  an  appeal  to  the  appetitive  faculties  of 
rational  will  and  vis  aestimativa  (lower  will)  through  the  me- 
dium of  the  eye  or  ear.  Hence  it  refers,  by  convention,  only 
to  such  things  a.s  painting,  sculpture,  architecture,  poetry,  and 
music.    In  other  words  to  w^hatever  we  can  see  or  hear. 

THE  ELEMENT  OF  SPLENDOUR. 

Pushing  the  enquiry  a  little  further,  we  may  ask:  **Just 
what  is  it  that  makes  this  appeal?  What  qualities  are  essen- 
tial to  beauty?  Is  beauty  the  same  as  truth?  Is  it  the  same 
as  goodness?  Why  is  a  rose  beautiful  while  the  most  intricate 
figures  in  geometrical  drawing  are  at  best  merely  accurate  and 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 133 

symmetrical?  What  properties  has  the  rose  that  the  maze  of 
lines  and  circles  always  lacks  ?  The  answer  is  important.  Grasp 
it  well,  for  it  is  the  keynote  to  beauty.  It  is  expressed  in  the 
one  word,  "splendour,"  which  is  perhaps  best  translated  "radi- 
ance." Yes,  it  is  the  brilliant  dazzling  gleam,  the  halo  as  it 
were,  that  encircles  things  when  they  are  made  as  they  should 
be  made.  The  soul  of  the  artist  shines  through  his  work,  be 
that  artist  God,  from  whose  fingers  dropped  the  rosebud  and 
all  the  wondrous  lovely  things  in  His  Creation !  or  be  that  artist 
man,  whose  brush  traces  a  masterpiece  on  canvas.  The  soul  of 
the  artist  gives  it  a  splendour  which  raises  it  from  the  common- 
place to  a  higher  plane,  and  Beauty  smiles  upon  his  production 
and  stamps  it  with  the  seal  of  her  approval. 

ROLE  OF  MIND  AND  WILL;  THE  MECHANICS  OF  ART. 

Beneath  this  all-important  element  lies  a  threefold  factor 
without  which  there  can  be  no  real  art.  First,  the  artist  must 
have  an  idea,  clear  and  definite,  of  what  he  wants  to  paint, 
whether  it  be  a  child  playing  in  the  sand  on  the  seashore ;  or  the 
moonlight  peeking  through  the  clouds ;  or  a  house  behind  a  hill, 
a  house,  as  Joyce  Kilmer  thinks  of  it,  "spreading  its  loving- 
wooden  arms  to  shelter  a  man  and  wife."  Whatever  the  ob- 
ject, he  must  have  a  clear  mental  picture  of  it.  Secondly,  he 
must  want  to  express  that  idea,  i.e.,  he  must  have  a  real  desire 
to  put  down  on  canvas  his  interpretation  of  how  a  child  looks 
at  play,  because,  say,  he  loves  children.  Or  in  the  case  of  the 
house,  because  he  has  not  paid  the  rent  for  a  year  or  two  and 
is  wondering  how  much  longer  it  will  * '  spread  its  loving  wooden 
arms"  around  himself  and  the  wife.  Thirdly,  he  must  be  able 
to  express  the  idea  he  has  and  wishes  to  express.  He  must  know 
how  to  bring  out  the  light  and  shade  by  a  careful  blending  of 
his  colours  and  a  skilful  handling  of  his  brushes.  This  is  the 
mechanical  side,  which,  according  to  Eric  Gill,  a  contemporary 
English  artist  and  writer,  is  seldom  lacking  in  well-trained  art 
students.  He  would  consider  it  the  least  difficult  element  of  the 
three.    For  those  of  us  who  are  unskilled  it  would  seem  to  be 
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the  hardest.  I  leave  the  question  open  for  the  discussion  of 
those  interested.  In  this  connection  many  of  you  will  be  think- 
ing of  Browning's  "Andrea  del  Sarto,"  the  faultless  painter. 
He  could  criticize  and  improve  upon  the  mechanical  details  of 
some  of  the  masters,  but  he  could  not  put  their  soul  into  his 
work.  You  recall  the  passage ;  as  he  examined  one  of  Raphael's 
pictures,  he  exclaimed  to  his  wife,  Lucrezia: 

"And  indeed  the  arm  is  wrong. 
I  hardly  dare  .  .  .  yet,  only  you  to  see. 
Give  the  chalk  here — quick,  thus  the  line  should  go! 
Ay,  but  the  soul !    He's  Raphael !    Rub  it  out !" 

IS  ART  REAL  OR  IDEAL? 

We  now  approach  a  phase  of  the  subject  which  is  perhaps 
the  most  interesting  of  all.  It  is  the  battle-ground  for  two 
schools  of  painting,  and  it  would  be  prc.sumptuous  to  settle  it 
here.  Briefly,  the  problem  is  this:  Does  art  demand  reality? 
Must  the  objective  always  be  exactly  portrayed,  or  may  the  art- 
ist idealize  the  real  by  drawing  on  his  imagination.  To  take  an 
example.  A  German  artist,  Pfaufenschnitzel  by  name,  is  com- 
missioned by  Chancellor  Adolf  Hitler  (of  happy  memory)  to 
make  a  painting  of  a  typical  German  athlete,  symbolizing  the 
Olympic  Games  of  1936.  His  task  is  to  depict  the  youth  of  that 
country,  at  its  best  physically.  What  is  he  to  do?  What  would 
you  do  if  you  were  Pfaufenschinitzel,  besides  changing  your 
name  to  Jones  or  Smith?  Would  you  go  down  to  the  sports' 
field  while  the  boys  are  having  their  trial  sprints  and  so  forth, 
and  pick  out  one  individual  athlete  who  most  appeals  to  you, 
the  one  who  in  your  opinion  comes  nearest  to  being  Public  Hero 
No.  2?  Or,  on  the  other  hand,  would  you  scrutinize  all  the 
prospects  on  that  field :  the  ambitious  sprinters  and  high- jumpers 
and  hurdlers  and  javelin-throwers ;  then  recall  all  the  fine  ath- 
letes you  have  ever  met,  seen,  or  dreamed  about;  and  finally 
by  a  process  of  selection  evolve  an  ideal  specimen  of  manhood? 
In  other  words,  would  you  pick  out  the  best  actual  prospect, 
or  would  you  pick  out  the  good  points  of  several  prospects,  and 
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combine  them  into  one  super-man?  If  you  followed  the  latter 
course,  then  you  would  have  a  very  perfect  but  very  unreal 
person,  another  Apollo  or  Belvedere.  He  would  be  unreal,  how- 
ever, only  in  the  sense  that  he  does  not  actually  exist,  and  prob- 
ably never  will  exist  in  this  world  of  ours.  But  note  that  he 
would  not  be  unreal  in  the  sense  that  he  would  be  untrue.  There 
would  be  no  falsehood  in  his  evolution.  Our  perfect  German 
athlete  would  simply  be  the  result  of  an  effort  to  "idealize  the 
real,  and  to  realize  the  ideal."  And  this  is  true  art.  Pushed 
too  far,  however,  it  could  become  grotesque,  like  Hoffman's  in- 
terpretations of  Christ,  whom  he  represented  as  a  man  of  great 
physical  force.  His  Christus  may  be  a  good  Greek  hero,  or 
Roman  soldier,  or  German  athlete,  but  Hoffman  seems  to  have 
forgotten  that  the  gentle  Saviour  was  the  meekest  of  men ;  per- 
fect in  mind  and  body,  it  is  true,  but  yet— careful  not  to  "break 
the  bruised  reed"  nor  to  "extinguish  the  smoking  flax."  Hoff- 
man's pictures  of  Christ  are  therefore  untrue  as  well  as  unreal 

THE  MADONNA  OF  CHRISTIAN  ART. 

Turning  our  thoughts  for  a  moment  from  Christ  to  His  Bless- 
ed Mother,  let  us  consider  two  great  artists  who  stand  apart 
in  their  portrayal  of  her,  namely,  Raphael  and  Murillo.  Raphael 
chose  as  his  subjects  beautiful  innocent  young  mothers  with  the 
light  of  God's  grace  in  their  eyes,  and  he  put  on  canvas  the 
woman  who  came  closest  to  his  vision  of  what  Our  Blessed  Lady 
looked  like.  He  was  the  realist,  therefore,  realizing  the  ideal. 
Murillo,  on  the  other  hand,  regarded  these  subjects  from  real 
life  merely  as  a  background,  and  he  superadded  a  radiance  found 
in  no  human  face.  He  was  the  idealist  therefore,  idealizing  the 
real.  Many  have  spent  their  talents  trying  to  represent  a  Ma- 
donna worthy  of  God's  Virgin  Mother,  but  few  have  really  suc- 
ceeded We  may  certainly  say  that  only  those  with  Catholic 
faith  in  Mary  and  her  Son,  and  those  with  a  Catholic  love  of 
Christ  and  His  Mother,  could  ever  even  come  close  to  success. 
For,  artists  can  only  paint  what  they  know.  Those  lacking  faith 
can  at  best  but  represent  a  beautiful  woman  of  the  type  that 
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Hollywood  knows.  They  can  never  give  us  the  Madonna  of 
Murillo.  It  will  always  remain  the  envy  and  despair  of  all 
artists  and  art  critics,  even  infidels,  because  it  is  a  thing  of 
beauty,  bringing  joy  to  the  hearts  of  all  who  behold  it.  Let  me 
briefly  quote  a  present-day  writer's  estimate  of  Raphael's  mas- 
terpiece :  ' '  This  glorious,  altogether  majestic  Madonna  has  not 
the  least  trace  of  type  clinging  to  its  contours.  The  broad,  in- 
tellectual brow,  thoroughly  feminine,  the  hair  drawn  from  it, 
the  wonderful  eyes  scanning  creation  as  she  floats  out  of  Heaven, 
having  legions  of  angels  for  her  background ;  the  feet  not  even 
skimming  the  round  world  beneath  her ;  .  .  .  and  bearing  in  her 
arms,  enthroned  as  no  seat  of  ivory  or  gold  or  jewels  could 
enthrone  Him,  the  Son  of  her  womb,  we  see  her  simply  as  the 
Mother  of  God.  .  .  It  is  useless  to  talk  of  models  for  such  Ma- 
donnas. They  soar  above  individualities  as  well  as  nationalities ; 
and  the  realism  which  demands  either  has  never  sat  at  the  feet 
of  Mary  and  learned  her  characteristics." 

ART  AND   RELIGIOUS  DEVOTION. 

While  we  are  writing  along  these  lines  another  question 
comes  up,  a  question  you  have  unconsciously  answered  for  your- 
selves dozens  of  times.  It  is  this :  are  art  and  devotion  synony- 
mous, or  more  exactly,  are  great  works  of  religious  art  neces- 
sarily or  even  generally,  objects  of  devotion.  Could  you,  for 
example,  pray  better  before  Raphael's  wonderful  Madonna  than 
before  the  statue  of  Our  Lady  that  stood  at  her  May  shrine  in 
our  schools  in  bygone  days,  decked  with  flowers  and  lights  and 
colour?  Would  Raphael's  Madonna  help  us  or  distract  us? 
Would  it  make  us  think  of  the  Virgin  Mother  or  of  the  beauty 
of  the  masterpiece  before  us?     Think  it  over. 

FINAL  STANDARD   OF  ART. 

A  final  word.  What  is  the  standard  of  taste  in  Art?  Is  it 
the  judgment  of  the  man  in  the  street,  or  is  it  the  cultivated 
esoteric  sense  of  artists?  It  can  hardly  be  the  latter,  for  such 
a  norm  is  too  subjective  and  too  changeable.    It  must  be  rather 
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the  agreement  of  mankind,  that  is,  intelligent  popular  approval 
How  can  the  ordinary  person  judge  ?  you  may  ask.  Mr.  Average- 
Man  can  judge  because  genuine  art  has  a  universal  appeal 
— id  quod  visum  placet— and  people  will  eventually  like  it  when 
they  come  to  know  it.  Pseudo  art  cannot  fool  them  for  long. 
It  may  thrill  them  and,  like  our  modern  jazz,  have  an  overnight 
appeal,  but  it  dies  with  the  dawn.  True  art  must  needs  emerge 
triumphant,  and  it  will  finally  win  its  rightful  place  in  the  hu- 
man heart.  For,  the  ultimate  judgment  of  men,  unfettered  by 
ignorance  and  prejudice,  is  essentially  sound  and  truth  must  in 
the  end  prevail. 

I  would  conclude  with  a  thought  from  W.  H,  Davies,  that 
vagabond  poet  and  lover  of  Nature.  It  sums  up  the  philosophy 
of  one  who  has  found  by  experience  that  the  Author  of  all 
beauty  has  given  us  many  wonderful  things  in  this  lovely  Crea- 
tion, if  only  we  will  stop  and  look  at  them. 

"What  is  this  life,  if  full  of  care 
We  have  no  time  to  stand  and  stare? 

No  time  to  see,  in  broad  daylight. 
Streams  full  of  stars,  like  skies  at  night. 

No  time  to  turn  at  Beauty's  glance 
And  watch  her  feet,  how  they  can  dance. 

No  time  to  wait  till  her  mouth  can 
Enrich  the  smile  her  eyes  began. 

A  poor  life  this,  if  full  of  care 
We  have  no  time  to  stand  and  stare." 


<rw«^  ff^^^(r^^^^^ 
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AMERICA'S  OLDEST  ROSARY 

By  ALAN  POLMAISE. 

UNEARTHED  in  the  ruins  of  Fort  Sfte.  Marie,  historic 
heart  of  heroic  Huronia  and  cradle  of  the  Faith  in  Am- 
erica, some  forty  years  ago  was  found — a  rosary.  And  the 
finder  of-  the  treasure  was  Christopher  Columbus. 

Not  ma-ny  are  aware  that  descendants  of  the  great  family 
of  Columbus  came  to  be  identified  with  the  British  Army  at 
Gibraltar  as  artisans  of  breast-plates.  When  the  British  au- 
thorities came  to  Penetanguishene  in  1812  they  brought  Colum- 
bus artisans  with  them.  Their  descendants  still  carry  on  in 
the  old  town,  inobtrusively  but  proudly  carrying  on  their 
great  lineal  tradition.    But  that  is  another  story. 

Our  Christopher  Columbus  was  a  fit  subject  for  the  pri- 
vilege that  fell  to  him  of  discovering  America's  oldest  rosary. 
His  life-occupation  was  that  of  a  lighthouse-keeper,  and  for 
two  years,  through  weather  foul  and  fair,  he  lived  a  life  that 
was  an  irreproachable  record  of  fidelity  to  duty.  Ten  years 
have  lapsed  since  he  joined  the  great  majority,  but  his  memory 
will  live  with  those  who  knew  him  as  a  dear  old  man  who 
every  day  climbed  the  hill  to  the  Jesuit  Memorial  Church, 
a.nd  in  the  evening  could  be  seen  rowing  down  the  bay  to  his 
posit.    Joseph  Conrad  would  have  loved  him. 

Colum/bus  loved  browsing  around  the  ruins  of  old  Fort 
Ste.  Marie.  A  stone  fortalice,  set  in  the  heart  of  ancient  Hu- 
ronia— home  and  hunting  ground  of  the  largest  savage  com- 
munity in  primeval  America,  Ste.  Marie  still  raises  the  mounds 
of  its  bastions  and  ramparts,  deep-grown  with  moss  and  ferns 
and  clustered  o'er  with  grape-vine  long  since  gone  Avild. 
Its  ruins,  rich  in  memories  of  lofty  spiritual  devotion  and  tra- 
gic self-renunciation,  remain  a  mute  memorial  of  the  virgin 
wilderness,  when,  in  the  vastness  of  the  lonely  woodlands, 
civilized  man  found  precarious  harbourage  at  Tadoussac  and 
Quebec  and  Huronia  alone.     Strangely  enough  old  Fort  Ste. 
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Marie  has  been  left,  since  it  glowed  with  the  fires  of  death 
in  the  long  ago  almost  untouched. 

Through  the  fortunate  circumstance  of  Huronia  soil  being 
mostly  sandy  —  around  the  sites  of  Ossossane,  Carraghaoha, 
Ihonitiria  and  Ste.  Marie  it  is  just  nothing  else  but  sand — 
there  has  been  an  altogether  wondrous  preservation  of  what- 
ever the  sand  has  covered  over.  Neither  rust  nor  decay  has 
appreciably  altered  anything;  all  is  largely  as  it  was  left  by 


the  blood-besmeared  Iroquois  in  the  massacres  of  1649  and 
1650.  Dig  dowii  about  a  foot  or  so  and  anyone  miay  strike  his- 
toric treasure.  Cedar  stakes  of  the  palissades. — that  is  to  say, 
the  lower  pointed  ends  that  were  driven  into  the  ground,  are 
still  to  be  found,  with  a  little  digging,  about  two  feet  in 
length,  much  as  they  were  when  implanted  years  ago  under 
Breboeuf's  directing  eye.  Great  chunks  of  the  bronze  bell 
of  Ste.  Marie — probably  smashed  by  the  Christians  themselves 
to  save  it  from  Iroquois  desecration — have  been  sialvaged  by 
loving  hands;  part  are  now  in  the  custody  of  the  Royal  On- 
tario Museum,  but  the  larger  number  are  in  the  museum  of 
Loretto  College  (on  Brunswick  Avenue  Toronto).  A  molten 
crucifix,  broken  candelabra,   a  pyx — such  are  many   of    the 
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sacred  relies  that  have  been  released  from  the  friendly  keeping 
of  the  sand  to  bear  witness  to  the  last  stand  of  the  Martyrs. 
For  genuine  loveliness  a-nd  historic  significance  nothing,  how- 
ever, could  surpass  the  discovery  made  at  old  Fort  Ste.  Marie 
by  Christopher  Columbus  of  the  old  rosary.  It  is,  of  all  Am- 
ericana, unique,  alone. 

The  rosary  was  quite  intact  when  found— apart  from  the 
crucifix,  which  was  almost  weathered  away.  The  beads,  to  all 
appearance  moulded  by  hand  of  some  glass-like  material,  are 
rough,  little  spheres,  enclosing  what  for  all  the  world  seems 
like  rose  petals — rose  petals  with  all  the  colour  and  warmth 
and  life  of  the  rose-bu-sh,— and  each  larger  bead,  on  either  side, 
has  a  wee  green  bead  suggestive  of  the  leaves.  What  a  rosary — 
to  a  Christian,  to  a  lover  of  the  Mother  of  Christ  and  the  Chris- 
tian mysteries !  And  discovered  by  a  Coliimhus,  kin  to  the  great 
Christopher  of  the  Santa  Maria! 

How  it  glitters  and  glistens  as  one  lifts  it  to  the  light!  It 
symbolises  the  whole  Christian  story,  the  whole  heroic  pageant 
of  Christ's  own  through  the  past  four  hundred  years  of  Europe 
and  America;  and  the  rose-leaves — however  inexplicable,  those 
who  have  come  to  know  the  rosary  are  convinced  they  are  rose- 
leaves — seem  to  proclaim  to  our  mad  pagan  age  the  wistful 
witchery  of  God's  grace  keeping  ever  aglow  in  vessels,  however 
earthen,  the  gentle  fires  of  the  Nazarene.  How  Willa  Cather 
would  enthuse  over  the  ravishing  beauty  of  it  all.  Huronia's 
Rosary  is  something  apart,  sacred  to  all  Christendom. 

To  whom  did  the  Rosary  belong?  Who  gave  it  to  the  keep- 
ing of  Garnier,  Lalement  or  the  great  Breboeuf  as  they  left  the 
familiar  scenes  of  old  France  for  le  pays  des  Hnronsf  What 
saintly  fingers  thumbed  these  little  "roses"  in  the  gloom  of  the 
savage  forest?  All  is  mystery — lost  in  the  twilight  of  time. 
But — the  Rosary  is  with  us.  At  the  present  time  it  reposes  out 
on  the  Saskatchewan  prairie  in  that  sorely  stricken  diocese  of 
Regina  which  the  Church  has  placed  upon  the  patronage  of 
' '  Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary. ' '  And  if  the  original  cross  has  wea- 
thered away— possibly  the  sufferings  of  this  unfortunate  rosarian 
diocese  offer  vicarious  substitute.      Some  day,  however,  we  pre- 
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diet  that  the  people  of  Canada  will  unite  their  offerings  in  some 
way  to  attach  to  this  great  Rosary  of  Our  Lady  a  crucifix  of 
precious  gems  and  treasure  that  will  proclaim  to  all  Canada 
that  Canadians  "do  not  forget." 

As  this  little  account  of  the  Rosary  of  old  Fort  Ste.  Marie 
is  inscribed,  it  would  seem  to  be  only  fitting  to  close  it  with  a 
question,  in  the  quaint  old  original  French,  from  the  "Rela- 
tions ' ' : 

"Nous  avons  donne  a  cette  maison  le  nom  de  saincte 
Marie.  Les  obligations  que  nous  avons  a  cette  grande 
Princesse  du  ciel  et  de  la  terre  font  qu'un  de  no-s  plus  sen- 
sibles  des  plaisirs  est  de  ne  luy  en  pouvoir  tesmoigner  assez 
de  recognoissance. 

Au  moins  pretendons-nous  cette  consolation,  qu'autant 
de  fois  qu'on  parlera  de  cette  demeure  chez  les  Hurons,  la 
nommant  du  nam  de  saincte  Marie,  ce  soient  autant  d'hom- 
mages  que  luy  seront  rendus  de  ce  que  nous  luy  somnies  et 
tenons  d'elle,  et  de  ce  que  nous  luy  voulons  etre  a  jamais." 


Sweet  blessed  beads!    I  would  not  part 
With  one  of  you  for  richest  gem 
That  gleams  in  kingly  diadem ; 

Ye  know  the  history  of  my  heart. 

For  many  and  many  a  time,  in  grief. 
My  weary  fingers  wandered  round 
Thy  circled  chain,  and  always  found 

In  some  Hail  Mary  sweet  relief. 

Abram  J-  Ryan. 
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SOME    PHASES    OF    NEWSPAPER    COMICS 

By  REV.  FRANCIS  A.  WALSH,  O.S.B., 
Catholic  University,  Washington,  D.C. 

IN  ''Am  Analysis  of  the  Content  of  Comic  Strips,"  a  study 
made  at  the  Catholic  University  of  America,  by  Miss  Lucille 
Walsh,  it  was  found  that  looking  at  comic  strips  was  an  activ- 
ity engaged  in  more  frequently  by  boys  and  girls,  negro  or 
white,  in  city  and  country,  than  any  other  play  activity.  An 
investigation  by  Irene  B.  Nelson  (1927)  showed  that  among 
High  School  students  the  sport  news  of  the  newspaper  was 
most  read,  but  "funny  strips"  came  second,  even  ahead  of 
local  news.  At  the  University  of  Chicago,  Professor  Palmer 
found  that  of  the  newspaper  reading  habits  of  women  the  read- 
ing of  comics  ranked  first  in  frequency.  Thirteen  hundred 
and  sixty-two  Chicago  houscAvives  with  incomes  of  from  $1,500 
to  $5,000  a  year  were  interviewed  in  their  homes  and  comic 
strips,  cartoons,  and  pictures  lead  the  list  in  popularity. 

The  business  of  producing  ''funnies"  for  the  American  pub- 
lic ranks  high  in  the  field  of  big  business.  Newspapers  vie 
with  one  another  and  engage  in  lawsuits  in  order  to  seeure 
the  sole  rights  to  some  well-known  hero  of  the  comic  sheet. 
David  Frederick  McCord  (American  Mercury,  July,  1935), 
recalled  how  in  1910  when  the  comic  supplement  was  produc- 
ing an  income  of  $6,000,000  per  year,  its  influence  was  looked 
upon  as  a  social  peril.  Since  that  time,  however,  the  comics 
have  steadily  advanced,  if  not  in  respectability,  at  least  in 
making  themselves  known  and  read  in  "respectable  circles." 
As  Mr.  McCord  remarks,  the  social  rise  of  comics  is  one  of  the 
extraordinary  phenomena  of  the  twentieth  century.  Only  two 
newspapers  of  high  standing  have  held  out  against  them. 
The  comics  have  not  yet  invaded  the  sedate  columns  of  the 
New  York  Times,  nor  the  coldly  cultural  pages  of  the  Boston 
Evening  Transcript. 

The  type  of  so-called  humor  presented  by  some  of  the  comic 
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papers  of  Europe,  such  as  the  Fliegende  Blatter,  La  Vie  Pari- 
sienne,  or  the  infamous  Asino,  has  had  no  counterpart  in  Ameri- 
ca. On  the  other  hand,  London  "Punch"  maintains  an  air  of 
frigid  refinement  unlike  anything  in  the  United  States.  Dub- 
lin "Opinion"  is  still  young;  it  has,  however,  a  freshness  and 
a  vigor  which  promise  much  for  th^  future. 

In  the  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century  a  comic  strip  be- 
came popular  in  Germany.  Wilhelm  Busch,  in  "Mac  and 
Maritz,"  recorded  the  endeavors  of  two  young  demons  to  annoy 
or  get  the  better  of  their  elders.  Before  1900,  the  New  York 
American  began  to  feature  "The  Yellow  Kid,"  who  has  since 
disappeared  from  journalism  but  left  his  name  for  that  class 
of  newspaper  which  is  called  "Yellow  Journal."  It  is  pos- 
sible that  most  persons  approaching  fifty  years  of  age  recaU 
the  early  days  of  the  "E^atzen jammer  Kids,"  invented  by 
George  Dirks.  "Happy  Hooligan"  by  Opper,  "Poxey  Grand- 
pa," by  Schultze,  soon  won  their  way.  "Clarence  the  Cop," 
drawn  by  Kahle,  survived  for  nine  years  but  finally  had  to  be 
discontinued  because  of  the  furious  protests  of  the  enraged 
New  York  City  police  force.  In  those  days  refinement  frowned 
on  comics;  they  were  not  admitted  into  the  circle  of  those 
children  who  M^ere  brought  up  on  the  old  St.  Nicholas  Maga- 
zine. But  because  they  made  surreptitious  inroads,  a  refined 
comic,  "Buster  Brown,"  was  invented,  who  at  least  was  free 
from  dangerous  German  or  hobo  dialect,  or  slang. 

People  began  to  study  the  effect  of  comic  strips  on  juvenile 
character.  The  fact  that  they  made  free  use  of  color  led  the 
Ladies'  Home  Journal  to  speak  of  the  "crudest  and  cheapest 
greens,  reds,  yellows  and  blacks."  One  lady,  enraged,  made  a 
carpet  out  of  comic  sheets.  A  league  for  the  improvement  of 
the  children's  comic  supplement  was  soon  formed.  Men  like 
Rudolph  Block  of  the  Hearst  papers  and  Terlune  of  the  World 
defended  the  funnies.  Ernest  Brennecke  traced  the  genealogy 
of  Mrs.  Katzenjammer  through  Mrs.  Malaprop  to  Shakespeare. 
David  McCord  assigns  the  popularity  of  the  comics  to-day  to 
three  elements.  First,  nothing  is  looked  upon  as  really  bad 
if  it  makes  a  lot  of  money.     The  production  of  comic  strips 
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is  far  up  in  million  dollar  business.  Second,  personal  public- 
ity has  followed  for  individual  artists.  Many  artists  now  em- 
ploy a  corps  of  workers  to  produce  the  drawings  to  which  they 
sign  their  names.  Third,  the  introduction  of  continuity  has 
produced  a  wide  circle  of  readers  who  look  each  day  for  some 
phase  of  a  continued  story.  The  old  "Joe  Miller"  joke  has 
been  abandoned ;  narrative  has  supplanted  the  brief  wit  of  the 
single  incident. 

The  extent  to  which  the  business  of  supplying  comics  has 
grown  can  be  judged  from  the  following  list  of  syndicates 
in  the  United  States  that  produce  and  distribute  the  best  known 
comic  strips: 

McNaught  Syndicate,  Inc.  (Bungle  Family,  Joe  Palooka, 
Rube  Goldberg,  Dixie  Dugan),  Times  Bldg.,  New  York,  N.Y. 
President:   Charles  V.  McAdam. 

Chicago  Tribune-New  York  News  Syndicate  Inc.  (The 
Gumps,  Little  Orphan  Annie,  Moon  Mullins,  Dick  Tracy,  Winnie 
Winkle,  Gasoline  Alley,  Harold  Teen,  Smitty,  Tiny  Tim, 
Smilin'  Jack,  Little  Joe,  Sweeney  &  Son,  Streaky,  White  Boy, 
The  Teenie  Weenies,  A  Strain  on  the  Family  Tie),  News 
Bldg.,  New  York,  N.Y.,  and  Tribune  Tower,  Chicago,  111. 

Newspaper  Enterprise  Association  (Out  Our  Way,  Our 
Boarding  House,  Boots,  Captain  Easy,  Alley  Cop,  Freckles, 
Curious  World,  Flapper  Fanny,  Salesman  Sam),  1200  W.  Third 
St.,  Cleveland,  Ohio. 

Kings  Features  Syndicate,  Inc.  (Barney  Google,  Betty 
Boop,  Blondie,  Bringing  Up  Father,  Dumb  Dora,  Flash  Gor- 
don, Katzenjammer  Kids,  Mickey  Mouse,  Polly  and  Her  Pals, 
Sentinel  Louie,  Skippy,  Thimble  Theatre,  Tim  Taylor,  Toots 
and  Caspar),  235  E.  45th  street,  New  York,  N.Y. 

In  the  effort  to  form  an  estimate  of  the  social  influence  and 
effect  of  the  comic  strip.  Miss  Walsh,  in  the  work  referred  to 
above,  gathered  the  following  opinions: 

Mr.  Gilbert  Seldes,  perhaps  the  most  articulate  on  the  sub- 
ject, approves  of  the  comic  strip  for  personal  reasons,  although 
he  modifies  his  praise  with  the  remark  that  in  them  "there  is 
a  great  deal  of  monotonous  stupidity,  a  cheap  jocosity,  a  life-of- 
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the-party  humor  which  is  extraordinarily  dreary."  However, 
he  sees  in  the  strip  an  escape  from  "the  everlasting'  simper  of 
the  girly  magazines  and  movies."  He  goes  on  to  state,  "It  is 
male  and  ugh'  ...  It  is  not  so  much  the  cruelty  and  insolence 
forming  their  negligible  plots,  the  draftsmanship  itself  is  hard 
and  angular,  the  faces  and  figures  are  of  an  intense  ugliness 
and  the  strip  rejoices  in  a  brutality  of  color." 

Another  commentator  states  definitely  "They  aren't  art. 
They  aren't  humor.    But  they  are  an  economic  necessity." 

In  an  interesting  editorial,  in  a  no  less  scholarly  paper  than 
"The  Saturday  Review  of  Literature"  (16  September,  1933) 
we  find  the  theory  brought  forth  that  comic  strips  are  not  af- 
fected by  the  worldly  upheavals  of  war,  political  or  social  re- 
volutions, financial  readjustments,  etc.,  but  reflect  "the  deeper 
changes  in  man's  spiritual  attitudes."'  The  editorial  goes  on 
to  enlarge  this  idea.  "The  new  brutality  in  "Western  civiliza- 
tion, best  advertised  in  Italy,  Ireland,  and  now  in  Germany, 
though  it  is  no  local  phenomenon,  has  been  for  years  the  stuff 
of  the  comics.  Their  beatings,  sluggings,  and  kickings  have 
been  more  common  than  kisses  in  the  movies.  Every  action 
is  violent,  every  fall  explosive,  every  strip  has  its  casuality. 
In  this  imagined  world  the  lust  to  break  skulls,  pulp  eyes, 
fling  over  precipices,  is  indulged  with  only  the  restraint  that 
no  deaths  must  spoil  the  laugh.  No  one  took  this  seriously. 
No  American  ever  hurled  his  suitcase  at  a  porter  because  he 
had  seen  it  done  in  the  comics.  But  the  comics  were  violent 
ambush,  decimations,  and  massacres,  which  had  to  be  taken 
seriously  at  least  by  the  victims.  They  were,  it  is  clear,  an 
index  to  the  times,  and  are." 

There  is  the  added  comment  that  "the  comics  have  pro- 
phesied for  many  years  the  end  of  the  American  superstition 
that  one  man  is  as  good  as  another"  and  in  proof,  "Equally 
striking  has  been  the  trend  against  democracy  visible  in  the 
comics  for  at  least  twenty  years.  The  essence  of  their  humor 
is  making  a  monkey  of  the  every-day,  commonplace  man  who 
is  the  backbone  of  democracy.  His  face  has  been  simplified 
into  a  stupid  forehead  with  no  jaw;  he  has  made  a  fool  of 
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himself  consistently  in  everything  from  salesmanship  to  bring- 
ing home  the  wash.  The  mos.t  undignified,  least  to  be  re- 
spected, most  inconsiderable  of  human  beings  in  history  are  in 
the  comics,  and  they  have  an  irrestible  resemblance  to  what 
we  call  democracy." 

The  accusation  is  further  made  that  while  democracy  is 
ridiculed  nothing  is  offered  to  take  its  place  arid  concludes 
that:  "All  you  can  prove  from  the  comics  is  that  violence 
is  taking  the  place  of  the  humanitarianism  which  thirty  years 
ago  would  have  had  little  children  reading  stories  of  boys  and 
girls  who  were  successful  because  they  were  kind  and  good, 
and  that  a  tolerant  contempt  for  the  average  man  has  ousted 
a  spread  eagle  faith  in  democracy."  I  have  quoted  this  editorial 
at  length  because  it  seems  to  me  the  most  original  and  ar- 
resting eomment  on  the  subject. 

Mr.  Heywood  Broun,  who  makes  such  devastating  com- 
ments on  contemporary  people  and  customs,  is  definitely  for 
the  comics,  though  as  usual  we  suspect  the  tongue  in  the  cheek. 
He  lays  the  superiority  of  children  to-day  to  the  fact  that  they 
have  the  comic  strips,  and  his  own  lack  of  confidence  to  the 
fact  that  as  a  child  he  did  not.  He  does  see  some  bad  points 
in  them,  however,  as  he  points  out  in  his  restrained  way — "I 
would  not  commend  the  comic  strip  as  an  agency  for  incul- 
cating good  manners.  It  seems  to  me  that  the  frolicsome 
children  of  these  pictures  sometimes  go  toO'  far  in  their  search 
for  good  clean  fun.  But  they  do  set  up  in  the  impressionable 
a  fine  and  simple  faith  in  the  toughness  of  the  human  carcass 
and  the  imperviousness  of  the  human  spirit.  I  was  taught 
in  school  that  there  is  no  such  word  as  fail,  but  my  faith  in 
this  fact  was  never  lively  even  though  I  copied  the  maxim 
many  times.  Much  more  hearty  would  have  been  my  belief  if 
only  I  could  have  lived  for  a  few  passionate  moments  each 
day  with  the  heroes  of  the  comic  page  and  learned  to  be  a  lot 
more  like  them." 
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SOME    GLIMPSES    OF   ENGLAND 

By  HANAKO  HOPE. 

MY  first  visit  to  Eng'land  was  made  with  my  father,  who 
had  been  broug'ht  up  in  London  and  knew  the  great  city 
as  I  knew  my  own  home  town.  We  spent  three  crowded  weeks, 
exploring  its  wonders  and  loitering  and  wandering  as  we 
wished.  My  father  showed  me  the  "Boy  Taking  the  Splinter 
From  His  Foot,"  which  marks  the  highest  spot  of  London,  and 
many  other  little-known  and  quaint  places;  and  one  day  we 
were  fortunate  enough  to  see  the  Lord  Mayor  drive  off  in 
state  with  his  three  grand  carriages,  his  equerries  and  hand- 
some footmen,  and  all  the  paraphernalia  contingent  to  his 
office ;  he  was  going  to  the  Guild  Hall,  where  we  followed  him 
and  looked  at  Gog  and  Magog,  gods  of  London,  frowning 
down  from  the  walls. 

On  my  next  trip  to  England,  I  consented  to  be  a  despised, 
conducted  tourist;  but,  as  I  travelled  through  Europe  this 
time,  I  was  very  glad  to  have  a  guide,  and  followed  meekly. 

Last  summer,  I  decided  to  travel  alone,  visit  relatives,  and 
see  England  only  My  first  visit  was  to  York.  One  thinks  first 
of  the  glorious  Minster  there,  perhaps  the  finest  of  the  fourteen 
cathedrals  that  I  visited,  but  my  description  could  not  do  justice 
to  its  majesty.  Cathedrals  in  England  are  not  like  our  Canadian 
churches.  On  entering,  they  give  one  a  feeling  of  awe  and  chill ; 
they  are  so  very,  very  large,  the  floors  are  of  stone ;  there  are  no 
pews,  only  plain  wooden  benches  with  backs;  but  as  one  pro- 
ceeds, one  sees  the  lovely  windows,  the  chancel  screen,  the  choir 
the  chapels,  all  beautiful. 

In  York,  one  finds  part  of  the  old  mediaeval  wall,  with  its 
bastioned  gates,  which  are  called  bars,  and  on  it  one  looks 
across  country,  witli  moors  and  farms,  and  down  into  back- 
yards, some  lovely  with  flowers,  and  in  Spring  the  slopes  on  the 
outside,  where  formerly  was  the  moat,  are  yellow  with  golden 
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daffodils — thousands  of  them  growing  wild !  Think  of  it  when 
you  pay  a  dollar  a  dozen  for  them ! 

There  are  quaint,  narrow  streets  in  York,  some  of  them  called 
gates;  the  principal  one,  Cony  (from  Koenig  perhaps),  is  very 
narrow  and  usually  congested.  The  walk  from  my  cousin's 
house  up  town  led  through  narrow  cobbled  streets,  some  too 
narrow  for  cars,  past  the  walls  of  St.  Mary's  Abbey,  along  the 
bank  of  the  pretty  river  Ouse,  where  one  always  saw  swans 
floating  stately  along;  then  through  one  of  the  "bars"  up  a 
steep  hill,  and  the  walk  was  sio  pretty  and  interesting  that  I 
did  not  realize  that  it  was  a  mile  long. 

While  in  York  I  heard  my  first  English  sky-lark,  as  I  lay  on 
the  bank  of  the  Yorksfhire  Ouse.  It  mounted  and  mounted,  up 
and  up,  into  the  clouds  and  beyond,  till  it  was  a  tiny  speck,  and 
finally  lost  to  view,  but  always  its  clear  joyful  song  rang  out ; 
then  back  again,  spiralling  and  singing  as  before  until  it  came 
near  its  nest,  into  which  it  shot  with  a  quick,  sure  drop ! 

From  my  cousin's  home  near  the  outskirts  of  the  city,  a  walk 
of  ten  minutes  brought  us  to  a  lane  where  was  a  farmhouse.  In 
the  evening,  as  we  strolled  along,  we  always  saw  bunnies  dis- 
porting around  the  barn,  not  in  twos  and  threes,  but  in  twenties 
and  thirties.  I'm  sure  there  were  sometimes  nearly  a  hundred. 
Often,  too,  as  we  travelled  by  train  or  bus,  we  saw  many  groups 
of  them.  I  am  surprised  to  hear  that  in  England  they  do 
$6,000,000  of  damage  in  a  year! 

The  pretty  deer  seem  almost  as  tame  as  cattle,  and  one  sees 
large  herds  of  them,  not  only  at  Hampton  Court  and  in  Bushey 
Park,  but  on  private  estates. 

From  York,  one  day  we  took  an  interesting  trip.  First  we 
went  to  Ripon,  where  we  saw  the  Cathedral,  a  very  plain  gray 
stone  building,  whose  architecture  indicates  several  periods  of 
its  long  life,  beginning  before  the  Roman  era;  even  the  arch 
before  the  chancel  antedates  the  two  sides  by  about  three 
hundlred  years. 

From  there  we  went  to  Fountains  Abbey,  the  largest  and 
loveliest  ruined  abbey  in  England;  and  when  you  visit  Foun- 
tains Abbey,  do  not  be  beguiled  into  taking  the  bus;  if  you  do, 
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you  will  be  tired  before  you  begin  a  tour  of  the  grouudis,  as  it 
is  not  allowed  inside'  the  outer  gate.  Have  a  taxi,  which  is 
reasonable  in  price,  and  will  wait  to  take  you  back  to  the  tow^n 
for  six  shillings. 

The  avenue  leading  to  the  ruins  is  wonderful  in  its  way ;  on 
one  side  is  a  rather  steep,  tree-covered  ridge;  on  the-  other,  a 
leafy  screen,  so  smooth  as  to  appear  to  be  growing  on  a- wall, 
and  through  it  one  catches  glimpses  of  smooth  meadows,  sloping 
down  to  a  stream.  On  ahead  rise  the  graceful  walls  of  what 
must  have  been  at  one  time  a  beautiful  and  rich  palace.  If  you 
are  fortunate,  you  will  meet  a  pleasant  old  gardener,  who  will 
explain  its  past  glories  to  you. 

On  this  day,  too,  we  visited  Harrogate,  one  of  the  lovely 
Spas  of  England,  whose  medicinal  waters  are  sought  for  health. 
Harrogate  is  a  city  of  luxury ;  the  shops  are  filled  with  antiques 
and  expensive  articles,  the  cars  all  seem  new  and  very  smart, 
and  the  park,  with  its  meandering  stream,  and  glorious  flowers 
-and  shrubs  is  perfect  in  its  beauty.  One  can  sit  and  rest  where 
one  will,  for  there  are  seats  scattered  throughout. 

Wherever  one  goes  in  England,  there  are  unexpected  beau- 
ties and  interesting  things  to  see.  While  visiting  in  a  small 
town  in  Norfolk,  we  went  to  Norwich  Cathediral,  beautiful  in 
itself,  but  behind  it  in  a  secluded  corner  was  a  neat,  well-kept 
grave  and  on  the  tombstone  the  words  "Sacred  to  the  memory 
of  Edith  Cavell,  martyr  in  the  great  war."  She  sleeps  in  peace- 
ful and  hallowed  surroundings. 

We  visited  Sandringham  estate,  with  its  palace,  which  looks 
like  a  large  unassuming  country  home.  Sandringham  grounds 
are  very  beautiful,  somewhat  rolling,  a  stream  runs  through 
them,  winding  about  and  revealing  unexpected  beauties  of 
rocks,  shrubs  and  flowers,  with  ducks  and  swans  on  its  surface. 
The  vegetable  garden  is  a  model.  We  passed  along  a  worn  walk, 
through  a  wicket  gate  and  into  the  small  parish  church,  where 
a  few  months  afterwards  rested  the  body  of  our  good  King. 
Very  interesting  it  was  to  read  the  tablets  on  different  pews,. 

such  as,  "Here  for  twenty-five  years  at — a  good  and 

devoted  servant  of  the  King." 
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In  this  same  small  town,  on  a  side  street,  stands  a  modest 
thatched-roofed  cottage ;  th-e  only  thing  which  distinguishes  it 
from  those  around  being  an  ornamental  fresco  under  the  roof 
and  a  tablet  on  which  is  inscribed  "Bishop  Bonner's  House." 

In  this  town  is  a  very  quaint  old  church  with  a  very  ugly 
bell  tower,  twice  as  high  and  almost  as  big  as  the  church  itself, 
and  quite  separated  from  it ;  and  in  the  church  itself  is  the  tomb 
of  the  poet  Cowper.  And  just  outside  the  church,  inside  an 
iron  fence,  are  the  remains  of  a  tomb.  The  masonry  at  the  bead 
of  the  tomb  is  still  in  good  repair,  and  over  it  is  this  inscription : 

"The  ruins  of  a  tomb  which  contained  the  remains  of 
Withburga 
Youngest  daughter  of 
Annas 
King  of  East  Angles, 
who  died  A.D.  634. 
The  abbots  and  monks  of  Ely  took  this  precious  relicque 
and  translated  it  to  Ely  Cathedral,  where  it  was  interred  near 
her  three  royal  sisters — A.D.  974." 

And  now  I've  reached  the  limit  assigned  and  yet  told  noth- 
ing of  my  trip  through  Devon  and  Cornwall,  nor  of  my  experi- 
ences in  London. 


A  woman,  who  had  a  suit  at  court,  presented  St.  Thomas 
More,  then  Lord  Chancellor,  with  a  pair  of  gloves  containing 
forty  pounds.  He  kept  the  gloves,  but  returned  the  money, 
saying:  "I  prefer  my  gloves  without  lining." 
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PURGATORY— IN   THE    POEM    OF 

DANTE    ALIGHIERI 

VI. 

PURGATORY   (Continued) 
Fourth  Oomice:    The  Sins  of  Sloth, 

DANTE  speaks  little  to  tli-e  slothful  spirits  and  d-evotes  to 
them  much  less  of  his  time  and  rime  than  to  any  other 
sufferer  in  Purgatory.  He  wants  to  show,  perhaps,  his  con- 
tempt for  sluggish  and  idle  people.  Again  these  slothful  spirits 
are  the  only  ones  who  do  not  recite  prayers,  perhaps  as  a 
penalty  of  their  indolence  in  their  lifetime,  when  they  had 
opportunities  to  pray,  but  were  too  lazy  to  do  so.  The  Poet 
speaks  of  one  only  sufferer  in  this  circle,  the  abbot  of  San  Zeno, 
perhaps  to  convey  the  idea  that  even  the  singing  of  psalms  is 
of  little  use,  if  the  mind  is  far  from  thinking  of  G-od;. 

Virgil  is  discussing  the  nature  of  love  with  his  disciple, 
Dante,  when  a  multitude  of  spirits  are  rushing  by.  Says  the 
Poet: 

Soon  they  overtook  us :  with  such  swiftness  moved 
The  mighty  crowd.    Two  spirits  at  their  head 
Cried  weeping:  "Blessed  Mary  sought  with  haste 
"The  hilly  region,  Caesar  to  subdue 
"Ilerda,  darted  in  Marseilles  his  sting 
"And  flew  to  Spain."    "Oh  tarry  not:  away!" 
The  others  shouted;  "let  not  time  be  lost 
"  Through  slackness  of  affection.    Hearty  zeal 
"To  serve  reanimates  celestial  grace." 

Canto  XVIII. 

The  penalty  suffered  by  these  souls  is  that  they  must  ever 
run  and  are  never  allowed  to  stand  still  or  rest.    They  say : 

We  may  not  linger;  such  resistless  will 
Speeds  our  unwearied  course. 

They  proclaim  two  examples  of  solicitude,  the  virtue  op- 
posed to  sloth.    The  first  example  is  taken  from  St.  Luke  1,  39. 
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The  Virgin  Mary  hastened  to  visit  her  cousin  Elizabeth.  ''And 
Mary  rising  up  in  those  days  went  into  the  hill  country  with 
haste  into  a  city  of  Judea  and  she  entered  into  the  house  of 
Zachary  and  saluted  Elizabeth." 

The  second  example  is  taken  from  Roman  history.  Julius 
Caesar  with  lightning  speed  puts  down  the  rioting  of  Mar- 
seilles and  thence  runs  to  subdue  the  revolution  in  Spain.  He 
left  Brutus  in  Marseilles  and  himself  rushed  to  Ilerda,  now 
Lerida,  in  Spain,  where  he  routed  Afranius  and  Petreus, 
lieutenants  of  Pompey. 

The  Blessed  Virgin  is  set  as  an  example  of  spiritual  solici- 
tude :  Julius  Caesar  as  one  of  temporal  solicitude. 

Virgil  asks  those  spirits  to  show  him  the  stairway  to  the 
fifth  cornice;  one  of  them  answers:  "Follow  us  and  you  will  find 
the  breach  in  the  mountain,  where  the  stairway  is." 

The  speaker  is  the  Abbot  of  San  Zeno.  He  says  he  held 
office  in  the  monastery  of  San  Zeno,  in  the  city  of  Verona,  in 
the  times  of  Emperor  Frederick  Barbarossa.  His  name  is  not 
given.  Dante  has  to  run  along  with  this  man  to  hear  him.  The 
Abbot  predicts  that  a  certain  Alberto  della  ScaLa,  lord  of 
Verona,  will  soon  find  himself  weeping  in  Hell,  because  he  has 
appointed  his  son  Joseph  as  abbot  of  the  monastery  of  San 
Zeno.  This  Joseph  was  unworthy  of  the  post  for  several 
reasons,  but  presided  at  the  monastery  from  1292  to  1313.  It 
is  not  written  that  the  abbot  said  more,  because  he  rushed 
swiftly  on  with  his  companion  spirits.  Two  of  these,  in  the 
rear  of  the  procession,  shout  examples  of  punished  sloth.  The 
first  example  is  of  those  Hebrews,  who,  slow  in  their  march 
and  rebellious  against  Moses,  perished  in  the  desert  (Deuter.  1, 
26-36).  The  second  example  is  those  companions  of  Aeneas, 
who  did  not  persevere  with  him,  but  remained  behind,  in  Sicily, 
preferring  rest  to  glory  (Aeneid.  V.). 

As  these  spirits  pass  out  of  his  sight,  Dante  falls  into  a 
reverie,  and,  led  from  thought  to  thought,  "and  pleasured  with 
the  fleeting  train,"  his  eye  was  closed  and  meditation  changed 
to  dream.  In  his  dream  he  sees  a  loathsome  woman  "with  lips 
that  stammered,  eyes  aslant,  distorted  feet,  hands  maimed  and 
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colour  ashen."  While  he  looks  at  her,  her  face  takes  on  colour, 
h'Cr  limbs  straighten,  her  eyes  become  normal,  and  her  whole 
person  attractive  and  most  beautiful.  She  bursts  out  into  the 
sweetest  song.  But  while  she  sings,  there  appears  on  the  scene 
another  woman,  holy  and  more  beautiful,  who,  seizing  the  sing- 
ing lady,  tears  off  her  clothes  and  bares  her  belly,  from  which 
a  horrid  stench  exhales,  that  wakens  the  Poet.  This  female 
typifies  avarice,  gluttony  and  lust,  three  vices,  that  are  purged 
in  the  next  three  circles  of  Purgatory. 

False  ideas  of  what  is  good  draw  men  to  choose  the  road 
entirely  opposite  to  that,  which  God  wants  them  to  follow. 
These  ideas  widely  accepted  by  the  world  preclude  men  from 
right  seeing,  right  walking  and  right  doing.  The  wretched 
condition  of  the  woman  proves  that  false  principles  lead  to 
unhealthy  living.  And,  as  the  rays  of  the  sun  strengthen  and 
enliven  the  limbs  that  have  been  numbed  by  cold,  so  the  Poet's 
look  causes  the  woman's  tongue  to  be  loosened,  her  body  to  be 
straightened  and  her  face  to  be  coloured  pale  rose.  The  holy 
woman  appears  in  the  dream  and  exclaiming:  "0  Virgil,  who 
is  this?"  strips  the  witch  of  her  five  habiliments. 

In  the  same  way,  avarice,  gluttony  and  lust  are  in  them- 
selves vile  and  ugly,  but  man's  feverish  imagination  may  deck 
them  so,  as  to  make  them  appear  attractive  and  valuable  things. 
But  reason,  reason  by  which  men  differ  from  brutes,  will  take 
the  glamour  and  the  joy  out  of  vice  and  present  it  as  it  is, 
ugly  and  filthy. 

"When,  'fore  me  in  my  dream,  a  woman's  shape 
There  came,  with  lips  that  stammer'd,  eyes  aslant, 
Distorted  feet,  hands  maim'd,  and  colour  pale. 
I  look'd  upon  her :  and,  as  sunshine  cheers 
Limbs  numb'd  by  nightly  cold,  e'en  thus  my  look 
Unloosed  her  tongue ;  next,  in  brief  space,  her  form 
Decrepit  raised  erect,  and  faded  face 
Witli  love's  own  hue  illumed.     Recovering  speech. 
She  forthwith,  warbling,  such  a  strain  began. 
That  I,  how  loth  soe'er,  could  scarce  have  held 
Attention  from  the  song.    *I,'  thus  she  sang, 
*I  am  the  Syren,  she,  whom  mariners 
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On  the  wide  sea  are  wilder'd  when  they  kear; 
Such  fulness  of  delight  the  listener  feels. 
I,  from  his  course,  Ulysses  by  my  lay 
Enchanted  drew.    Whoe'er  frequents  me  once 
Parts  seldom :  so  I  charm  him,  and  his  heart 
Contented  knows  no  void.'    Or  ere  her  mouth 
Was  closed,  to  shame  her,  at  my  side  appear'd 
A  dame  of  semblance  holy.    With  stern  voice 
She  utter'd :  'Say,  0  Virgil !  who  is  this  f 
Which  hearing,  he  approach'd,  with  eyes  still  bent 
Toward  that  goodly  presence :  the  other  seized  her, 
And,  her  robes  tearing,  open'd  her  before. 
And  show'd  the  belly  to  me,  whence  a  smell. 
Exhaling  loathsome,  waked  me.    Round  I  turn'd 
Mine  eyes :  and  thus  the  teacher :  'At  the  least 
Three  times  my  voice  hath  call'  thee.    Rise,  begone. 
Let  us  the  opening  find  where  thou  mayst  pass." 

At  the  repeated  calls  of  Virgil,  Dante  wakes  from  his  sleep, 
the  sun  already  high  in  the  sky.  The  Poets  are  about  to  pro- 
ceed on  their  journey,  when  they  hear  a  voice : 

"Come  enter  here,"  in  tone  so  soft  and  mild 

As  never  met  the  ear  on  mortal  strand. 

With  swan-like  wings,  dispred,  and  pointing  up, 

Who  thus  had  spoken  marshall'd  us  along. 

Where  each  side  of  the  solid  masonry 

The  sloping  walls  retired ;  then  moved  his  plumes 

And  fanning  us,  affirm 'd  that  those  who  mourn 

Are  blessed,  for  that  comfort  shall  be  theirs. 

Canto  XIX. 

This  is  the  Angel  of  Zeal,  who  by  the  fanning  of  his  wings, 
deles  from  the  Poet's  brow  the  fourth  P,  the  mark  of  the  sin 
of  Sloth.  He  also  announces:  "Blessed  are  they  that  mourn  for 
they  shall  be  comforted"  (Matt,  v.  5)  :  a  beatitude  well  befitting 
the  slothful,  who  here  have  to  run  and  weep. 


Fifth  Cornice:     Avarice  and  Prodigality. 

On  the  fifth  circle,  where  I  stood,  at  large 
A  race  appeared  before  me  on  the  ground 
All  downward  lying  prone,  and  weeping  sore. 
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''My  soul  hath  cleaved  to  the  dust,"  I  heard 
With  sighs  so  deep  thev  well  nigh  choked  the  words. 

Canto  XIX. 

Dante  and  Virgil  have  difficulty  in  walking  round  this  circle, 
because  the  pavement  is  covered  with  people  lying  face-down- 
ward, and  only  a  narrow  trail  along  the  rock  is  allowed  for 
their  feet.  One  of  these  spirits  is  Pope  Adrian  V.  Before  his 
elevation  to  the  Chair  of  St.  Peter,  he  was  Cardinal  Ottobuono 
dei  Fieschi  of  the  family  of  the  Counts  of  Lavagna,  who  took 
their  title  from  a  river  of  that  name 

"That  'twixt  Chiavari  and  Siestri  draws 
Its  limpid  waters  through  the  lowly  glen." 

Adirian  was  elected  Pope  on  July  11,  1276,  and  died  on  August 
16,  "a  month  and  a  little  more"  later.  He  had  been  papal 
legate  to  England,  and  a  man  of  noble  character.  He  soon 
found  out  that  the  papal  mantle  was  heavy  to  wear  for  any- 
one, who  would  not  soil  it  with  unworthy  deeds.  He  also  dis- 
covered that,  not  even  at  that  height,  his  heart  was  satisfied, 
and  so  he  decided  to  aspire  to  purer  things.    Says  he: 

For  till  then 
I  was  a  soul  in  misery,  alienate 
From  God  and  covetous  of  earthly  things. 
.Now,  as  thou  seest,  here  punished  for  my  doing: 
Such  eleansing  from  the  taint  of  avarice 
Do  spirits,  converted,  need.    This  mount  inflicts 
No  direr  penalty.    E'en  as  our  eyes 
Fasten'd  below,  nor  e'er  to  loftier  clime 
Were  lifted,  thus  hath  justice  level'd  us 
Here  on  earth.    As  avarice  quench'd  our  love 
Of  good,  without  which  is  no  working:  thus 
Here  justice  holds  us  prison'd,  hand  and  foot 
Chain'd  down  and  bound,  while  Heaven's 

just  Lord  shall  please, 
So  long  to  tarry,  motionless,  outstretch'd. 

Adrian  begs  his  visitors  to  recommend  him  to  the  prayers  of 
his  niece  Alagia,  and  to  warn  her  not  to  let  the  ill  example  of 
her  family  sway  her  from  the  path  of  justice. 

Avarice,  which  according  to  St.  Thomas,  is  an  immoderate 
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desire  of  those  goods,  the  worth  of  which  is  only  reckoned  by 
money,  is  called  idolatry  in  Holy  Writ.  **No  cov^etous  person 
(which  is  a  serving  of  idols)  hath  inheritance  in  the  Kingdom 
of  Christ  and  of  God"  (Eph.  v.  5).  "Of  their  silver  and  their 
gold  they  have  made  idols  to  themselves"  (Osee  VHI,  4).  Hence 
Dant«i  says  to  those  guilty  of  Simony  in  Inferno  XIX,  112 : 

Of  gold  and  silver  ye  have  made  your  god, 

Differing  therein  from  the  idolat-er. 

But  that  he  worships  one,  a  hundred  ye. 

In  Hell  riches  are  changed  into  heavy  burdens,  which  the 
sinners  are  forced  to  butt  and  roll  along  eternally  with  their 
chests.  In  Purgatory  riches  are  like  unseen  loads  upon  the 
back  of  the  penitents,  which  hold  them  down,  face  downward, 
to  the  ground,  until  they  have  fully  satisfied  Divine  justice. 
The  fetters,  which  bind  their  hands  and  feet,  are  symbols  of 
their  attachments  to  the  goods  of  this  world. 

No  images,  nor  sculptures,  nor  voices  from  outside  offer 
here  subjects  of  meditation,  but  the  souls  propose  to  them- 
selves the  truths  to  meditate  upon.  They  bless  and  praise, 
during  the  day,  those  who  did  good  in  their  mortal  life,  and 
curse  and  scorn,  during  the  night,  those  who  did  wicked  things. 
The  first  blessing  is  to  Mslvj  in  the  stable  of  Bethlehem.  One 
soul  is  heard 

Cry  out:  "0  Blessed  Virgin"  as  a  dame 
In  sharp  pangs  of  childbed;  and  "how  poor 
Thou  wast,"  it  added,  "witness  that  low  roof 
Where  thou  didst  lay  thy  sacred  burden  down." 

A  second  blessing  is  addressed  to  Fabricius,  Roman  consul  and 
censor  (B.C.  282-275).  Caius  Fabricius  refused  the  bribes  of 
the  Samnites  and  the  magnificent  offers  of  Pyrrhus,  King  of 
Epirus.  He  lived  and  died  poor,  although  he  might  have 
become  immensely  rich. 

A  third  blessing  is  for  St.  Nicholas  of  Myra,  who  lived  in 
the  fourth  century.  The  legend,  as  told  in  the  Roman  Breviary, 
December  6,  runs  thus :  Nicholas  heard  that  one  of  his  flock, 
who  had  fallen  into  poverty,  was  about  to  abandon  his  three 
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daughters  to  a  life  of  sin,  because  no  one  would  marry  them, 
without  some  dowry.  St.  Nicholas,  determined  to  save  the 
innocent  girls,  went  out  by  night,  and  taking  with  him  a  bag 
of  gold,  flung  it  into  th§  window  of  the  sleeping  father,  and 
hurried  away.  With  it  the  father  dowered  his  eldest  daughter. 
The  Saint,  overjoyed  at  his  success,  made  like  venture  for  the 
second  and  again  for  the  third  daughter  and  so  the  three  maids 
were  honestly  married. 

The  spirit  is  still  speaking  of  St.  Nicholas  when  Dante  asks 
him:  "Spirit  who  dost  speak  of  deeds  so  worthy,  tell  me  who 
thou  wast."  "I  was  Hugh  Capet,  from  me  descend  the  Philips 
and  the  Louis,  of  whom  France  is  newly  governed."  Capet 
speaks  at  length  of  the  maladministration  of  his  royal  descend- 
ants. 

When  night  comes,  these  spirits  curse  and  scorn  wicked 
people  and  recount  their  punishment.  They  curse  Pygmalion, 
for  he  murdered  Sichaeus  in  order  to  possess  himself  of  his 
property.  They  tell  of  the  punishment  of  Midas  and  of  the 
stoning  of  Acham:  They  scorn  Ananias  and  Sapphira,  who 
through  avarice,  defrauded  the  apostles  and  fell  suddenly  dead 
(Acts,  V.  1-11)  :  and  Heliodonis,  who.  when  about  to  steal  the 
treasures  of  the  Temple,  was  driven  away  by  the  kicks  of  a 
mysterious  horse  (11  Mace.  7,  1-10). 

The  Poets,  having  left  Capet  behind,  prosecute  their  jour- 
ney, when  the  mountain  violently  shook,  as  if  it  were  going  to 
fall  over,  and,  at  the  same  time,  a  shout  of  joy  arose  from 
every  side  of  it.  All  the  spirits  shouted:  "Glory  in  the  highest 
be  to  God."    Read  the  Poem : 

•  We  stood 

Immovably  suspended,  like  to  those, 
The  Shepherds,  who  first  heard  in  Bethlehem's  field' 
That  song:  till  ceased  the  trembling,  and  the  song 
Was  ended:  then  our  hallow'd  path  resumed. 

Canto  XX. 

At  this  juncture  they  are  met  by  the  spirit  of  Statius  (A.D. 
45-96),  who  having  been  thoroughly  cleansed  from  the  remnant 
of  his  sins,  is  now  on  his  way  to  Paradise.    He  is  not  the  Statius 
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from  Tolosa,  as  Dante  erroneously  believes,  but  anatber  Statins, 
the  son  of  a  Neapolitan  grammarian.  He  says  he  had  to  suffer 
in  Purgatory  not  for  avarice,  but  for  prodigality :  both  avarice 
and  prodigality,  being  sins  against  justice,  are  atoned  for  in 
this  same  place. 

"Statins  they  name  me  still.    Of  Thebes  I  sang 
And  next  of  great  Achilles." 

He  says  he  became  enamoured  with  poetry  from  reading 
Virgil's  poetical  works.  His  admiration  for  the  Mantuan  was 
so  fervent,  that  to  have  seen  Virgil  (Virgil  died  before  Statins 
was  born),  he  would  have  given  one  year  of  his  Heaven. 
(Statins  does  not  know  yet  that  he  is  now  beholding  Virgil.) 
At  this,  Dante  and  Virgil  feel  embarrassed  and  finally  Virgil 
says,  aside,  to  Dante:  "Tell  him  who  I  am,"  and  Dante  to 
Statins : 

He,  who  guides  my  ken 
On  high,  he  is  that  Mantuan,  led  by  whom 
Thou  didst  presume  of  men  and  gods  to  sing. 

Hearing  this.  Statins  falls  to  his  knees  and  embraces  Virgil's 

feet. 

But  he  forbade  him:  "Brother,  do  it  not: 
Thou  art  a  shadow  and  beholdest  a  shade." 

He  rising  answer'd  thus:  "Now  hast  thou  proved 
The  force  and  ardor  of  the  love  I  bear  thee 
When  I  forget  we  are  but  things  of  air, 
And,  as  a  substance,  treat  an  empty  shade." 

Canto  XXI. 

Virgil  asks  him  what  caused  the  earthquake  that,  a  short  time 
before,  shook  the  mountain,  and  why  the  spirits  sang  that  hymn 
of  joy :  "Glory  be  to  God  on  high."  Statins  says  that  whenever 
a  soul  is  released  from  Purgatory,  the  Mountain  shakes  and  all 
the  spirits  sing.  The  trembling  of  the  mountain  and  the  sing- 
ing of  the  spirits,  in  the  present  instance,  was  to  note  his  own 
(Statins')  deliverance,  after  an  expiation  of  about  twelve  hun- 
dred years. 
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No  word  can  here  express  the  joy  of  the  two  Poets  when 
they  hear  this  good  news  of  Statins. 

They  are  now  already  beyond  "the  pass  where  pardon  sets 
them  free"  (Purg.  13,42),  where  the  Angel  of  Justice  had  can- 
celled from  Dante's  forehead  the  fifth  P  and  sung  the  fourth 
Beatitude:  "Blessed  they  are  who  thirst  for  justice,  for  they 
shall  have  their  fill,"  omitting  the  word  "hunger"  which  another 
angel  will  sing  in  the  next  cornice. 


MY  CROSS. 


IT  hung  on  the  wall 
Where  the  twilight  falls 

And  I  dropped  on  my  knees  in  prayer. 
The  rood  of  blood. 
The  spittle  and  mud 

On  the  Face  of  the  figure  there. 
And  the  shadows  pressed 
A  cross  on  my  breast. 

And  a  Voice  from  the  shadow  stole:  — 
"Will  you  bear  this  cross, 
With  its  pain  and  loss. 

For  the  sake  of  pagan  souls  ? ' ' 
On  my  chasubled  breast 
Is  that  shadow  prest 

As  I  stand  at  the  altar  feast: 
A  knight  of  Christ, 
For  souls  unpriced, 

A  fisher  of  men  —  a  priest, 

Kev.  H.  Sharkey. 
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MOVING    MOUNTAINS 

By  ELIZABETH  HUNT. 

"rj^VER  visited  France?" 
-■— '       "Been  all  over  tlie  country." 

' '  In  Brittany  ?    Do  you  know  the  town  of  N V 

"Yes,  I  know  the  district  thoroughly." 

I  saw  an  added  gleam  in  the  intelligent  eye,  an  earnestness 
in  the  gesture  as  the  scholarly  old  French  priest  drew  his  chair 
close  to  mine. 

"I  left  Brittany  close  on  thirty  years  ago,"'  he  continued, 
"to  work  on  these  Canadian  Prairies,  but  my  soul" — he  paused, 
then  with  a  wistful  smile — ' '  often  returns.  Ah,  la  belle  France ! 
There  was  faith  in  those  days.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  little  story, 
true,  quite  true!  It  happened  to  my  own  aunt.  Sister  Philo- 
mene,  a  Little  Sister  of  the  Poor?" 

I  showed  my  approval  by  settling  back  in  my  arm  chair, 
and  the  old  missionary  continued: 

"Well,  years  ago,  my  aunt  and  another  Sister  set  out  on 
a  begging  tour.  The  objective  was  to  collect  seven  thousand 
francs  to  finish  building  much  needed  accommodation  for  their 
poor. 

"'My  dear  daughters,'  the  Mother  Superior  had  said,  *I 
give  you  a  special  blessing.    Do  all  m  St.  Joseph's  name.' 

"Their  district  was  extensive,  but  poor,  and  humanly 
speaking,  it  would  be  impossible  to  collect  the  needed  amount. 
A  week  later,  with  purse  still  slim  and  hearts  very  heavy,  they 
entered  another  village  and  sought  the  rectory.  *My  good 
Sisters,  you  are  very  welcome,'  the  good  old  pastor  greeted 
them,  'my  people  have  great  hearts,  but  are  very  poor.  How- 
ever, I  shall  direct  you  to  the  different  cottages,  and  to-morrow 
I  shall  offer  my  Mass  for  your  work  in  honour  of  holy  St. 
Joseph.' 

"From  home  to  home  they  solicited  help,  but  received  very 
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meagre  amounts,  in  many  eases  poverty  could  offer  no  more 
than  a  courteous  and  kindly  reception. 

"  'Well,  our  work  is  finished  here/  Sister  Philomene  said; 
'see,  I've  checked  off  every  home  Father  put  on  our  little  map. 
Let  us  return  to  the  rectory  by  way  of  the  river  bank,  the 
scenery  is  so  beautiful.'  Turning  a  curve,  my  aunt  called  out 
to  her  companion,  'Look,  Sister,  there  is  a  house  over  there, 
such  a  pretty  and  well-kept  little  cottage  too.  Strange,  Father 
should  have  overlooked  it.' 

'  'The  door  was  opened  by  a  tall,  noble-looking  man,  simply 
clad,  and  fatherly  in  appearance.  Near  a  fire  on  the  hearth 
sat  a  young  woman  with  a  lovely  little  boy  upon  her  knee. 
She  smiled  at  the  Sisters  as  the  tall,  grave  man  brought  them 
to  the  hearth  to  rest  a  little  while.  The  Sisters  told  their  tale, 
and  then  rose  to  go.  The  woman  by  the  fire  bowed  in  a  queen- 
ly manner,  and  the  child  too  smiled  as  the  gentle  master  of  the 
house  escorted  them  to  the  door.  'Take  this,  Sisters,'  he  said, 
holding  out  to  them  a  little  package,  'and  continue  in  your 
devotion  towards  the  Spouse  of  Mary.  He  will  never  forsake 
nor  fail  you;  he  loves  his  faithful  clients  and  procures  great 
things  for  them." 

"Suddenly  the  Sisters  found  themselves  by  the  curve  on 
the  river  bank.  Amazed,  they  stood  still !  There  was  no  cot- 
tage in  sight!  But  Sister  Philomene  did  have  a  package  in  her 
hand.  With  trembling  hands,  the  parcel  was  unwrapt.  A 
cry  of  surprise  followed — it  contained  a  roll  of  notes.  Breath- 
lessly, they  were  counted — the  seven  thousand  francs  needed 
so  badly  and  an  additional  thousand. 

"What  think  you  of  my  story,"  the  old  priest  asked. 
"Strange,"  was  the  only  answer  I  could  make.  "Strange — 
yes — and  again  not  so  very  strange.  After  all  with  faith  one 
can  move  mountains." 


•^ 
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THE  LATE  RIGHT  REVEREND   MONSIGNOR 
J.  L.  HAND,  P.A.,  V.G. 

PASTOR  OF  ST.  PAUL'S  PARISH,  TORONTO. 

ONE  of  the  outstanding  priests  of  the  Archdiocese  of  To- 
ronto was  called  to  his  eternal  reward  on  Saturday,  June 
27th,  1936. 

Within  the  last  four  years  Monsignor  Hand's  career  has 
been  sketched  in  the  '  'Lilies,"  namely  in  the  article  on  St.  Paul's 
Parish  in  1932  and  in  the  December  issue  of  last  year  on  the 
occasion  of  his  having  with  several  other  senior  clergy  received 
special  honours  from  His  Holiness  the  Pope. 

The  record  of  Monsignor's  long  life  of  active  service,  not 
only  as  Pastor  of  St.  Paul's,  but  as  a  prominent  member  of  all 
Catholic  movements  in  the  Toronto  diocese,  is  probably  known 
not  only  to  the  inner  circle  of  his  friends,  but  also  to  very 
many  outside  the  Catholic  Church.  However,  even  those  who 
were  intimately  acquainted  with  this  cultured  priest  and  ad- 
mired his  high  standards  of  the  dignity  of  his  sacerdotal  call- 
ing, those  even,  who  enjoyed  the  favour  of  his  winning  smile 
and  gracious  manner,  may  never  have  realized  how  far-reach- 
ing were  his  private  beneficences  and  how  deeply  influential 
was  the  force  of  his  strong  and  upright  character. 

To  the  relatives  who  mourn  his  loss  as  well  as  to  his  be- 
reaved parishioners  and  innumerable  friends  in  Canada,  the 
United  States  and  in  Ireland,  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  express 
sincere  sympathy.  May  his  many  good  works  performed  for 
the  honour  of  Our  Good  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ  obtain 
for  him  a  speedy  entrance  to  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven.    R.I.P. 
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The  Late  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  J.  L.  Hand,  P. A.,  V.G. 
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THE    STORY   OF  ROSARY   SUNDAY 

By  REV.   M.  H.   GAFFNEY,  O.P. 

LEPANTO?  Lepanto  gave  its  name  to  one  of  the  most 
memorable  battles  in  human  history.  The  Turks  wanted 
to  swarm  over  Europe.  Europe  was  almost  blind  to  the'  dan/- 
ger.  The  Turks  could  have  destroyed  Christianity  in' Europe 
if  God  would  permit  that.  If  they  had  won  at  Lepanto  we 
might  have  to-day  no  sacraments,  no  Christ,  and  no  Holy  Mass. 
If  they  had  Avon  that  day  at  Lepanto,  hundreds  of  years  ago, 
the  work  of  the  Apostles  would  have  been  brought  to  nought, 
and  God  only  knows  in  what  a  morass  of  doubt  and  despair 
we  should  find  ourselves  to-day. 

While  the  Turks  sailed  in  their  splendid  fleets  across  the 
Mediterranean  to  begin  their  onslaught  on  Christian  Europe, 
one  man  rallied  Europe  to  the  fight.  He  was  the  illustrious 
Pope  Pius  V.  He  was  a  Dominican  and  has  since  been  canon- 
ized as  a  Saint.  Christian  Europe  responded  to  his  call,  and 
majestic  fleets  sailed  out  from  Christian  harbours  to  meet  the 
Turk.  But  the  Pope's  trust  was  in  prayer.  He  went  to  his 
oratory;  and  for  hours  he  knelt,  saying  the  Rosary  for  the 
success  of  his  children.  He  rose  from  his  knees  radiant  with 
joy.  In  that  hour,  as  men  discovered  afterwards,  the  Cross 
had  conquered  the  Crescent  at  Lepanto,  and  Europe  was 
saved. 

The  holy  Pope  created  the  feast,  which  we  celebrate  on 
Rosary  Sunday,  to  the  memory  of  Lepanto.  But,  being  him- 
self a  son  of  St.  Dominic  to  whom  Our  Lady  gave  the  Holy 
Rosary  which  he  recited  during  the  battle,  he  would  not  dedi- 
cate the  day  under  its  present  title,  but  under  the  title  of 
Our  Lady,  Help  of  Christians.  Another  Pope  changed  the 
dedication  to  the  one  you  know  and  will  celebrate  on  the  first 
Sunday  of  October,  Rosary  Sunday. 
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THE    NATIVITY    OF   OUR    LADY 

D 


,AWN  o'er  Nazareth  of  Judea !  Angels  wake  the  winds  of 
morn — • 

"Joy  to  Joachim  and  Anna!     Speed  the  news!     A  child    is 
born !" 

"Wake,  0  Palm  Tree!   Hearken,  Olive!"   At  the  breeze's  call 

they  stir: 
"Joy!   A  woman  child  is  born!    Wave  ye  welcome  unto  her?" 

"Hasten,  Cypress!  waft  the  message  to  the  floating  clouds 

anear !" 
Lo !  the  cypress  bows  in  token  for  the  tidings  of  great  cheer. 

"Joy  unto  the  House  of  David !    Ye  of  Lebanon  rejoice !" 
Mark  the  stately  cedars  tremble  at  the  zephyr  herald's  voice. 

"Rose  of  Sharon!  I  am  bidden  to  announce  the  babe  to  thee!" 
And  the  glad  rose  seeks  the  lilies  swaying  soft  in  ecstasy ! 

Speeds  the  breeze — still  onward !  onward !   Fold  of  lamb  and 

cote  of  dove 
Must  unclose  before  the  herald  on  this  wondrous  dawn  of  love. 

Hark !  the  olive  and  the  cypress  and  the  cedar  have  found 

tongue 
For  such  canticle  of  gladness  as  thro'  Eden  erst  hath  rung. 

Join  the  palm  in  mystic  chorus,  rose  and  lily  of  the  vale ; 
"Stem  of  Jesus,  yet  to  blossom  for  the  world's  salvation,  haill" 

"Rod  of  Aaron !  Stem  of  Jesus!  Flower  of  David,  hail!" 
Star  of  morning!  Joy  of  angels!   Gate  of  heaven,  haill 

Margaret  M.  Halvey. 
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ANNIVERSARY   HYMN 

CENTENNIAL  OF  THE  SISTERS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH, 
MARCH  25,  1936. 

IN  a  grand,  harmonious  chorus 
Let  our  hearts  and  voices  blend; 
Let  our  fervent,  deep  thanksgiving 

Rapturously  to  heaven  ascend. 
Thine  it  was,  0  blest  Teresa, 

Joseph's  honour  to  proclaim; 
On  thy  Feast  our  lowly  Order 

'Fore  the  world  first  bore  its  name. 

Pray  that  we  be  grand,  courageous, 

As  were  those  who  first  at  Puy 
On  that  day  of  hallowed  memory 

Gave  up  all  at  Faith's  decree. 
Years  by  hundreds  now  we  count  them 

Since  with  love  their  souls  aflame 
Clothed  were  they  with  our  dear  Habit 

Given  dear  Saint  Joseph's  Name, 

Unto  some,  in  Revolution 

God  vouchsafed  the  Martyr's  Crown; 
Blood  of  Martyrs'  seed  beeometh 

Fruitage  growing  Time  a-down. 
Hence  do  we  with  jubilation 

Greet  this  year's  Centennial  tide: 
Since  our  Sisters  from  loved  Lyons 

Came  in  this  land  to  abide. 

Vincent's  son,  God-chosen  Shepherd 
Of  true  flock  and  pagan  tribe, 
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Well  may  we  upon  our  diptyes 

Name  "ROSATI"*  e'er  inscribe. 
Praise  her,  too,  who  was  Promotert 

Of  our  Missions  to  this  land ; 
Spirit  nobly  apostolic 

Made  her  faithful  Propagand. 

Pray  Our  Lady  ever  guide  us; 

Mary,  ANCILLA  of  God; 
May  she  lead  us  with  St.  Joseph 

On  the  path  our  forebears  trod. 
Pray  we,  Sisters  of  our  Order, 

With  our  pioneers  still  vie ; 
And,  in  spirit  of  vocation 

For  God  labor,  for  God  die ! 

Came  they  lowly,  meek  and  humble, 

Yet  each  heart  aglow  with  zeal; 
Grant  we,  too,  with  these  same  virtues 

Spirit  of  our  Rule  reveal. 
OONGREGAVIT  NOS  IN  UNUM 

AMOR  CHRISTI  may  we  be, 
Thus  recalling  life  in  Nazareth 

Of  the  Earthly  Trinity. 

Sr.  Assisium,  C.S.J., 

Philadelphia. 


I  *  First  Bishop  in  St.  Louis  in  whose  diocese  the  first  American 

*■  Foundation  was  made. 

'i  t  The  Countess  Felicite  de  la  Rochejacquelein. 


I. 


€ommunitg 


Our  sincere  congratulations  are  offered  to  Bishop-Elect 
Martin  Johnson,  Rector  of  St.  Michael's  Cathedral,  Toronto, 
who  has  been  appointed  Bishop  of  the  newly-created  diocese  of 
Nelson,  B.C.  May  many  years  of  fruitful  apostolate  be  granted 
to  Bishop  Johnson ! 


On  May  twenty-eighth  the  entrance  to  St.  Joseph's  Hospital, 
Winnipeg,  was  decorated  with  Canadian  and  Papal  flags  to  wel- 
come His  Eminence  Cardinal  Villeneuve,  and  his  retinue. 
Archbishop  Sinnott,  Monsignor  Rheaume,  Dean  Moore  and 
Father  Mclsaac  also  accompanied  the  distinguished  visitor. 

Rev.  Father  Soos,  Chaplain  of  the  Hospital,  welcomed  the 
visitors  at  the  door  and  accompanied  them  to  the  hall,  where 
the  assembled  nurses  sang  "Vivat."  Miss  Helen  McCann  spoke 
a  few  words  of  welcome  to  "our  own  Canadian  Cardinal," 
after  which  the  nurses  were  presented  to  His  Eminence. 

After  a  visit  to  the  chapel,  where  the  altar  was  prettily 
decorated  with  yellow  tulips  and  white  carnations,  the  guests 
adjourned  to  the  sun  parlor,  where  the  Medical  Staff  greeted 
the  guests  and  refreshments  were  served  by  the  Senior  Nurses. 
Strains  of  "Hail  Dear  St.  Joseph"  followed  the  party  as  they 
bid  farewell  to  St.  Joseph's  Hospital. 


On  the  feast  of  Our  Lady  of  Mount  Carmel,  Sister  M.  Bertha 
celebrated  the  Diamond  Jubilee  of  her  entrance  into  our  Con- 
gregation 

In  the  Convent  Chapel,  St  Catharines,  Very  Reverend  Dean 
Cullinane  celebrated  Mass  for  the  Jubilarian  and  later  in  the 
morning  a  Solemn  High  Mass  of  Thanksgiving  was  offered  in 
St  Catharine's  Church.  The  choir  was  composed  mostly  of 
former  pupils  of  the  Jubilarian,  who  owned  much  to  her  train- 
ing. Following  the  Mass,  the  Dean  offered  congratulations 
to  the  Reverend  Jubilarian  in  the  name  of  the  parish  and  from 
the  clergy  and  people. 

During   the   day,   relatives   and    friends   called    on    Sister 
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Bertha.  Many  were  the  expressions  of  gratitude  sihown,  but 
none  brought  more  joy  than  the  blessing  of  Our  Holy  Father 
conveyed  to  her  through  our  beloved  Archbishop,  Most 
Reverend  J.  C.  McGuigan. 

Sister  Bertha  is  the  only  siurviving  member  of  the  five  who 
entered  with  her  We  read  in  a  paper  dated  1876:  "The  cere- 
mony took  place  in  the  Convent  Chapel,  His  Grace  Archbishop 
Lynch  officiating.  The  large  chapel  was  filled  with  the  pupils 
of  the  Convent,  besides  a  large  number  of  ladies  and  gentlemen 
of  the  city.  Within  the  sanctuary  were  nearly  all  the  priests 
of  the  diocese.  .  .  .  Mass  was  said  by  Vicar-General  Rooney, 
and  an  eloquent  sermon,  suitable  to  the  occasion,  was  preached 
by  Rev.  J.  T.  McCann,  of  Oshawa." 

We  extend  to  Sister  M.  Bertha  heartfelt  congratulations, 
and  assure  her  of  a  continaied  remembrance  in  prayer  for  many 
more  happy,  meritorious  years  of  service  as  a  Sister  of  St. 
Joseph. 

Silver  and  golden  and  diamond' — 

All  have  passed  like  a  dream. 

And  the  harvesit  that  has  been  gathered., 

In  jewels  bright  shall  gleam. 

The  sheaves  will  be  silver  and  golden, 

And  the  ears  of  ripened  grain 

Shall  shine  as  diamonds  forever. 

And  the  toiling  will  not  have  been  vain. 


On  August  15th,  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Assumption,  con- 
gratulations were  extended  to  Sister  M.  Norberta.  St.  Joseph's 
Convent.  Toronto,  and  to  Sister  M.  Helen.  St.  Joseph's  Hos- 
pital, who  had  completed  their  fifty  years  of  religious  life. 

On  the  same  day  Sister  St.  John,  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent, 
Toronto,  celebrated  her  Silver  Jubilee  of  Profession. 

High  Mass  was  sung  in  the  Convent  Chapel  for  all  the  in- 
tentions of  the  Jubilarians.  May  God's  blessing  descend  upon 
them  and  enable  them  to  complete  many  more  years  in  the 
service  of  the  Master. 


St.  Joseph  Lilies  offers  congratulations  to  Dr.  Peter 
Moloney,  of  the  staff  of  the  Connaught  Laboratories.  Uni- 
versity of  Toronto,  on  hh  election  to  Fellowship  in  the  Royal 
Society  of  Canada.  Dr.  Moloney's  work  in  biolosrical  research, 
particularly  with  regard  to  diphtheria,  has  well  merited  the 
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ddstinction  that  has  come  to  him.  We  are  happy  at  the  honor 
paid  to  the  nephew  of  one  of  our  Sisters — Sister  Ermelinda, 
Superior  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  St.  Catharines. 


St.  Joseph  Lilies  offers  sincere  congratulations  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Donaghue  and  also  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dermody  of  Winni- 
peg, on  the  occasion  of  their  Silver  Jubilees. 


Recently  the  bells  of  St.  Joseph,  Winnipeg,  rang  out  the 
Silver  Jubilee  of  th^ir  Pastor,  Rev.  B.  Ueberberg,  O.M.I.  The 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  congratulate  the  Reverend  Father  and 
offer  prayerful  wishes  that  he  may  be  granted  many  years  of 
fruitful  labors  in  the  Master's  vineyard! 


The  appointment  by  His  Grace  Archbishop  McOuigan  last 
summer  of  Reverend  Hugh  Callaghan  as  Archdiocesan  Director 
of  Religious  Inistruction  has  been  fruitful  in  extending  the 
knowledge  of  religious  truths  to  an  ever-increasing  number 
of  Catholic  children  aittending  public  schools.  Classes  after 
hours  on  school  days  for  such  children  were  conducted  during 
the  ^•ear  at  various  centres  in  the  city.  Thoise  at  St.  Francis, 
St.  Mary's  and  St.  Patrick's  Schools  Avere  well  attended.  It 
is  not  surprising,  therefore,  that  the  vacation  schools  conducted 
during  July  at  St.  Francis'  and  St.  Mary's  Schools  and  at  New 
Toronto  met  with  such  gratifying  results.  The  attendance  of 
over  150  children  at  New  Toronto  was  especially  encouraging 
to  the  zealous  priests,  seminarians  and  sisters  who  carried  on 
so  enthusiastically,  in  spite  of  the  intense  heat.  Our  sisters 
also  taught  in  similar  schools  in  King  and  in  Newmarket  with 
good  results. 

Summer  Catechetical  schools  and  Catechetical  tours  are  no 
novelty  to  our  sisters  in  the  west.  For  some  years  now  such 
classes  have  been  held  during  July  at  St.  Joseph's  School,  Win- 
nipe<?,  and  at  St-  Alphonsus,  East  Kildonan.  The  Sisters  from 
St.  Anne's  Convent  go  out  each  summer  to  instruct  children 
at  Kirkfield  Park,  some  distance  outside  Winnipeg.  Last  year 
four  sisters  from  our  convent  in  Rosetown,  Sask.,  went  to  the 
surround  in  or  districts  to  give  instructions.  So  numerous  were 
the  rennests  for  their  services  this  summer  that  it  was  con- 
sidered a  better  plan  to  have  the  children  come  to  the  convent 
far  a  course,  with  the  result  that  nearly  three  hundred  were 
enrolled.  So  the  harvest  is  great — would  that  the  number  of 
labourers  were  greater! 
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Clad  in  white  uniforms,  carrying  bouquets  of  roses,  fifty- 
three  graduates  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital  School  of  Nursing 
received  their  diplomas  as  the  forty-second  class  was  graduated 
on  June  2nd  in  St.  Joseph's  College  auditorium. 

Archbishop  James  C.  McGuigan  was  honorary  chairman, 
and  Duncan  J.  McDougald,  chairman.  Rev.  E.  J.  McCorkell, 
president  of  St.  Michael's  College,  gave  the  address  to  the 
graduates    Miss  Rita  Savard  was  pianist. 

Scholarships  and  prizes  were  presented  as  follows:  Gradate 
work  in  public  nursing,  Miss  Doreen  Murphy ;  for  post-gradu- 
ate Avork,  Miss  Margaret  Mary  Murphy;  highest  standing  in 
principles  and  practice  of  medical  nursing.  Miss  Mary  Mac- 
donell ;  highest  standing  in  obstetrical  nursing.  Miss  Ethel 
MacMillan ;  surgical  nursing  and  operating-room  technique, 
Miss  Kathleen  Zeagman;  general  proficiency.  Miss  Mildred 
Ritz;  practical  nursing,  senior  class.  Miss  Claire  O'Hagan; 
intermediate,  Miss  Barbara  Hickey;  junior,  Miss  Margaret 
Thurlow.  Proficiency  in  emergencies  and  surgical  nursing. 
Miss  Helen  Smith ;  bedside  nursing,  Miss  Louis  Anderson.  Effi- 
ciency in  urological  nursing,  Miss  Alice  Botting.  Fifty-three 
nurses  received  diplomas. 


His  Excellency,  Most  Reverend  Emile  Yelle,  Co-adjutor 
Archbishop  of  St.  Boniface,  has  inaugurated  an  Annual 
Diocesian  Catechism  Test  for  the  pupils  of  Grade  VI.  who  are 
attending  the  Parochial  Schools. 


As  a  result  of  the  test,  held  on  May  30th,  four  of  the  sixteen 
pupils  of  Grade  VI.  in  St.  Alphonsus'  Schoo^l,  E.  Kildonan, 
Manitoba,  obtained  between  ninety  and  one  hundred  per  cent., 
four  obtained  between  eighty  and  ninety,  and  five  others  ob- 
tained a  good  pass  mark.  These  pupils  will  be  awarded  Dip- 
lomas for  Christian  Doctrine  at  a  special  ceremony  to  be  held 
in  St.  Alphonsus'  Church  on  the  second  Sunday  of  September. 

In  the  same  school,  nine  Grade  VIII.  pupil's  were  promoted 
to  Grade  IX.,  the  prize  for  General  Proficiency,  presented  by 
Mrs.  E.  McPike,  being  won  by  Miss  Joyce  Liddiard. 

On  Sunday,  June  28th,  each  of  these  pupils  was  presented 
with  a  diploma  and  a  Sunday  Missl  by  the  Pastor,  Rev.  D. 
O'Donnell,  C.S.R. 

Among  the  music  pupils  of  St.  Alphonsus'  Convent, 
E.  Kildonan,  Miss  Betty  Miskolcy  deserves  special  mention  as 
having  obtained  from  the  Toronto  Conservatory  of  Music 
honors  in  Grade  VIII.  Piano,  and  First-class  Honors  in  Theory, 
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The  first  Graduation  Exercises  of  St.  Joseph's  School,  Rose- 
town,  Saskatchewan,  took  place  on  June  30th.  As  the  first 
soft  strains  of  music  filled  the  auditorium,  the  eight  graduates, 
gowned  in  white  and  carrying  a  bouquet  of  pale  pink  carna- 
tions and  snapdragons,  entered  the  hall.  The  graduates,  each 
followed  by  a  little  attendant,  walked  slowly  up  the  centre 
aisle  and  took  their  places  on  the  flower-decked  stage.  Then 
the  students  of  the  High  School  Forms,  dressed  in  uniform, 
walked  to  their  places  behind  the  graduates. 

The  program  opened  with  the  singing  of  "Hail,  Holy 
Joseph"  by  the  students  and  included  the  conferring  of  medals 
to  the  graduates,  a  two-piano  selection  by  Helen  Lunny  and 
Monica  Power,  the  chorus  "Clouds"  and  the  elass  distinctions. 
Alice  Quintal  as  Valedictorian,  bespoke  the  gratitude  of  the 
graduating  class  and  expressed  their  determination  to  be  loyal 
to  the  ideals  help  up  to  them.  After  an  inspiring  address  by 
Rev,  Father  Drapeau,  the  Exercises  were  concluded  by  Bene- 
diction of  the  Blesised  Sacrament. 

The  graduates  were  Monica  Power,  Rosetown;  Margaret 
Gainer,  Rosebud,  Alta.;  Alice  Quintal,  Zealandia ;  Adrienne 
Pelletier,  Rosetown ;  Eva  Letourneau,  Rosetown ;  Rose 
O'Reilly,  Flin  Flon,  Man. ;  Mary  Cowie,  Marengo ;  Delia  Mon- 
treuil,  Rosetown, 


The  following  is  a  list  of  the  successful  pupils  of  St. 
Joseph's  Convent  School,  Rosetown,  who  passed  their  Toronto 
Conservatory  of  Music  piano  examinations:  Grade  IV..  Jim 
Home,  honors;  Grade  IT.,  Margaret  Mary  Burke,  honors; 
Theresa  MacDonnell,  first-class  honors;  Grade  I.,  Catherine 
Durrant,  first-class  honors;  Marlyn  Home,  first-class  honors; 
Jeanne  Laplante,  first-class  honors;  Theresa  Letourneau.  first- 
class  honors;  Arthur  Paquette,  first-class  honors;  Yvonne 
Desroches.  honors. 


On  June  18th  the  first  Graduation  Exercises  of  St.  Ann's 
School,  St.  James,  Manitoba,  was  held  in  the  Parish  Hall.  The 
stage,  decorated  with  wild  roses,  presented  a  pleasing  picture 
with  eleven  boy  graduates  forming  a  background  for  the 
nine  girl  graduates  in  white.  After  a  welcome  song,  the  vale- 
dictory Avas  read  by  Miss  Audrey  O'Kelly.  Then  followed  the 
presentation  of  graduation  certificates  to  Christina  Bryant, 
Kenneth  Dale,  Agnes  Delaney,  Grace  Dewar,  William  Filion, 
Hubert   Hutchinson,    Basil    Hutchinson,    Jeremiah    McCarthy, 
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Warren  McMillan,  Reginald  Newman,  Wildred  Norman, 
Audrey  O'Kelly,  Ag'nes  O'Neill,  Charles  Pegg,  Cornelius  Pyne, 
Wilfred  Rimmer,  Pearl  Spicer,  Elizabeth  Spieer,  Elizabeth 
Tallack,  Joan  Younker 

A  Fifty-dollar  Scholarship,  presented  by  St.  Paul's  College, 
was  awarded  to  Charles  Pegg.  A  Fifty-dollar  Scholarship, 
presented  by  the  Athletic  Club  of  St.  Mary's  Academy,  was 
awarded  to  Audrey  O'Kelly. 

General  Proficiency  Prize:  Boys,  Charles  Pegg;  Girls, 
Audrey  O'Kelly.     Christian  Doctrine  Prize,  Agnes  O'Neill. 

After  a  short  and  impressive  address  to  the  graduates  by 
Rev.  Father  Holland,  S.J.,  the  following  pupils  took  a  special 
part  in  the  programme :  Misses  Viola  Haycock,  Winnifred 
Leese,  Ethel  Pegg,  Margaret  Leese  and  Master  Clifford 
Dermody. 


'*It  is  pleasant  to  note  that,  despite  all  difficulties,  St.  Ann's 
School  is  functioning  as  well  as  ever  it  did  in  the  past. 

"The  school  is  staffed  by  the  good  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph^ 
whose  record  as  teachers  is  second  to  none.  In  the  recent 
examination,  held  to  decide  the  winner  of  the  Scholarship 
($50.00),  donated  by  St.  Mary's  Academy,  A-udi^ey  O'Kelly, 
eighth-grade  pupil  of  St.  Ann's  School,  was  declared  the  suc- 
cessful candidate.  Great  credit  is  due  to  the  Sister,  who,  in 
addition  to  grade  eight,  has  charge  also  of  grades  seven  and 
six,  especially  in  view  of  the  fact  that  the  third  place  in  the 
examination  was  secured  by  Agnes  O'Neill,  the  other  pupil 
from  St.  Ann's,  presented  for  examination.  Only  the  two 
pupils  with  the  highest  standing  in  grade  eight  in  each  Catholic 
School  in  Greater  Winnipeg  Avere  permitted  to  enter  the 
contest."  — "North  West  Review,"  Winnipeg. 


Another  pupil  of  St.  Ann's  School  won  the  scholarship 
donated  by  St.  Paul's  College,  Master  Charles  Pegg.  This 
scholarship  was  open  to  all  the  Catholic  Schools  of  Winnipeg. 


Our  latest  established  Mission  is  Rosetown,  Saskatchewan, 
and  here  is  an  extract  from  a  letter  telling  of  work  other  than 
the  classroom : 

"On  Thursday,  we  took  the  children  to  Kindersley,  which 
is  sixty  miles  from  here  and  about  twenty  miles  from  Alberta. 
There  was  a  musical  festival  there  and  our  children  were  com- 
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peting  with  other  schools  in  piano,  vocal,  choruses,  etc.  You 
have  no  idea  how  talented  the  people  here  are  and  how  eager 
to  excel  in  all  arts.  They  came  from  all  the  surrounding 
district  and  entered  wholeheartedly  into  the  spirit  of  the 
festival.  The  programme  lasted  two  whole  days  and  evenings. 
Our  numbers  were  all  on  Thursday.  The  school  obtaining  the 
highest  average  gets  the  "shield."  Ours  carried  a  few  first- 
class  certificates,  two  seconds — all  are  not  yet  settled,  but  we 
came  first  in  the  big  competition  in  a  school  chorus." 


Results  of  Music  Examinations,  June,  1936, 
St  Joseph's  Convent,,  St.  Catharines. 

Grade  X.  Piano  (Senior),  Honors,  Eveline  Wismer.  Grade 
IX.  Piano  (Intermediate),  Pass,  Elizabeth  Pagatte.  Grade  VII. 
Piano  (Junior),  Pass,  Amanda  Renshaw.  Grade  IV.  Piano 
(Elementary),  Honors,  Margaret  Wismer;  Pass,  Doris  Stewart, 
Frances  Renshaw.  Grade  III.  Piano  (Lower  Elementary), 
Honors,  Joan  Corkery.  Grade  V.  Counterpoint  First-class 
Honors.  Jean  Meikle;  Honors,  Eveline  Wismer.  Grade  V. 
Harmony,  Pass,  Mildred  Allcock.  Grade  IV.  Harmony, 
Honors,  Jean  Meikle,  Eveline  Wismer.  Grade  II.  Theory, 
First-class  Honors,  Amanda  Renshaw.  Grade  I.  Theory,  First- 
class  Honors,  Billy  Angus, 


On  June  15th  the  pupils  of  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake,  Scar- 
boro,  gave  a  music  and  elocution  recital.  There  was  a  large 
audience  of  parents  and  friends.  Master  Peter  Somerville 
announced  the  following  programme : 

Recitation,  "Greetings,"  by  Miss  Jewel  Bell;  Chorus, 
''Greetings  to  Spring,"  by  Senior  Pupils;  Piano  Solo,  "Skat- 
ing," by  Miss  Thelma  Chadwick;  Recitation,  "The  Game  of 
Tag,"  by  Miss  Bonnie  Bell;  Vocal  Solo,  "The  Land  of  I  Dunno 
Where,"  by  Miss  Sheila  Graham;  Piano  Solo,  "A  Medley,"  by 
Miss  Janet  Jarvis;  Chorus,  "Lullaby"  and  "The  Wasted 
Crust,"  by  the  Junior  Pupils;  Reeitation,  "Papa's  Letter,"  by 
Miss  Eleanor  Midwood;  Piano  Duet,  "Impromptu,"  by  the 
Misses  Bobbie  and  Jewel  Bell;  Piano  Solo,  "The  Tumbling 
Clown"  and  "The  Jolly  Boys,"  by  Master  Ronald  MacBain ; 
Voeal  Duet,  "The  Celebrated  Singing  Lesson,"  by  Misses  E. 
Midwood  and  J.  Jarvis;  Recitation,  "Wynken,  Blynken  and 
Nod,"  by  Miss  Jewel  Bell;  Piano  Solo,  "Harp  Sounds,"  by 
Miss  Sheila  Graham;  Action  Song,  "The  Second  Minuet,"  'by 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 175 

Miss  Bonnie  Bell;  R-ecitation,  "Innocence,"  by  Miss  Jewel 
Bell;  Piano  Duet,  "The  Minuet,"  by  the  Misses  S  Gr.aham  and 
J.  Jarvis;  Piano  Solo,  "Pyxies  Good  Night  Song,"  by  Master 
Philip  Chadwick;  Chorus,  ''Beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea,"  by  the 
Senior  Pupils;  Piano  Solo,  "Song-  of  the  Sea,"  by  Miss  Lexie 
Jones;  Recitation,  "Gaulberto's  Victory,"  by  Miss  Eleanor 
Midwood;  Piano  Duet,  "Intermezzo,"  by  the  Misses  Ruth 
MacLennan  and  Lexie  Jones;  Piano  Solo,  "The  Froggies," 
by  Miss  Eleanor  Midwood;  Recitation,  "They  Smile  at  Me,"  by 
Miss  Bonnie  Bell;  Chorus,  "0  Canada." 


At  the  Lincoln  County  Music  Festival,  held  on  May  5th, 
6th  and  7th,  the  Gold  Medal  in  the  Senior  Piano  Solo  Class 
(open  to  the  Province  of  Ontario)  Avas  carried  off  by  Miss 
Mildred  Allcock,  age  16,  pupil  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  St. 
Catharines.  The  test  piece  was  Liszt's  "Etude  de  Concert  in  D 
Flat"  (Un  Sospiro),  and  the  adjudicator  was  Mr.  T.  J.  Craw- 
ford. Besides  the  gold  medal.  Miss  Allcock  was  awarded  the 
marks  in  senior  piano  classes;  also  a  complimentary  ticket  for 
Carmichael  Cup,  presented  by  H.  J.  Carmiehael,  for  the  highest 
the  1936-37  Community  Concerts,  presented  by  the  Community 
Concert  Association. 

In  the  Piano  Duet  Class  (12  years  and  under)  the  Gold 
Medal  was  won  by  William  and  Irene  Angus,  also  pupils  of 
St.  Joseph's  Convent, 


At  the  Niagara  Falls  Music  Festival,  held  on  May  13th, 
14th  and  15th,  eleven-year-old  Colleen  Sadler  was  awarded  the 
Scholarship  in  the  Junior  Instrumental  Classes.  In  the  Piano 
Solo  Class  (under  14  years),  in  which  there  were  32  entries, 
Margaret  Wismer,  age  12,  won  second  place,  with  a  percentage 
of  83 ;  Juanita  Dorner,  age  12,  and  Colleen  Sadler,  age  11, 
came  third  with  a  percentage  of  81.  In  the  Piano  Solo  Class 
(under  12  years) ,  which  had  20  entries,  Colleen  Sadler  carried 
off  first  prize,  with  a  percentage  of  82 ;  Francis  Corless,  age  11, 
came  third,  with  a  percentage  of  80.  In  the  Piano  Duet  Class 
(under  13  years),  Colleen  Sadler  and  Margaret  Wismer  again 
won  first  place,  with  83  marks;  Juanita  Dorner  and  Mary 
Elizabeth  Crawford,  age  10,  won  second  place,  with  81.  Mr. 
P.  C.  Kennedy  was  the  adjudicator. 


176 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

RESUIiTS  OF  EXAMINATIONS,  ST.  JOSEPH'S, 
PRINCE   RUPERT,    B.C. 

MUSIC. 
Grade    IV.      Theory:      Harmony    and    Counterpoint  —  Honours, 

Margaret  McCaffery. 

Grade  IV.     Hamiony — Honours,  Mary  Orne;  Pass,  Venetia  Feero. 

Grade  IV.  Countei-point — Honours,  Adele  Mussallem,  Margaret 
Christianson,  Chiea  Nishikaze. 

Grade  III.  Hanuony — Honours,  Frances  Moore;  Pass,  Marie 
Amadio. 

Grade  III.     History — First  Class  Honours,  Phyllis  Hamblin. 

Grade  II.     Theory — Honours,  Emily  Yamanaka,  Mary  Pustak. 

Grade  I.  Theory — First  Class  Honours,  Kathleen  Nickerson, 
Yvonne  Riflfou. 

HIGH  SCHOOL  ENTRANCE. 

Mario  Bussanich,  Allan  Burbank,  Delphine  Balagno,  Marie 
Amadio,  Harry  Basso,  Frances  Moore. 

COMMERCIAL. 

Patricia  Hetherington,  Frances  Thomson,  Mildred  Hunt,  Pheme 
Finley,  Edith  Sievert,  Rita  Stromdohl,  Andre  Letourneau,  Russell 
Cameron,  Valentine  LeClair,  Alfred  Ritchie,  Catherine  Finlayson, 
Ruthana  Wood. 


ST.    JOSEPH'S   HIGH    SCHOOL,    WINNIPEG — PROMOTION    LIST. 
Promoted  From  Grade  Ten  to  Grade  Eleven. 

Fred.  Bartoluzzi,  Alice  Furnival,  Kathleen  Gall,  Helen  Hudon, 
John  Kelsch,  James  Kirk,  Edith  Kotchorek,  Alvina  Langfeld,  Ada 
Lusty,  Edward  McCaffery,  Donald  McVicar,  Maisie  Parkin,  Eleanor 
Schmidt,  Evelyn  Wallace,  Lillian  Waslew  (Hist.,  Lit.).  Hightest 
standing  awarded  to  Ada  Lusty. 

Promoted  from  Grade  Nine  to  Grade  Ten. 

Ernest  Baumler,  Anton  Bott,  Edward  Connaughton,  Florence 
Creran  (Hist.),  Elsie  Hirt,  Irene  Keroach,  Nicholas  Kleyh,  John 
McKey,  Otto  Martin,  Theresa  McGavock,  William  Niel,  Anne  Ot- 
tenbreit,  Lottie  Orlinski  (Hist.),  Margaret  McGavock,  William  Niel, 
Anne  Ottenbreit,  Lottie  Orlinski  (Hist.),  Margaret  Prost,  Frank 
Reich,  Arthur  Scheller,  Max  Sinnott  (French,  Lit.),  Margaret  Stad- 
therr,  Frank  Vitt,  John  Vitt,  Edward  Wirt,  Anne  Wuchti.  Highest 
Standing  awarded  to  Anton  Bott. 

Promoted  from  Grade  Eight  to  Grade  Nine. 

Clarence  Dirr,  Mary  Forkheim,  Leo  Hadder,  William  Heindel, 
Eleanor  Kelsch,  Alfred  Knoll,  Roy  Koch,  Viola  Loster, Gertrude 
Martichak,  Edward  Niel,  Paul  Opitz,  Robert  Opitz,  Mary  Otten- 
breit, Frank  Prost,  George  Reiger,  Florence  Schmidt,  Mary 
Schmidt,  Cecilia  Waslew. 


ST.  JOSEPH'S  CONVENT  PIANO  EXAM.  RESULTS. 

The  following  is  a  list  of  the  successful  pupils  of  St.  Joseph's 
Convent  School,  who  passed  their  Toronto  Conservatory  of  Music 
piano  examinations:  Grade  IV,  Jim  Home,  honors;  Grade  II,  Mar- 
garet Mary  Burke,  honours;  Theresa  MacDonnell,  first-class  hon- 
ours; Grade  I,  Catherine  Durrant,  first-class  honors;  Marlyn  Home, 
first-class  honours;  Jeanne  Laplante,  first-class  honors;  Theresa 
Letourneau,  first-class  honours;  Arthur  Paquette,  first-class  hon- 
ours; Yvonne  Desroches,  honours. 
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Our  Sisters  from  the  Missions  of  Barrie,  Orillia  and  Peme- 
tang  attended  the  first  Eucharistic  Congress  of  the  diocese, 
which  was  held  at  Phelpston,  June  14th, 


Extract  from  a  letter :  *  *  Corpus  Christi,  and  the  opening  of 
the  Congress  (Vancouver)  saw  some  cessation  of  the  down- 
pour, but  you  could  not  depend  on  the  weather  at  all.  One 
moment  the  sun  was  shining  and  the  next  it  was  raining  again. 
The  Pastor  is  very  zealous  and  urges  his  people  in  season  and 
out  of  season  to  cultivate  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
with  the  result  that  practically  every  man,  woman  and  child  in 
the  church  goes  to  Holy  Communion  at  the  Mass  they  attend. 
It  was  marvellous  to  see  the  crowds.  I  have  not  seen  anything 
approaching  it,  except  at  Ste.  Anne  de  Beaupre,  and  there  they 
are  pilgrims,  who  are  there  mainly  for  the  purpose  of  obtain- 
ing a  special  favour. 

On  Friday  morning,  the  Cardinal  came  in  and  said  Low 
Mass  at  Holy  Rosary  Cathedral.  It  was  pouring  rain  again. 
At  7  o'clock  that  evening.  Archbishop  Sinnott  gave  a  very 
beautiful  holy  hour.  Father  McNeil  preached.  At  midnight. 
Archbishop  Sinnott  pontificated  at  High  Mass,  at  which  every- 
one went  to  Holy  Communion.  The  Archbishop  preached  again. 
It  was  about  2  a.m.  when  we  got  home.  This  was  the  order  of 
events  in  each  parish. 

Saturday  was  a  beautiful  day  and  everyone  felt  confident 
that  prayers  for  fine  weather  for  the  Congress  had  been 
answered — Ah  dear!  At  10.30,  we  assembled  in  Stanley  Park 
for  the  High  Mass,  at  which  Cardinal  Villeneuve  pontificated 
and  thousands  of  children  sang.  The  park  itself  is  beautiful 
and  the  surroundings  are  unparalleled.  An  elevation  had  been 
built  for  the  altar  and  it  contained  a  tbrone  for  the  Cardinal 
and  seats  for  the  Bishops,  Monsignori,  etc.  It  was  a  never-to- 
be-forgotten  sight  as  the  colorful  procession  of  clergy  wended 
its  way  through  the  Park  and  the  expectant  crowd  in  the 
dazzling  sunlight.  Girl  Guides  formed  a  guard  of  honour  and 
Boy  Scouts  did  sentinel  duty.  First  came  the  acolytes,  then 
the  priests  in  surplices,  who  sat  in  one  section  reserved  for 
them,  then  the  monsignori,  abbots  and  bishops  in  their  purple, 
finally  the  Cardinal  in  his  scarlet  robes  with  his  attendants, 
the  valet,  the  Knight  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  six  pages  and  a 
train-bearer.  They  passed  down  between  the  rows  of  white- 
robed  girls  with  their  veils,  and  the  boys.  These  comprised  not 
only  the  ordinary  children  of  the  schools,  but  the  Grey  Nuns 
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with  the  Chinese  children,  the  Franciscans  of  Greymoor  with  the 
Japs  and  the  Sisters  of  St.  Anne  with  the  Indian  children  from 
Mission,  B.C.— these  latter,  by  the  way,  were  the  best  behaved 
of  all.  There  were  also  about  four  hundred  sisters  of  different 
orders  present.  Behind,  and  to  the  left,  were  the  stately  trees 
of  beautiful  Stanley  Park,  on  the  right  and  only  a  stone's 
throw  away  were  the  waters  of  the  Pacific,  beyond  them  the 
mountains,  some  green,  some  snow  clad.  The  children  sang 
the  Mass  beautifully. 

On  Sunday,  the  Masis'  in  the  park  was  at  ten.  The  Delegate 
was  to  pontificate.  The  weather,  alas!  was  not  propitious. 
There  was  the  same  gorgeous  procession  but  the  crowd  of  wor- 
shippers was  much  larger,  about  20,00  it  was  estimated.  Just 
as  the  procession  started,  there  was  a  clap  of  thunder,  some- 
thing very  unusual  in  B.C.,  and  then  came  a  deluge  of  rain. 
There  was  a  glass  covering  over  the  altar,  but  none  for  the 
platform,  except  a  canopy  over  the  Delegate,  but  it  was  no 
protection.  The  rain  collected  in  the  centre  of  it  and  was 
dripping  down  on  him  until  some  one  gave  him  an  umbrella. 
All  those  on  the  platform  were  drenched  before  the  sisters 
could  donate  their  umbrellas  to  them.  It  was  a  marvellous 
demonstration  of  faith,  for  no  one  stirred — ^they  did  not  even 
seek  refuge  in  the  autos  which  were  parked  in  the  vicinity. 
Everyone  was  soaked  and  spent  the  afternoon  pressing  their 
own  garments  and  the  robes  and  clothing  of  the  bishops  and 
priests,  but  no  one  seemed  to  be  any  the  worse  for  the 
wetting."  .  .  . 

"The  Oblate  Fathers  have  the  Indian  boys  and  the  Sisters 
of  St,  Anne  the  girls,  at  Mission,  B.C.  It  is  about  50  miles 
out  of  Vancouver  and  is  beautifully  situated  high  up  on  the 
hill,  commanding  a  beautiful  view.  There  is  a  detached  central 
building  containing  all  the  refectories  for  the  boys,  the  girls, 
the  priests  and  the  sisters,  the  latter  private,  of  course.  Father 
L.,  who  was  showing  us  through,  called  it  the  filling  station. 
Father  G.  then  arrived  and  took  charge  and  treated  us  to  a 
lunch  in  his  dining  room.  The  sisters  were  making  sandwiches 
for  the  children  to  take  into  Vancouver  for  the  Mass  in 
Stanley  Park  the  next  day,  and  they  brought  us  some  and  we 
were  all  enjoying  the  sandwiches  until  Father  G.  got  a  scruple, 
investigated  and  found  his  worst  fears  confirmed.  "We  had  to 
stop  eating  sandwiches,  for  it  was  Friday  and  they  were 
ham."  .  .  . 
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"The  hospital  (St.  Joseph's,  Comox,  B.C.)  is  beautifully 
located  and  the  grounds  are  lovely.  It  is  a  two-storey 
frame  building,  painted  white.  The  rooms,  particularly  in  the 
new  wing,  are  very  nice.  The  place  is  a  bower  of  roses  and 
of  all  kinds  of  flowers.  The  back  lawn  slopes  down  to  the 
ocean,  and  its  walks  are  bordered  with  gay  flowers.  It  might 
pass  easily  for  a  florist's  place,  it  is  so  lovely  and  has  smch  a 
variety  of  flowers.  Then  just  a  little  to  the  right  is  the 
pathetic  little  cemetery,  where  Sister  Annunziata  lies  buried. 
M.  and  I  tried  to  wade  through  the  long  grass  to  visit  it.  The 
hospital  horse  was  grazing  in  the  enclosure  which  we  had  to 
pass  through.  He  is  very  friendly  and  affectionate  and  tried 
to  make  overtures  to  us,  but  I  took  to  my  heels  with  M.  making 
a  good  second.  He  looked  at  us  in  utter  disgust  and  then 
went  on  grazing.  I  stopped  to  pick  some  beautiful  wild  roses 
which  grow  in  abundance  and  nearly  stepped  on  a  snake.  So 
we  both  retired  to  safety  and  gave  up  further  adventures  in 
the  long  grass.  From  every  window  of  the  hospital,  except 
at  the  front,  there  is  a  wonderful  view  of  the  ocean  and 
surrounding  country  and,  of  course,  the  unending  stretch  of 
mountains  to  the  right.  In  the  morning  and  evening,  when 
the  tide  is  in,  it  is  a  scene  of  indescribable  beauty.  When  the 
tide  is  out,  it  is  not  so  nice,  as  the  patches  of  sand  visible  are 
not  so  pretty."  .  .  . 


"Well,  here  we  are  in  Saskatchewan,  and  what  a  contrast 
to  B.C.  No  mountains,  no  trees,  no  flowers  or  velvety  lawns, 
no  water — just  flat  monotonous  country.  Rosetown  is  a  good- 
sized  town,  as  towns  go  in  the  west,  and  quite  a  prosperous 
one,  so  we  are  told.  The  surrounding  country  is  certainly  more 
fertile  looking  than  that  near  Moosejaw.  .  .  . 

"Friday  morning,  June  29th,  we  went  to  Elrose  t^o  see 
Father  C.  You  would  be  very  sad  indeed  if  you  could  see  the 
church  there,  yet  I  am  told  it  is  infinitely  better  than  some 
of  the  others.  At  least,  it  is  clean.  The  seats  are  benches 
without  backs  or  kneelers.  Green  blinds  on  one  side  and  yellow 
on  the  other.  Artificial  flowers,  very  cheap,  and  all  kinds  of 
makeshifts.  The  priest  has  no  housekeeper  and  very  limited 
quarters,  but  Father  B.  envies  him  even  these.  The 
latter  said  he  had  to  say  Mass  this  morning  in  one  of  his 
missions,  using  only  saucers  for  candle  sticks.  He  could  not 
even  procure  bottles  into  which  to  stick  the  candles.  One 
could  hardly  believe  the  poverty  until  one  had  seen  it." 


180  ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 


Ceremony  of  Reception  and  Profession  at  St,  Joseph's  Convent. 

The  semi-anniial  ceremony  of  Reception  and  Profession  took 
place  at  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  St.  Albans  Street,  the  Mother- 
house  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  Toronto,  on  the  feast  of  the 
Assumption,  Augrust  15th.  The  Rig-hl  Rev.  Monsignor  W.  Mc- 
Cann  presided  at  the  ceremony  and  received  the  vows  of  tlie 
Sisters  making  final  profession.  The  beautiful  ceremony  of 
reception  of  the  holy  habit,  which  loses  nothing  of  its  im- 
pressiveness  from  year  to  year,  was  witnessed  by  a  large 
congregation  of  friends  and  relatives  of  the  young  ladies,  who 
setting  aside  the  vanities  of  the  world,  donned  the  livery  of 
a  Spouse  of  Jesus  Christ.  The  sermon  for  the  oecasion  was 
preached  by  the  Rev.  Father  Cotter,  S.J.,  of  "Winnipeg.  %vho 
conducted  the  retreat. 

The  following  young  ladieis  received  the  habit : 

Miss  Dugas,  St.  Catharines,  in  religion  Sister  Mary  Andre. 

Miss    Finucan,    Saskatchewan,    in    religion    Sister    Mary 

Thomas. 
Miss  F.  Boes,  Winnipeg,  in  religion  Sister  Mary  Ellen. 

The  following  Sisters  made  final  vows : 
Sister  St.  Gilbert,  Beauchamp,  Penetang. 
Sister  Isadore,  Purcell,  Seaforth,  Ont. 
Sister  Charles  Borromeo,  Macdo-nald,  Orillia. 
Sister  M.  Agnes  Joseph,  O'Brien,  Toronto. 

Alt  six  o'clock  the  Very  Rev.  Father  Cotter,  S.J..  received 
the  vows  admitting  the  following  novices  to  their  First  Pro- 
fession : 

Sister  M.  Agnes  Bernard,  Hezog,  Winnipeg,  Man. 

Sister  Gertrude  Marie  Quinn,  Tweed.  Ont. 

Sister  Mary  Carol  Gray,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Sister  Mary  Sheila  O'Neil,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Sister  M.  Sabina  McCarron,  Streetsville,  Ont. 

Sister  M.  Leona  Deacon,  Toronto. 

Sister  M.  Eugenie  Shelton,  Toronto. 

Sister  Mona  Donaghue,  Ottawa,  Ont. 


VANCOUVER    MISSION. 

SUCCESSFUL  ENTRANCE  CANDIDATES  this  year  number  38. 
Francis  Kearney  ranked  first. 

MUSIC  —  Practical  —  Eleven  were  successful — four  with  First 
Class  Honours,  three  with  Honours,  four  with  Pass. 
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There  were  eight  Candidates  in  Theory.  Again  100  per  cent, 
successful. 

COMMERCIAI-i — Fourteen  pupils — all  successful. 

JUNIOR  MATRICULATION — Five  completed.  Six  others  ob- 
tained Partial  Matric. 

For  the  Eucharistic  Congress,  our  house  guests  were:  Rt.  Rev. 
Bishop  Bunoz,  of  Yukon  and  Northern  B.C.;  Very  Rev.  Mother 
Margaret,  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  of  Toronto;  Rev.  Mother 
Agatha,  Superior-General  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  of  Peace; 
Mother  Louis,  of  the  same  Order;  Sisters  Clotilde  and  Augustine  of 
Toronto;  Sisters  corona  and  Marie  Stella,  of  Comox.  Also  Arch- 
bishop Sinnott  said  Mass  for  us  twice,  and  Bishop  Carroll  once,  and 
other  callers  were:  Bishop  Murray,  of  Saskatoon,  accompanied  by 
Dr.  Markle  and  Father  Sexsmith,  and  Father  Berg,  of  Winnipeg. 

During  the  Nurses'  Convention,  June  29-July,  our  guests  were: 
Sister  Dympna,  C.S.J. ,  of  Port  Arthur,  Ont. ;  Sister  Loretto,  C.S.J., 
of  Rimbey,  Alta.;  Sister  Jane  Francis,  C.S.J.,  of  Galahad,  Alta.; 
Sisters  Madeline,  of  Jesus  and  Mary  Alma,  of  Grey  Nuns  of  Cross, 
Ottawa,  Ont.;  Sisters  Jeanne  and  Evangelista,  of  St.  Michael's  Hos- 
pital, Toronto,  and  Sisters  St.  Edmund  and  Marie  Stella,  of  Comox. 

COaiMERCIAl,    CLOSING    AT    ST.    PATRICK'S    SCHOOL. 

On  the  afternoon  of  June  16th,  the  pupils  of  St.  Patrick's  School 
assembled  in  the  hall  to  do  honour  to  the  Feast  Day  of  their  pastor. 
Rev.  Father  L.  Forget.  After  a  festal  chorus  of  good  wishes  and  an 
address  delivered  by  Miss  Dorothy  Deshaw,  the  successful  students  of 
the  Commercial  Class  were  presented  with  their  diplomas.  The 
celebration  was  also  made  the  occasion  of  presenting  prizes  for  Class 
Distinctions  in  the  High  School  grades.  Rev.  Father  Forget  con- 
gratulated the  successful  students  and  spoke  appreciatively  of  the 
earnest  work  accomplished  in  the  school  during  the  year  1935-36. 
Rev.  Father  C.  McNeil,  in  behalf  of  himself,  and  Rev.  Fathers  Corley 
and  Miles,  who  were  also  present,  reviewed  the  history  of  the  school 
as  known  to  him  personally  and  spoke  encouragingly  to  the  pupils, 
urging  them  to  carry  on  its  happy  traditions.  The  afternoon  closed 
with  the  spirited  singing  of  St.  Patrick's  School  song  and  the  popu- 
lar announcement  of  a  half  holiday. 

COMMERCIAL  DIPLOMAS — Allena  Chong,  Lucille  Carlin,  La 
Verne  Dumaresq,  Dorothy  Deshaw,  Jean  Cowan,  Annette  Giguere, 
Kathleen  Dineen,  Loretta  Parisien,  Rose  lannacone,  Jean  Heard, 
Frances  Laughlin,  Ray  Egan,  Cecil  Wall  and  Tom  Kennedy. 

GOLD  MEDAL  FOR  TYPING,  presented  by  Rev.  L.  Forget — 
Kathleen  Dineen. 

CLASS  DISTINCTIONS — Betty  Coll,  Marie  Tremblay,  Aloysius 
Schretlen. 

Our  visitors  during  the  year  were:  Father  Leconte,  Superior- 
General  of  the  Priests  of  St.  Mary;  Rt.  Rev.  Abbot  Thomas,  O.S.B., 
of  Mount  Angel,  Portland,  Oregon,  and  Rt.  Rev.  Abbot  Lambert 
Burton,  O.S.B.,  of  St.  Martin's  Abbey,  Lacey,  Wash.,  who  preached 
us  a  Retreat,  July  23-31. 
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Sister  M.  Eucheria. 


Early  on  Sunday  morning,  July  19th, 
God  called  to  her  eternal  reward,  Sister 
M.  Eucheria  McCarthy,  another  senior 
member  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  of 
Toronto. 

Sister  Eucheria  (Ann  McCarthy)  was 
the  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Denis  McCarthy,  of  London,  Ontario, 
where  she  was  born  in  1852.  When  only 
seventeen  years  of  age,  in  all  the  inno- 
cence and  beauty  of  her  young  life,  she 
entered  the  Community  of  St.  Jaseph  in 
Toronto,  where  she  was  destined  to  spent 

sixty-seven  long  and  faithful  years  of  consecration  in  Grod's 

service. 

The  early  years  of  her  religious  life  were  devoted  to  teach- 
ing in  the  different  Separate  Schools,  of  which  the  Sisters  of  St. 
Joseph  then  had  charge  in  Toronto  and  throughout  the  Diocese. 
She  was  a  devoted  teacher,  gentle,  yet  firm,  kind  to  the  poor 
and  less  talented  children,  and  withal  most  interesting  and 
instructive,  for  she  never  failed  to  supplement  each  lesson  with 
information  culled  from  her  extensive  reading  of  literary  or 
spiritual  books.  But  Sister  Eucheria's  talents  and  qualities 
were  such  that  the  class  room  had  soon  to  sacrifice  her  far 
other  important  duties  in  the  Community,  and  throughout  a 
long  span  of  years  she  held  successively  the  offices  of  Reverend 
Mother,  Mother  Assistant  and  Local  Superior  in  many  differ- 
ent houses  of  the  Community.  To  mention  only  one  of  them, 
lier  Superiorship  at  the  Sacred  Heart  Orphanage,  Sunnyside, 
won  for  her  the  loving  devotion  and  gratitude  of  the  hundreds 
of  little  children  who  there  experienced  her  motherly  care,  and 
the  high  esteem  of  the  clergy  and  the  Catholics  of  Toronto. 

She  was  a  woman  of  keen  intelligence,  and  of  deep  religious 
spirit,  and  her  Community,  which  owed  so  much  to  her  wise 
government  and  to  her  saintly  prayers,  will  ever  revere  her 
memory  and  count  her  among  the  favoured  souls  that  GTod' 
entrusted  to  its  care. 

The  Community  extends  sincere  sympathy  to  her  sister, 
Mother  M.  Oelestine  of  St,  Joseph's  Community,  London,  Ont. 
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Sister  M.  Clara  O'Byme. 

In  the  death  of  Sister  M.  Clara  on  May  11th,  St.  Joseph's 
Community,  Toronto,  lost  a  valuable  member. 

Sister  M.  Clara  was  born  in  Strathroy,  Ont.,  the  daug^hter 
of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bernard  O'Byrne.  Having  been  edu- 
cated by  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  Sister  Clara  entered  the 
Community  in  her  twentieth  year,  and  all  but  one  of  the  re- 
maining forty-six  years  of  her  life  were  devoted  to  teaching 
in  the  Separate  Schools  of  Toronto,  Barrie,  St.  Catharines  and 
Vancouver,  B.C.  As  a  teacher  of  Primary  Grades,  she  was 
outstanding,  for  as  the  years  Avent  on,  she  gained  rather  than 
lost  her  youthful  enthusiasm  and  love  for  the  little  ones,  which 
found  expression  not  only  in  excellent  training  and  teaching, 
but  in  burning  zeal  for  their  santification.  And  such  love  for 
God's  little  ones  did  mot  go  unrequited.  Marvellous  results 
rewarded  her  self-sacrifice,  and  above  all  the  gratitude  of  her 
pupils  which  was  hers,  her  life  long,  as  the  many  Mass  offer- 
ings testified  when  she  lay  dead 

But  Sister  Clara  Avas  not  only  a  good  teacher.  She  was 
above  all  a  good  Religious,  one  whose  spirit  of  child-like  obedi- 
ence, crystal  candour,  abounding  charity  in  word  and  deed, 
made  her  loss  all  the  more  keenly  felt  by  her  community  and 
friends.  For  the  past  year  Sister  Clara  had  been  assigned  the 
duty  of  visiting  the  sick  Catholics  in  the  General  Hospital  and 
later  in  St.  Michael's.  It  was  while  discharging  this  duty  of 
charity  that  she  contracted  the  germ  which  caused  her  death. 
Could  a  religious  soul  ask  for  any  worthier  sacrifice?  That 
Sister  Clara  was  more  than  content  with  this  dispensation  of 
God's  Holy  Will,  was  amply  proved  by  the  perfect  resignation, 
nay,  even  holy  joy,  with  Avhich  she  prepared  for  that  swift 
coming  of  the  Bridegroom,  and  as  she  bowed  her  head  in 
death,  she  had  the  privilege  of  receiving  a  last  absolution  from 
the  Most  Rev.  H.  Dignan,  Bishop  of  North  Bay,  a  relative  of 
the  family,  and  from  Rev.  J.  McHenry,  her  sister's  son. 

Sincere  sympathy  is  offered  to  the  relatives — Mr.  Prank 
O'Byrne,  Mr.  Charles  O'Byrne.  Mrs.  K.  McHenrj-,  Mrs.  E. 
Oliver  and  Mrs.  L.  Lalonde. 


Sister  M.  Matilda  Ryan. 

On  May  30th,  at  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake,  Scarboro, 
occurred  the  death  of  Sister  M.  Matilda  Ryan,  one  who  had 
been  a  pioneer  in  the  Community's  works  of  charity  in  Toronto. 

Sister  M.  Matilda  was  the  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and 
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Mrs.  P.  Ryan,  Barrie,  Ont.  The  late  Sister  joined  the  Sisters 
of  St.  Joseph  in  1891,  and  spent  the  early  years  of  her  reli^ous 
life  in  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  where  she  gave  evidence  of  her 
skill  in  nursinf^.  In  1905  Sister  Matilda  was  given  charge  of 
the  Infirmary  of  the  Sacred  Heart  Orphanage,  Sunnyside^ 
where  she  lovingly  ministered  to  the  ills,  real  or  imaginary,  of 
three  hundred  little  motherless  children,  who  received  from 
her  not  only  the  best  of  medical  attention,  but  what  their  little 
hearts  often  craved  and  needed  more — mothering  and  sym- 
pathy. The  last  period  of  her  nursing  career  was  spent  at  the 
House  of  Providence,  where  she  cared  for  the  aged  and 
incurable,  giving  to  each  one  of  the  poor  and  suffering  of  Christ 
kindly  consideration  and  skilful  attention.  Like  the  great 
St.  Paul,  she  became  "all  things  to  all  men  to  gain  souls  to 
Christ."  When  because  of  ill-health,  it  was  thought  advisable 
to  return  to  her  native  air.  her  willing,  generous  spirit,  not 
content  to  remain  idle,  found  another  outlet  for  its  zeal  as 
sacristan  of  St.  Mary's  Church,  Barrie,.  where  she  had  been 
baptized  and  received  her  first  Holy  Communion.  The  last 
two  years  of  her  life  were  spent  at  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake, 
where,  with  perfect  submission  to  God's  Holy  Will,  she 
patiently  bore  her  last  illness  and  awaited  the  summons  to  her 
eternal  Home. 

To  the  late  Sister  Matilda's  two  sisters — Mrs.  Drake,  Tor- 
onto, and  Miss  Ada  Ryan,  Barrie — sincere  sympathy  is 
offered. 


Sister  M.  Gleophas. 

On  July  11th,  Sister  M.  Cleophas  McMahon  passed  away 
suddenly  at  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake,  Scarborough,  having  spent 
the  day  previous  in  the  full  discharge  of  the  Community 
exercises. 

Sister  M.  Cleophas  (Mary  McMahon)  was  born  in  County 
Fermanagh,  Ireland,  ninety-three  years  ago,  and  having  come 
to  Canada,  entered  the  Community  of  St.  Joseph  in  1878. 
Blessed  with  a  strong  constitution  and  aglow  with  Irish  faith 
and  love  of  God,  she  gave  herself  wholeheartedly  to  labouring 
for  the  aged  poor  in  the  House  of  Providence  and  for  the  little 
ones  in  the  Sacred  Heart  Orphanage,  Sunnyside.  For  fifty 
long  years,  she  spent  herself  and  was  spent  in  the  service  of 
her  Divine  Master,  all  the  while  casting  about  her  the  fra- 
grance of  a  holy,  mortified  life.  And  when  advancing  age 
brought  those  days  of  generous  and  unremitting  labour  to  a 
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close,  she  gave  herself  up  no  less  wholeheartedly  to  a  life  of 
retirement  and  prayer,  an  inspiration  still  to  all  with  whom 
she  lived,  for  her  serene  countenance  and  sweet  smile  ever 
reflected  the  pure  love  of  Christ  that  filled  her  soul.  Sincere 
sympathy  is  extended  to  the  relatives  of  the  late  Sister  Cleo- 
phas.     R.LP. 


Sister  M.  Boniface. 

On  July  19th,  Sister  M.  Boniface  Cunningham  passed  away 
at  Mount  St.  Joseph,  Richmond  Hill,  Ontario. 

Sister  Boniface,  the  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chas. 
Cunningham,  was  bom  at  Lindsay  in  1868  and  entered  the 
Community  of  St.  Joseph  in  1893.  The  greater  part  of  the 
forty-three  years  which  she  lived  in  religion  were  spent  in 
caring  for  the  little  children  at  the  Sacred  Heart  Orphanage, 
Sunnyside,  to  whom  she  gave  her  time  and  energy  with  the 
generosity  that  is  the  fruit  only  of  true  love  of  God.  But  in 
whatever  duties  obedience  assigned  her,  Sister  Boniface  showed 
a  consistent  spirit  of  self-sacrfice  and  devotion,  tempered  by  a 
deep  faith  which  saw  in  the  service  of  her  neighbour  the  high 
dignity  and  privilege  of  serving  Jesus  Christ.  Who  can  doubt 
that  He,  Who  with  His  own  words,  proclaimed  as  the  blessed 
of  His  Heavenly  Father  those  who  performed  works  of  mercy 
for  the  least  of  His  little  ones,  had  a  very  tender  welcome  for 
the  soul  of  Sister  Boniface  when  He  called  her  home.  To  the 
late  Sister's  brother  and  sister,  sympathy  is  offered.    R.I.P. 


Sister  M.  Editha  Scully. 

Another  of  the  senior  members  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph, 
Toronto,  was  called  to  her  eternal  reward  in  the  person  of 
Sister  M.  Editha,  who  passed  away  at  St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake, 
Scarborough,  on  Tuesday,  July  21st. 

Sister  M.  Editha  (Mary  Scully)  was  born  in  Lindsay.  On- 
t^aio,  in  1860.  the  daughter  of  the  late  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jeremiah 
Scully,  whose  family  was  well  known  in  that  district  for  their 
Christian  virtues  and  solid  Catholic  faith. 

Sister  Editha  joined  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph,  Toronto, 
forty-eight  years  ago  and  for  all  but  the  past  four  years  was 
engaged  in  teaching  music  at  St.  Mary's  Convent,  Toronto, 
and  at  the  Mother  House.  The  large  number  of  pupils  Avhose 
musical  education  was  worthily  entrusted  to  her  during  these 
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many  years,  bear  eloquent  testimony  to  the  painstaking,  con- 
scientious care  bestowed  on  their  early  training  by  Sister 
Editha,  no  less  than  to  the  brilliant  interpretation  and  fault- 
less technique  Avliich  characterized  their  more  advanced  work 
under  her  direction.  When  failing  healtlh  obliged  her  to  give 
up  her  well-loved  musical  profession,  the  Community  was 
deprived  of  one  of  its  best  teachers  and  the  musical  classes 
of  an  outstanding  instructress.  Of  a  retiring  nature,  Sister 
Editha  lived  and  worked  quietly  but  effectively  for  the  glory 
of  God  and  Avhen  activity  was  no  longer  possible,  she  gave 
what  remained  of  her  life  and  strength  to  prayer  and  to  the 
little  unobtrusive  acts  of  charity  for  others  which  endear  the 
soul  to  God. 

Sister  Editha  is  survived  by  two  brothers,  Mr.  J.  Scully, 
Los  Angeles,  California;  Mr.  F.  Scully,  Saskatoon. 


One  day  the  Master  walked  among 

The  trees  and  flowers,  and  saw 

This  rosebud,  ere  the  hymn  was  sung 

Of  youth's  first  Benediction  and  no  flaw 

Was  there  in  this  His  first 

Fair  creature  of  the  budding  year. 

He  gazed  upon  it ;  then  '  'I  thirst" 

He  said,  "for  your  fond  love."    The  clear 

Swee't  breath  of  Zephyr  lifted  high 

The  virgin  petals  and  they  spread 

To  elasp  Him.     He  drew  nigh 

And  with  His  head 

Bent  low.  He  plucked  the  flower 

And  pressed  it  to  His  Heart. 

The  angels  sang  more  sweetly  from  that  hour; 

Another  soul  did  choose  the  better  part. 


P.B.C. 
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BOOK    REVIEWS 

TEXTBOOK  OF  ANATOMY  AND  PHYSIOLOGY  —  Jessie  Feiring 
Williams,  M.D.  W.  B.  Saunders  Company,  Philadelphia;  Edition 
v.;  pp.  606;  illustrated;   1935;   $2.75. 

THIS  book  is  an  excellent  text-book  for  the  use  of  colleges, 
schools  of  nursing,  schools  of  occupational  therapy  and  schools 
of  household  arts. 

Four  outstanding  factors  make  it  especially  desirable  to  teach- 
ers, namely:  arrangement,  teaching  helps,  emphasis  and  illustra- 
tions. 

The  basis  and  essential  data  concerning  the  structure  and  func- 
tion of  the  human  body  is  presented  in  orderly  and  logical  sequence. 
Chapters  I  and  II,  the  biological  and  embrylogical  phases  of  the 
subject,  are  particularly  well  developed,  and  are  definitely  and  ade- 
quately treated.  The  other  subjects  are  very  masterly  treated  in 
their  proper  order  of  succession. 

Teaching  is  considerably  facilitated  by  the  suggestions  for  prac- 
tical application  to  theory.  Each  chapter  is  followed  by  a  series 
of  well-selected,  practical  exercises  and  a  group  of  stimulating, 
thought-provoking  questions.  There  is  also  reference  made  to  sup- 
ply houses  for  slides,  biologic  material,  charts,  models,  and  other 
desirable  teaching  material.  Moreover,  the  book  contains  a  care- 
fully selected  and  well-arranged  bibliography.  As  an  aid  in  master- 
ing the  difficult  nomenclature  essentially  associated  with  the  study 
of  anatomy,  an  extensive  vocabulary  of  twenty-eight  pages  and  a 
comprehensive  index  of  thirty-five  pages  have  been  appended.  Some 
instructors  regret  that  the  author  did  not  use  the  B.N.A.  system  of 
nomenclature  exclusively. 

Emphasis  is  placed  on  the  "essentials"  of  the  subject.  Normal 
structure  and  function  are  considered  in  the  light  of  deviations  from 
normality.  The  chapters  are  so  arranged  that  the  instructors  can 
readily  divide  the  time  to  suit  the  special  needs  of  the  class  under 
consideration.  The  anatomy  and  physiology  of  the  child,  which  is 
most  important,  is  given  special  emphasis. 

This  text  book  contains  four  hundred  and  sixteen  illustrations, 
thirty-one  of  which  are  in  color.  They  are  clear,  definite  and  ex- 
pressive. While  the  illustrations  are  perhaps  not  outstanding,  much 
thought  has  been  given  to  their  teaching  value,  and,  on  a  whole 
they  add  a  great  deal  to  the  value  of  the  book  as  a  textbook  and 
as  a  reference  book.  This  being  the  fifth  edition,  it  has  the  advant- 
age of  previous  revisions.  Changes  have  been  made  in  the  follow- 
ing chapters:  Chapter  I,  Section  on  "Functions  of  Living  Cells"; 
paragraphs  on  assimulation,  respiration  and  excretion  have  been 
added.  Chapter  V,  a  new  section,  "Articulations  of  the  Spine,"  has 
been  added.  Chapter  VI,  Section  on  "Ligaments  of  Upper  Extre- 
mities" has  been  rewritten.  Chapter  VII,  The  section  on  "The 
Chemistry  of  the  Muscles"  has  been  rewritten  so  as  to  bring  out 
the  chemistry  of  muscular  tissue  more  prominently.  Chapter  XI, 
The  section   on   the   "Phenomenon   of   Immunity"   has   been   recast. 
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Chapter  XV,  Additional  information  has  been  added  to  the  section 
on  "Intestinal  Digestion"  and  the  section  on  "Vitamins"  has  been 
rewritten.  Chapter  XVIII,  "The  Endocrine  System"  has  been  revised 
so  as  to  emphasize  the  functions  of  glands. 

The  four  outstanding  marks  of  a  good  text  are  found  in  this 
volume:  (1)  It  is  comprehensive  in  content;  (2)  It  is  concise, 
still  it  contains  sufficient  detail;  (3)  It  discusses  accepted  facts  only; 
(4)   It  is  systematically  arranged. 

Sr.  St.  Luke. 


FROM    GREEN    HILLS    OF    GALILEE — By    Cathal    O'Byrne,    New 
York,  1935.     P.  J.  Kenedy  &  Sons;  pp.  151;  $1.50. 

CATHAL  O'BYRNE,  the  Irish  poet,  is  a  unique  story-teller.  With 
his  poetic  insight  and  his  keen  knowledge  of  human  nature, 
he  has  added  the  ornaments  of  drama  and  emotion  to  the  simple 
Gospel  story. 

The  seven  narratives  which  recount  the  story,  almost  smack  of 
folk-lore.  He  is  a  lover  of  nature  and  his  descriptions  are  extra- 
ordinary. He  amplifies  and  magnifies  abundantly.  He  makes  per- 
plexing and  incredible  parallelisms,  and  still  he  is  convincing. 

In  Chapter  One  entitled  "Two  Mothers,"  he  manifests  his  pro- 
found knowledgs  of  human  nature.  On  page  sixteen,  the  Woman 
of  the  House  says  to  the  Brown  Woman:  "I'm  thinking,  dear 
friend,  there  is  a  great  sorrow  on  yourself,  for,  to  understand  so 
well  the  sorrow  of  the  world,  one  must  have  known  it  in  the  heart's 
deep  core."  Who  could  pen  that  sentence — only  one  who  has  a 
deep  insight  into  human  nature — one  who  has  seen  sorrow  him- 
self. 

In  the  other  chapters  the  scenery  and  the  characters  are  por- 
trayed in  picturesque  and  mellow  language.  The  marriage  feast  at 
Cana  indicates  the  author's  conception  of  the  customs  of  the  people 
in  the  time  of  our  Lord.  He  closes  the  chapter  by  having  the  bride 
offer  a  phial  of  dark-red  wine  when  the  Saviour  saith,  "I  thirst," 
on  Calvary.  In  the  story  of  the  "Woman  at  the  Well  of  Jacob," 
the  descriptions  of  the  scenery,  and  of  the  woman  and  her  hus- 
band, are  admirably  fine.  The  golden  woman  of  Magdala  is  a  typi- 
cal mistress  of  the  scarlet  house.  The  dream  of  Pilate's  wife  leads 
her  to  the  Light  that  came  to  illumine  the  world.  Undoubtedly, 
Simon  of  Cyrene,  strong,  massive,  ardent  and  curious,  was  willing 
to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  the  Messiah.  In  the  "Legend  of  the 
Tree  of  Life,"  the  author  traces  the  "Tree  of  Life,"  from  Paradise 
to  the  Cross  of  Christ. 

The  author  aids  the  imagination  of  the  reader  by  relating  what 
happened  to  the  various  characters  in  the  sequel. 

The  entire  book  bespeaks  the  spirituality  of  the  author.  It 
savours  of  Christ's  divinity,  of  His  charity,  and  of  His  power  to 
transform  souls.  It  must,  because  of  its  dominantly  spiritual  char- 
acter, imbue  the  reader  with  more  love  for  the  Sacred  Master. 

S.S.L. 
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Twenty-six  young  ladies  in  white  graduation  gowns  and 
golden  coronets  were  the  honor  guests 

The-  President,  Mrs.  F.  Pujolas,  and  the  Past  President, 
Misis  Teresa  O'Connor,  received  the  guests. 
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The  reports  of  the  Recording  and  Corresponding  Secre- 
taries were  read  and  the  Treasurer's  Report  recorded  a  splen- 
did balance  on  hand. 

St  Peter's  Choristers,  under  the  direction  of  Rev.  Brother 
Nicholas,  rendered  three  selections. 

Mrs.  J.  A.  Thompson  expressed  the  pleasure  of  the  audience 
to  Father  Flahiff,  and  Mrs.  C.  F.  Riley  thanked  the  guest 
artists. 

A  tribute  of  appreciation  was  extended  the  Alumnae  Sister, 
Rev.  Sister  Dympna,  from  the  Executive  Committee. 

The  retiring  President,  Mrs.  F.  Pujolas,  was  presented  Avith 
a  beautiful  bag. 

Mrs.  J.  B.  Unser  was  tea  hostess  and  Mrs.  John  M.  Bennett, 
Mrs.  Herbert  Conlin,  Mrs.  W.  J.  HaflPey  and  Mrs.  Wm.  Wallis 
presided  at  the  tea  table. 

The  election  of  officers  preceded  the  Annual  Meeting,  with 
Mrs.  B.  L.  Monkhouse,  convener  of  Nominations,  in  the  Chair. 


A  Message  from  the  President. 

Dear  Alumnae : 

I  assure  you  I  feel  very  specially  honoured  upon  being 
selected  as  President  of  St.  Joseph's  College  Alumna  Associa- 
tion for  the  ensuing  year.  I  value  the  compliment  because  you 
have  bestowed  it  upon  me  of  your  own  free  will,  entirely  un- 
solicited upon  my  part,  and  I  prize  it  because,  I  hope,  in  this 
position,  to  aid  you,  in  my  humble  way,  in  the  aecoraplishment 
of  that  object  for  which  we  labour  in  common. 

During  the  four  years  in  which  our  beloved  retiring  Presi- 
dent, Mrs.  Pujolas,  so  ably  presided  over  the  deliberations  of 
our  Association,  we  reeeived  gentle  counsel  and  encourage- 
ment and  I  trust  I  have  benefited  by  such  influence ;  yet  I  had 
hoped  that  Mrs.  Pujolas  might  have  held  the  office  still  longer. 

When  I  look  over  the  list  of  the  splendid  executive  chosen 
to  assist  me,  I  am  confident  that  our  work  together  will  be 
both  pleasant  and  productive  of  good  results.  In  accepting 
the  office  of  President,  I  do  so  with  a  full  realization  that  my 
success  will  depend  largely  upon  your  support  and  co-opera- 
tion. Hoping  for  that,  I  assume  the  position  and  trust  that  I 
may  discharge  its  duties,  partially  at  least,  to  your  satisfaction. 

Sincerely, 

Rose  Mioreau  Reid. 
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"Are  You  There?" 

The  cover  of  this  issue  states  in  plain  English  "September, 
1936,"  and  you  will  not  receive  it  in  August — nor  yet  in  July, 
which  is  now,  when  we  are  off  to  press.  So  when  I  say  I  hope 
you  will  survive  the  heat,  please  think  July ! 

I  don't  think  there  is  much  to  tell  you  to-night,  but  I  will 
just  introduce  our  new  executive  to  you,  to  commence  with, 
anyway.  (Never  use  a  preposition  to  end  a  sentence  with! 
That's  why  I  added  "anyway."  And  I  hope  none  of  my  own 
former  teachers  take  me  too  seriously.) 

First,  we  have  as  new  President,  Mrs.  Jas.  G.  Reid,  who  was 
Miss  Rose  Moreau  at  S.J.C. ;  Mrs.  C.  F.  Riley  was,  you  know, 
Rosialie  Harris;  Mrs.  C.  E.  Johnson  was  Miss  Agnes  Dooling; 
Mrs.  Kenneth  Aitken  was  Nan  Regan ;  Mrs.  Grattan  Giblin  was 
Gertrude  Ryan;  Mrs.  William  Graham  was  Miss  A.  O'Neil; 
Mrs.  J.  Mackenzie  was  Mota  Rush;  Mrs.  Fred  O'Connor  was 
May  Downey;  Mrs.  J.  B.  Unser  was  Rita  Rowe;  Mrs.  Harry 
McDermott  was  Bernadette  Walsh;  Mrs.  William  O'Connor 
was  Nan  Kernahan,  and  Mrs.  D.  O'Brien  was  Florence  Miley. 

As  you  will  see  by  the  report  of  the  annual  meeting  in 
another  part  of  this  section,  it  was,  as  always,  a  happy 
afternoon.  Father  Flahiff  spoke  of  the  Mediaeval  Univer- 
siity,  comparing  it  to  that  of  our  time.  The  Boys'  Choir 
from  St.  Peter's  Church  charmed  us  with  their  bell-like  voices; 
and  as  a  fitting  climax.  Benediction  in  our  perfect  chapel  and 
unhurried  visits  with  all  the  sisters  in  the  house. 

We  drove  around  the  park  to-day  (Queen's,  I  mean)  to  see 
the  new  St.  Michael's  building.  It  is  almost  ready  for  the 
school  opendng  in  September.  It  is  a  worthy  home  of  a  great 
institution,  dignified  and  beautiful.  As  we  paused  to  admire 
it,  we  could  see  religious  sisters  of  many  different  communities 
hurrying  on  their  way  to  lectures  at  Summer  classes  in  the 
University.  And  right  in  the  heart  of  this  busy  educational 
centre,  stands  our  own  St.  Joseph's  College,  a  part  of  the  great 
University  of  Toronto  You  couldn't  call  what  we  felt  by  any 
other  name,  it  was  Pride,  Just  Pride. 

Sister  Mary  Gertrude  is  back  at  St.  Joseph's,  after  so  long 
in  the  West.  It  is  good  to  see  her  around  as  in  days  gone  by. 
It  is  a  little  early  to  know  the  changes,  if  any,  in  the  ranks  of 
the  Community,  but  with  so  many  houses  to  keep  going,  there 
surely  will  be  some  changes. 

Thank  all  of  you  who  sent  in  items  of  news,  and  pleasie  do 
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it  again.    We  are  all  glad  to  hear  about  one  another,  and  your 
bit  of  gossip  may  mean  a  great  deal  to  some  of  the  rest  of  us. 
With  all  good  wishes,  I  am, 
Yours  sincerely, 

Gertrude  (O'Connor)   Thompson   (Mrs.  J.  A.). 


Congratulations ! 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Norman  J.  McRobb  (Teresa  Elder)  on  the 
birth  of  a  son. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  T.  A.  Doherty,  Jr.  (Mary  Calvert),  a 
daughter. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  Swift  (Rhona  McDonagh),  twins, 
Doreen  Ann  and  Margaret  Elizabeth. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Arnold  J.  Hendriks  (Pauline  Lynch),  a 
son,  Adrian  Johannes. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Elmer  Gouett  (Miary  Mahon),  Sault  Ste. 
Marie,  a  daughter,  Rosemary. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peter  Heenan,  Jr.  (Edith  Northgrave),  a 
daughter. 

To  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Graham  Chambers  (Mildred  MeCrohan),  a 
son. 

To  Mr.  Fergus  INIallon.  who  married  our  Mary  Palmer,  in 
Newman  Chapel  in  June.     Felicitations ! 

To  Mr.  Fred  Mugele  of  Syracuse  upon  his  marriage  to  Miss 
Helen  McGrath,  in  June. 


"They  do  but  visit  and  away." 

Mrs.  W.  Cloney  (Alma  Begy)  and  her  daughter,  of  Rochester, 
N.Y.  Alma  Vera  called  in  July  at  S.J.C.  They  were  on  the 
Great  Lakes  trip  and  the  Saguenay. 

Elinor  McCarthy,  of  Windsor,  was  here  for  a  week  lately. 

Loretto  Bradley,  of  Ottawa,  also  came  to  see  Alma  Mater. 

Kathleen  Young,  now  teaching  in  Ottawa,  also  paid  us  a  short 
visit. 

Mrs.  James  Murphy  (Lois  Gibson),  of  Chicapee,  New  Hamp- 
shire, called  with  her  husband  and  family,  May,  Jim,  Tom 
and  Baby. 

"Veronica  Ashbrook,  from  Washington,  Penna.,  was  in  Toronto 
visiting  her  aunt,  Mr.  George  Griffin. 
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Travellers. 

Hilda  Sullivan  was  in  Rochester,  N.Y.,  far  a  short  vacation. 
Hilda  tells  us  that  Daisy  Callaghan  was  married  on  July 
21,  but  we  have  not  her  new  name. 

Miss  Lorettia  and  Miss  A,nna  Rathwell,  with  their  mother,  me- 
tered to  Pembroke  for  a  wreck's  visit.  They  returned 
through  the  Kawartha  Lakes  district. 

Miss  Sunny  McLaughlin  is  on  a  trip  to  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Misses  Anne  and  Joan  Taylor  are  back  in  Toronto  from  Eng- 
land and  the  Continent. 


Sincerest  S3anpatliy! 

To  the  family  of  Mrs.  Krausmann,  mother  of  Marjorie  and 
Evelyn. 

To  the  family  of  Miss  Hortense  Ferland,  sister  of  Mary  and 
Ruth,  who  died  in  Midland. 

To  the  family  of  Mr.  Edward  Jones,  husband  of  Edna 
Hartnett,  St.  Catharines,  Ont, 

To  the  familj^  of  Cornelius  O'Gorman,  young  son  of  lona 
(McLaughlin)  O'Gorman. 


Who's  Who  and  Where? 

Fitzpatrick,  Florence — Now  Mrs.  Kruger,  of  Chapleau,  has  a 
daughter  in  training  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital. 

Proctor,  Jean — Now  Mrs.  T.  Irwin,  came  in  with  Lorna  and 
Joan  and  Patricia.  Her  youngest  son.  John,  was  not  with 
them.    Her  address  is  20  Wolverleigh  Blvd.,  Toronto. 

Curtis,  Mamie — is  now  Mrs.  Hill.  Bella  is  Mrs.  Kelly,  New 
York ;  Marie  is  Mrs.  Ramsey. 

Hutton,  Ella — Now  Mrs.  R.  C.  Milne,  Sanborn,  N.Y.  Mrs. 
Milne  is  a  very  enthusiastic  member  of  the  Garden  Club 
and  its  President.  As  Chairman  of  the  Rose  and  Flower 
Show,  she  won  high  praise  on  all  sides  for  the  success  of  its 
exhibits.    Ella  was  a  pupil  of  S.J.C,  St.  Catharines. 

Farrell,  Kathleen — is  now  Mrs.  Fred  Murphy,  of  St.  Cathar- 
ines, Ont.,  and  is  the  happy  mother  of  four  girls  and  a  boy. 
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Carl,  Jul'e — Now  Mrs.  Oswald  Boase,  of  St.  Catharines.  Her 
little  diaughter,  Sheila,  having  already  made  her  First  Com- 
munion, will  doubtless  in  a  few  years  be  in  S.J.C. 

Crowley,  May — Now  Mrs.  George  Gillard,  with  a  clever  little 
son,  Louis,  ready  for  school  next  year. 


The  annual  elections  of  the  Junior  Alumnae  took  place  on 
June  15th  at  a  supper  party,  held  in  the  cafeteria.  We  were 
pleased  at  the  large  crowd,  and  we  think  that  they  elected  a 
representative  executive.    Those  elected  are: 

Past  President — Miss  Betty  O'Brien. 
President — Miss  Nora  Phelan. 
Vice-President — Miss  Agnes  Foley. 
Vice-President — Miss  Madeline  Wright, 
Recording  Secretary — Miss  Orla  Beer. 
Corresponding  Secretary — Miss  Helen  Cozens. 
Press  Secretary — Miss  Sunny  McLaughlin. 
Treasurer — Miss  Bernadette  Carolan. 

Councillors — Misses  Margaret  Dunn,  Betty  Kelly,  Gerarda 
Ryan,  Eileen  Phelan. 


Your  prayers  are  requested  for  the  repose  of  the  souls  of 
Right  Reverend  Msgr.  Hand,,  Rev.  Father  Wedlock,  Rev. 
Father  Redmond,  Rev.  Lawrence  O'Halloran,  Mrs.  Donnelly, 
Mr.  G.  McDonald,  Mr.  W.  Mitchell.  Mrs.  Ingoldsby,  Mr.  Loftus, 
Mr.  E.  Burns,  Miss  Travers.  Mr.  O'Gorman,  Mr.  Gloucester, 
Mr.  L.  LaBine,  Mrs.  LaHay,  Mrs.  Ward,  Miss  T.  Murphy,  Mrs. 
Barker,  Mr.  Dowsley.  Mr.  P.  Murphy.  Mr.  T.  Mullins,  Mr. 
O'Oonor,  Mr.  Blake.  Mr.  M.  Hoffman,  Miss  M.  Warde,  Mrs.  M. 
Wheaton,  Mr.  E.  Jones,  Mr.  W.  Prendergast,  Miss  H.  Ferland, 
Mrs.  Aurie,  Mrs.  McFarland,  Mrs.  O'Halloran,  Mr.  J.  Manley. 
Mrs.  Aurie,  Mrs.  McFarland,  Mrs.  O'Halloran,  Mr.  J.  Manley, 
Mrs.  Moloney,  Miss  liorraine  Driscoll,  Mrs.  Larkin,  Dr.  Brown, 
Mrs.  Horahan,  Mr.  M.  Benninger,  Mists  Teresa  McRae. 
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College 


ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLLEaE. 

Results  of  the  University  Examinations. 

DISTINCTIONS  AND  AWARDS. 

AWARDED  BY  THE  SENATE  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY. 

The  Governor-General's  Silver  Medal— Katherine  Flanagan. 


SILVER    MEDALISTS 

FOURTH  YEAR 
UNIVERSITY    OF    TORONTO. 

AWARDED  BY 
ST.  MICHAEL'S  COLLEGE. 


Helen  Kew 
{Latin) 


Mary  Loftus 
(French) 


AWARDED  BY  ST.   MICHAEL'S  COLLEGE. 

Fourth  Year— Silver  Medal  far  Honour  French,  Mary  Loftus. 

Third  Year— Silver  Medal  for  Latin,  Helen  Kew. 

Second  Year— First  Proficiency  Scholarship,  Katharine  Flana- 
gan. 

First  Year— The  Scholarship  in  Latin  and  French  (Greek  Op- 
tion), Lena  Hitchen. 
The  Scholarship  in  Modern  Lang loages— Dorothy  Jansen. 
The  Second  Scholarship  in  English    and   History  —  Olive 

Quinlan. 
The  Second  Proficiency  Scholarship— Gerar da  Ryan. 

BACHELOR  OF  ARTS — FOURTH  YEAR  HONOUR. 

Latin  (French  or  Greek  Option),  Class  III.— Berenice  Hall. 
English  and  History,  Class  II —Christine  Kennedy;  Class  III., 
Margaret  Flahiff. 
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Modern  Languages— ClaiS&  II.,  Mary  Loftus;  Class  III.,  Jean 

Macdonald,  Elaine  Murray. 
Household  Economics — Class  II.,  Margaret  Whelan. 


WINNERS  OF  DISTINCTIONS  AND  AWARDS  AWARDED  BY  THE 
SENATE  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY  AND  ST.  MICHAEL'S  COLLEGE. 


Dorothy  Jansen 

Scholarship   in   Modern 

Languages. 


Olive  Quinlan 

Second    Scholarship    in 

English  and  History. 


Katherine  Flanagan 

Governor  General's 

Silver  Medal. 


BACHELOR  OF  ARTS— THIRD  YEAR  PASS. 

Grade  B— Lucille  Bonin,  Mary  Hallinan,  Helen  Kew,  Philo- 

mena  Macdonald,  Alice  McCarthy. 
Grade  C  — Eileen  O'Donnell,   Elizabeth  Timmons,  Audrey 

Van  Hessel,  Helen  Wallis,  Madeleine  Wright. 
Without  Grading— Helen  Sim. 

THIRD   YEAR — HONOUR. 

Modern  History— C\8iss   II.,   Marie   Tisdale;   Class   III.,    Ellen 

Magner. 
Physiology  and  Biochemistry— Class  III.,    Harriet     Harkness 

(Maths.). 
Biological  and  Medical  Sciences— Class  lit.,  Lynette  Roddy. 


SECOND    YEAR — HONOUR. 

Modern  Languages— Class  II-,  Frieda  Laplante,  Marion  Mitchell, 

Florence  McCarthy. 
English  and  History— Class  II.,  Rita  McCormick. 
Household  Economics— Class  II.,  Marie  Lamb;  Class  III.,  Monica 

Reynolds. 
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SECOND   YEAR — PASS. 

Grade  A — Katherine  Flanagan. 

Grade  B— Helen  Frank,  Mary  Gallagher,  Anita  Meyer. 

Grade  C— Noreen  Bennett,  Judith  Burroughs,  Katherine 
Keating,  Frances  Maloney,  Marie  O'Donoghue,  Eileen 
Phelan,  Geraldine  Riley. 

Without  Grading— Margaret  Cairo  (Chem.),  Mary  Ger- 
trude Harcourt   (Latin). 

FIRST  YEAR — HONOUR. 

Latin  (French  or  Greek  Option)  —Class  I.,  Lena  Hitchen;  Class 

III.,  Helen  Byrnes. 
Modern  Languages— Class  I.,  Dorothy  Jansen;  Class  II.,  Wil- 

helmina  Wiacek;  Class  III-,  Catherine  Kilawee. 
English  and  History— Class  I.,  Olive  Quinlan. 

FIRST  YEAR — PASS. 

Grade  A — Gerarda  Ryan. 

Grade  B— Rita   Burke,   Grace  Frank,   Kathleen  Killoran, 

Helen  Newton. 
Grade  C— Ruth  Collinson,   Ida   Culotta,  Margaret  Dillon, 

Joan  Hopperton,  Margaret  Macdonald,  Eileen  Zeagman. 
Without  Grading— Edith  Baldwin    (Gr.  and  Rom.  Hist.), 

M.  Gertrude  Doyle   (Gr.  and  Rom.  Hist.),  Genevieve 

Conlin,  Eleanor  Hallinan   (Maths.  A). 
Aegrotat  Standing— Mary  I.  McLaughlin,    Aileen    Kehoe 

(Econ.)- 


GRADUATION  WORK. 

This  w€ek,  which  witnessed  the  crowning  of  years  of  effort 
and  aspiration,  presented  in  its  different  events  grave  and  gay 
an  abridgement  of  our  College  lives,  with  their  varied  activi- 
ties and  associations  within  our  own  college  of  St.  Joseph's, 
with  St.  Michael's  and  with  the  University. 

The  all  too  necessary  introduction  to  the  week's  events  was 
the  publication  of  the  results  of  the  examinations  admitting 
to  the  coveted  degrees.  What  searchings  of  heart,  and  gloomy 
forebodings  filled  the  days  following  the  examinations,  need 
not  now  be  told,  since  all  ended  for  the  best  in  the  best  of 
worlds.  Not  a  name  was  missing,  and  no  dreaded  "star'^ 
blasted  hopes  of  being  present  amongst  the  favoured  ones  on 
Convocation  Day. 
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After  a  couple  of  weeks  of  quiet  the  College  was  again 
alive  with  hurrying  feet  and  gay  voices  as  prospective  gradu- 
ates arrived  with  their  friends  and  sundry  bags  carrying  the 
munitions  prepared  for  the  week's  campaign.  This  time  at 
least  greetings  were  happy  without  alloy  and  the  worries  of 
the  past  few  weeks  now  became  matter  for  joyful  recollections. 

Festivities  began  on  Wednesday  evening  with  an  informal 
party  at  Newman  Club,  where  the  graduates  of  Loretto,  St. 
Michael's  and  St.  Joseph's  met  once  more.  The  formal  re- 
ception by  NcAvman  Club  to  the  graduating  classes  took  place 
on  Thursday  night,  and  was  the  important  social  function  of 
the  Catholic  students. 

On  Friday  occurred  the  central  event  of  the  week,  the 
solemn  Convocation  of  the  University  when  the  successful 
students  of  the  Faculty  of  Arts,  led  in  procession  by  the  Gov- 
ernors and  Faculty  of  the  University  and  of  the  different  Col- 
leges in  full  academicals,  proceeded  to  Convocation  Hall  and 
were  invested  with  the  bachelor's  hood,  and  received  by  the 
Chancellor  as  true  bachelors.  At  the  Garden  Party  which  fol- 
lowed on  the  University  Campus,  the  University  dignitaries, 
graduates  and  their  friends  from  all  the  colleges  mingled  in  a 
great  throng.  Meanwhile  St.  Joseph's  College  had  thrown 
open  her  doors  to  her  graduates  and  their  friends.  Superiors 
and  members  of  the  staff  received  the  visitors  and  soon  the 
tables  set  on  the  terrace  and  lawn  were  occupied  by  happy 
groups  in  all  the  intimacy  of  a  family  party. 

After  tea  the  gradliates  in  all  the  dignity  of  their  new 
academic  dress  went  in  procession  across  to  the  beautiful 
Chapel  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent  for  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament.  Those  few  moments  when  all  human  contacts 
dropped  away  in  the  Divine  Presence  set  the  stamp  of  the 
supernatural  upon  the  day's  events,  reviving  for  a  moment  at 
least  the  religious  significance  of  the  University  symbolism. 
After  Benediction  the  students  and  their  parents  lingered  for 
some  moments  in  the  well-known  parlours,  meeting  old  teach- 
ers and  old  friends  among  the  Sisters  and  renewing  precious 
honds  with  the  past. 

The  Hart  House  Ball,  to  which  the  University  invites  all 
its  graduates,  past  and  present,  and  where  staff  and  students 
of  all  the  colleges  meet  once  more,  is  the  culminating  social 
function  of  University  life. 

On  Saturday  morning  in  the  little  chapel  of  St.  Joseph's 
College,  gratitude  for  the  past  and  a  dedication  of  future  hopes 
found  fitting  expression  in  Holy  Mass  celebrated  by  Reverend 
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G.  Flahiff  of  the  Institute  of  Mediaeval  Studies,  and  a  general 
Communion  of  the  eighteen  graduates.  A  special  sermon 
preached  by  Very  Reverend  E.  J,  McCorkell,  President  of  St. 
Michael's  College,  seemed  to  summarize  all  the  ideals  that  St. 
Michael's  has  always  tried  to  instill  into  her  students.  Reveal- 
ing the  different  spheres  of  knowledge  or  wisdom — intellectual, 
spiritual  and  mystical,  in  the  light  of  Thomastic  Teaching,  he 
pointed  out  the  duty  of  personal  holiness  in  the  life  of  the 
Catholic  who  wishes  to  attack  the  problems  presented  by  so- 
ciety of  the  present  day. 

Breakfast  on  the  sunny  verandah  of  the  College  overlooking 
the  garden  with  its  girdle  of  June  bloom,  was  an  intimate  and 
joyous  affair  and  the  girls  lingered  through  the  morning  be- 
fore turning  this  last  page  in  tlie  book  of  College  life  at  St. 
Joseph's. 

The  luncheon  at  the  Granite  Club,  given  by  St.  Michael's 
Alumnae  in  honour  of  the  new  graduates,  initiated  them  into 
their  new  duties  as  St.  Michael's  Alumnae,  tlie  first  of  which 
is  to  keep  unbroken  the  bonds  which  bind  them  to  the  Mother 
College.  So  came  to  an  end  this  week  to  which  we  have  looked 
forward  throughout  our  student  years.  With  regret  on  quitting 
the  richly-filled  past  and  gratitude  to  those  who  helped  to  make 
it  fruitful  in  good,  we  turn  to  the  future,  conscious  of  respon- 
sibilities to  be  met  but  trusting  in  the  spiritual  arms  that 
have  been  put  into  our  hands,  to  da  our  part  worthily  in  the 
battles  of  life. 


BEAUTIFYING   COSMETICS. 

Self-knowledge,  a  mirror  showing  the  form  in  the  most  per- 
fect light. 

Innocence,  a  white  paint,  beautiful,  but  easily  soiled  and  re- 
quiring continual  care  to  preserve  its  luster. 

Modesty,  a  rouge  giving  a  delightful  bloom  to  the  cheeks. 

Contentment,  an  infallible  smoother  of  wrinkles. 

Truth,  a  salve  rendering  the  lips  soft  and  delicious. 

Gentleness,  a  cordial  imparting  sweetness  to  the  voice. 

Good  humor,  a  universal  beautifier. 


Colleg^lchool 


GRADUATION  DAY. 

The  Closinj,'  Exercises  of  St.  Joseph's  College  School  were 
held  on  May  the  twenty-seventh,  in  the  auditorium. 

The  first  feature  of  the  day  was  the  celebration  of  Holy 
Mass  in  the  Convent  Chapel,  at  which  tlie  would-be  graduates 
and  some  six  hundred  students  assisted.  Following  the  Mass, 
the  graduates  were  given  a  delightful  surprise  in  the  form  of  a 
dainty  breakfast,  which  was  prepared  by  the  Household  Science 
Class  in  the  Cafeteria. 

At  four  o'clock,  the  twenty-six  graduates  in  their  pretty 
white  gowns,  carrying  rose  bouquets,  came  on  the  stage,  each 
attended  by  a  little  white  maid  in  a  snowy  white  frock.  The 
students,  over  four  hundred  in  number,  made  a  picturesque 
background,  each  wore  the  school  uniform  of  navy  blue  with 
white  collars  and  cuffs  and  tlie  school  colours  of  brown  and 
gold. 

The  opening  number  of  the  program  was  the  School  Hymn, 
"Hail  to  Thee,  Joseph."  Then  followed  the  conferring  of 
Honours  and  the  Crowning  of  Graduates.  A  piano  solo  was 
beautifully  rendered  by  Miss  Phyllis  Greisman.  Perhaps  the  most 
attractive  feature  of  the  program  was  the  Cantata  "Dawn  of 
Spring,"  sung  by  the  students.  Dr.  Louis  Balogh  was  the  mu- 
sical director.  Miss  Margaret  Mary  Conlin  expressed  the  sen- 
timents of  her  sister  graduates  in  the  valedictory.  The  address 
in  reply  Avas  given  by  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  M.  Cline. 

Following  the  programme,  a  tea  was  served  for  the  parents 
and  friends  of  the  graduates  in  the  spacious  reception  halls. 
Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was  a  most  appropriate 
conclusion  for  this  distinctive  event. 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  GRADUATES. 

By  THE  RIGHT  REVEREND  MONSIGNOR  M.   J.  CLINE. 

I  am  glad  to  see  this  mag'nificent  demonstration  of  good- 
will and  esteem  for  the  young  graduates  whose  studentship 
has  come  to  a  formal  and  successful  close.  The  fact  that  the 
ceremony  is  attended  by  veteran  pastors  who  married  the 
grandparents  of  the  newly-crowned  associat^e  pastors  yet  in 
their  first  summer,  first-benchers  of  the  educational  forum, 
prideful  teachers  and  parents  and  admiring  friends,  imparts 
both  splendour  and  spectacle  to  the  occasion.  It  is  indeed 
a  handsome  ending  to  long  years  of  mental  toil  and  hopeful 
waiting. 

Seeing  that  the  event  synchronizes  with  ano^ther  celebration 
of  international  prominence  I  think  a  reference  to  the  historic 
departure  of  the  Queen  Mary  from  Southampton  for  her  mai- 
den trip  across  the  Atlantic,  is  justified.  That  liner  more  than 
a  year  ago  was  released  from  her  timber-cradle  on  the  Clyde 
for  her  home  upon  the  waves.  But  though  she  launched  well, 
answering  all  the  requirements  of  her  pilot,  she  was  detained 
in  a  fitting  basin,  where  an  army  of  workmen  tried  and  tested 
her  inner  structure  and  rounded  her  out  into  a  thing  of  perfect 
beauty. 

Grreat  in  size,  great  in  engine-power  and  alive  with  beauty 
and  energy,  she  begins  her  career  to-day.  She  has  entered 
the  lists  for  the  primacy  of  the  Atlantic.  As  she  jauntily 
leaves  the  harbour  a  whole  nation  wishes  her  bon-voyage. 
But  thousands  will  ask — shall  she  fulfill  the  high  hopes  of  her 
friends?  "Will  she  prove  equal  to  her  promise?  Will  she  re- 
turn from  America  Queen  of  the  Seven  Seas,  wearing  tbe  blue 
ribbon  of  the  Atlantic? 

I  hope  you  will  pardon  this  lengthy  digression.  But  you 
cannot  fail  to  .see  the  affinity.  Twenty-six  little  ships,  each 
more  precious  a  thousand-fold  than  the  Queen  Mary,  are  re- 
leased from  the  dock  to-day.  The  scaffolding  or  timber-cradle 
which  held  them  in  place  during  their  collegiate  term  is  re- 
moved. Like  the  Queen  Mary,  they  will  remain  on  trial  some 
time  in  the  home  waters  before  they  put  out  to  the  open  sea. 
That  will  be  an  anxious  day  for  them  and  theirs.  Will  the 
young  navigators  successfully  overcome  the  hardships  and 
hazards  of  the  smashing  sea?  Will  they  be  calm  and  unafraid 
amid  wild  weather  and  the  tempestuous  moods  of  the  ocean? 
Can  they  reach  the  goal  and  win  the  prize  or  will  they  limp 
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into  port  battered,  disabled,  smudg-ed,  grim,  outclassed  and 
out-raced.  With  a>s  much  hope  and  promise  before  me  I  dare 
not  say  shipwrecked.  Favorites  among  favorites  you  are  too 
well  fancied  to  win  for  any  sug-gestion  of  failure  to  arise. 

But  imagery  and  analogy  asiide,  let  me  ask  you  to  show  the 
substance  and  quality  of  the  old  rock  out  of  which  you  are 
hewn;  be  steadfast  in  character  and  fixed  in  principle — re- 
spect other  people's  opinions  but  act  on  your  own.  Don't  mis- 
take the  externals  of  manner  for  the  moral  values  or  material 
splendour  for  happiness  of  soul  and  charm  of  virtue. 

Do  credit  to  the  academy  that  holds  a  high  and  honored 
place  in  this  university  city.  Your  teachers  belong  to  a  long 
line  of  devoted  women  who  have  instructed  many  unto  justice. 
Their  scholarship,  moral  earnestness,  and  fidelity  to  principle 
entitle  them  to  a  place  among  the  friends  you  love  best.  Be 
true  to  that  profession  of  love,  loyalty  and  gratitude  you  have 
made  to  your  parents  in  your  beautiful  valedictory  address. 
After  God,  they  are  nearest  and  dearest  to  you.  In  a  Avorld 
of  uncertainty  and  disbelief,  go  forth  the  champions  of  the 
faith.  Be  bold-eyed  and  unafraid  as  the  mountain  eagle.  Make 
your  creed  the  marching  song  of  life.  It  will  steer  you  over 
the  road  that  lies  beyond  the  lamp  of  reason. 


VALEDICTORY. 


To-day  we  have  attained  another  milestone  on  the  highway 
of  life.  There  is  time  for  a  brief  pause — for  reflection  and  new 
inspiration ! 

Gazing  back  into  the  distance,  we  see  barriers  that  once 
seemed  insurmountable  distracting  signs  that  bewildered  us, 
and  the  vexing  detours  and  stony  patches  that  beset  every 
traveller's  path.  But  along  the  road  were  kindly  friends,  who 
guided  us  and  revealed  the  true  direction.  Many  times  we 
stumbled,  slipped  back,  or  even  stopped,  as  we  missed  the 
proper  turn,  and  had  it  not  been  for  these  loyal  friends  we 
would  never  have  achieved  this  milestone — our  Graduation 
Day! 

Now  in  our  happiness  we  turn  first  to  these  zealous  guides, 
our  beloved  parents,  teachers,  pastors,  and  with  hearts  over- 
flowing with  love  and  gratitude,  we  say.  "Thank  you  and  God 
bless  you !"  We  realize  and  deeply  appreciate  the  sacrifices 
that  you  have  made  for  us,  the  time  and  effort  that  you  have 
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expended,  and  the  inee^ntive  which  your  inspiration,  example 
and  loyalty  have  given  us. 

Whatever  achievement  is  here  to-day,  is  not  ours  but  yours, 
and  in  the  realization  that  we  have  accomplished  our  task,  and 
pleased  and  satisfied  you,  we  are  supremely  happy. 

It  is  difificult  to  find  suitable  words  to  express  the  affection 
and  loyalty  that  have  grown  within  us  for  St.  Joseph's.  For 
the  peaceful,  praj^er-inviting  chapel,  for  the  spirit  of  sanctity 
and  happiness  which  pervades  the  Avhole  atmosphere,  for  the 
valued  friendships  we  have  gained  among  our  esteemed  teach- 
ers and  companions,  far  the  drowsy  charm  of  the  Old-World 
garden,  for  the  merry  abandon  which  was  part  of  the  recrea- 
tion hours. 

We  have  been  taught  that  here,  too,  is  our  home,  and  that 
whatever  may  befall  after  we  have  left — the  loving  arms  of 
St.  Joseph's  are  ever  waiting  to  welcome  us.  This  lovely  as- 
surance gives  us  increased  confidence,  for  we  are  rather  hesi- 
tant. 

But  to-day  especially,  we  feel  the  benign  presence  of  St. 
Joseph,  and  to  him  we  give  the  task  of  guiding  us  as  we  con- 
tinue on  our  way.  for  the  ever  present,  tender  solicitude  of 
his  chosen  daughters,  is  no  more ! 

To  our  Blessed  Mother,  the  loving  Mistress  of  every  con- 
vent school,  Ave  breathe  a  prayer  of  gratitude  and  dedicate 
ourselves  anew  in  the  imitation  of  her  virtues:.  Now  we  have 
paused  long  enough.  The  road  ahead  is  sunny  and  bright. 
The  many  beloved  and  friendly  countenances  which  surround 
us  have  given  us  renewed  confidence  and  eagerness  to  be  on 
our  way.  But  now  the  moment  has  arrived  we  begin  reluc- 
tantly, and  with  many  a  backward  glance.  Pray  that  we  may 
reach  the  final  milestone!     Dear  Alma  Mater: 

"I  count  you  kind,  I  hold  you   true. 
But  what  may  follow,  who  can  tell? 
Give  me  a  hand — and  you — and  you. 

And  deem  me  grateful — and  farewell." 


PROGRAMME  OF  CLOSING   EXERCISES   OP   ST.   JOSEPH'S 
COLLEGE   SCHOOL. 

School  Hymn Hail  to  Thee,  Joseph 

Conferring  of  Honours  and  Crowning  of  Graduates. 
Piano  Solo — Allegro-Appassionata  Op.  70 — Sain.t-Saens 

Miss  Phyllis  Greisman 
Cantata — "Dawn  of  Spring" — Kountz. 
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CLASS    DISTINCTIONS. 

Valedictory Miss  Margaret  Mary  Conlia 

Address  to  Graduates Rt.  Rev.  M.  Cline,  P.D. 

God  Save  the  King. 

Choral  Instructor  and  Conductor — Dr.   Louis   Balogh. 

Holy  Mass — 9  a.m. 

Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament — 7.00  p.m. 


CLASS   DISTINCTIONS. 

Highest  Standing  in  Religion:  Miss  Betty  Shannon. 

FORM  V. — Languages:  Miss  Madeline  Temple,  Miss  Catherine 
Richard.  Mathematics:  Miss  Beatrice  Quinn,  Miss  Catherine  Ronan. 
English:  Miss  Laurine  Sinclair. 

FORM  IV. — General  Pioflciency — IVa,  Miss  Mary  Miller;  IVb, 
Miss  Isabel  Kelly;  IVc,  Miss  Kathleen  Mann. 

COMMERCIAL  COURSE:  General  Proflciency — Miss  Bernadette 
Morin.     Speed  and  Accuracy  in  Typewriting — Miss  Juliette  Collin. 

FORM  III. — General  Proficiency — Ilia,  Miss  Marie  Evers;  Illb, 
Miss  Claire  Meunier;  IIIc,  Miss  Margaret  Kane;  Hid,  Miss  Mary 
Rogister. 

FORM  II. — General  Proflciency — Ha,  Miss  Carol    Cockburn;  lib, 
Miss  Margaret  Gavin;  He,  Miss  Kathleen  Lawrence. 
FORM  I. — General  Proflciency — lA,  Miss  Joan  Howard,  Miss  Marion 

Horgan.     IB,  Miss  Patricia  Morrison,  Miss  Joan  Heron.     IC,  Miss 

Rosemary  Ramage. 
HIGH   SCHOOL   COMMERCIAL,    FORM   II. — General    Proflciency — 

Miss  Lorraine  Polan. 
SENIOR  FOURTH   CLASS — General  Proflciency — Miss   Rita   Camp- 
bell. 


OUR  CORPUS  CHRISTI  PROCESSION. 

The  last  public  function  of  the  school  year  was  the  beautiful 
Corpus  Christi  procession,  a  ceremony  worthy  to  crown  the  events 
of  the  closing  season  and  suitable  to  offer  as  an  act  of  thanksgiving 
to  Our  Lord  for  blessings  received  throughout  the  year. 

June  blossoms  were  at  their  best,  and,  besides  the  magnificent 
Main  Altar  of  the  Chapel,  two  other  Altars  had  been  prepared  and 
decorated  for  the  occasion. 

Led  by  an  acolyte  bearing  the  Cross,  the  long,  orderly  procession 
wended  its  way  from  the  Chapel  to  the  first  improvised  altar  in 
the  school  building,  where  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
was  given;  then,  out  to  the  grounds,  then  back  to  the  Chapel. 
Slowly  and  reverently  they  filed  past:  white-veiled  pupils  and  dark- 
robed  Sisters,  followed  by  tiny  flower-girls  who  immediately  pre- 
ceded the  priest  carrying  the  Sacred  Host.  Truly,  our  solemn 
Corpus  Christi  procession  on  June  fourteenth  was  an  impressive 
and  touching  ceremony,  fraught  with  consolation  for  all  who  wit- 
nessed it. 
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ELOCUTION  RECITAL. 

On  June  fourth,  Miss  Beatrice  Conway  presented  a  very  at- 
tractive program  in  the  school  auditorium.  The  Misses  Reuben  added 
much  to  the  evening  by  their  skilful  rendering  of  the  "Danse 
Macabre." 

PROGRAMME. 

The  Dancing  Lesson    Guiterman 

Mary  Lasher. 

The  Snowman's   Resolution    

Ann  Foy. 

Plans 

Eugene  Hardie. 

Having  Tea  With  Me 

Marilyn  Kelly. 

Yesterday  in  Oxford  Street    Fyleman 

Joan  Carter. 

Catholic  Students'  Crusade Johnson 

Marilyn  Johnson. 

A  Little  Boy's  Lament    

Paul  Hardy. 

SCENE "The    Children's    Hour" 

Grandfather  .  .  .  .Verona  Smith      Blanche   ....   Marilyn  Johnson 

Dorothy Audre  Hardy       Doris    Joan  Carter 

Marjorie    Jane  Kent      Mother Dorothy  Cooper 

Be  the  Best  of  Whatever  You  Are Malloch 

Kathleen  McNamara. 

Aunty  Doleful's  Visit    Dallas 

Mona  Thompson. 

As  Red  Men  Die    Johnson 

Marcella    Kehoe — (Gold    Medalist) 

My   Unknown   Friend    Leacock 

Joan  Bennett. 

Beyond  the  Blue Johnson 

Rosamund  Badali. 

Piano  Duo Danse  Macabre Saint-Saens 

Muriel  and  Lucy  Reuben. 
Scene  from  "As  You   Like  It" Shakespeare 

ACT  I — SCENE  III. 

Rosalind Joan  Bennett 

Cecila    Lucille   Riley 

Duke  Frederick    Marcella  Kehoe 

GOD  SAVE  THE  KING 


MUSIC   DEPARTMENT — TORONTO   CONSERVATORY   OF   MUSIC 
EXAMINATIONS,   1936. 

PIANO. 

Associate  (A.T.C.M.) 

Solo  Performer's — Marjorie  Pearce,  Honours. 
Teacher's — Muriel  Reuben. 
Grade  IX. — Loretto  Cairo. 
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Grade  VIII. — Estelle  Tipping. 

Grade  VI. —  Aline  Gallagher,  Honours;  Rosamond  Badali,  Hon- 
ours; Nora  Kent,  Honours. 

Grade  IV. — Doris  Quigley,  Honours;  Mary  Theresa  Morrison. 

THEORY. 

Associate  Piano,  Written — Muriel  Reuben,  Honours. 

Grade  V.  Harmony — Mary  E.  Moore,  Honours. 

Grade  V.  Counterpoint — Muriel  Reuben,  Honours;  Mary  E. 
Moore,  Honours. 

Grade  V.  Form — Mary  E.  Moore. 

Grade  IV.  Harmony — Betty  Shannon. 

Grade  IV.  Counterpoint — Betty  Shannon,  Honours;  Mary  Mc- 
Donald. 

Grade  III.  Harmony — Patricia  Morrison,  Honours;  Betty  Shan- 
non; Sarah  M.  Steele;  Josephine  LeBlanc. 

Grade  III.  History — Sarah  M.  Steele,  First  Class  Honours;  Pa- 
tricia Morrison,  Honours;   Josephine  LeBlanc. 

Grade  II. — Rosamond  Badali,  First  Class  Honours;  Sarah  M. 
Steele,  First  Class  Honours;  Josephine  LeBlanc,  First  Class  Honours; 
Joan  Duffy,  First  Class  Honours;   Estelle  Tipping,  Honours. 


SENIOR  PIANO  RECITAL. 

On  Tuesday  evening,  June  ninth,  the  Senior  Music  pupils  pre- 
sented their  annual  piano  recital.  The  delightful  programme,  en- 
joyed by  an  appreciative  audience,  was  as  follows: 

Hunting  Song Mendelssohn 

Betty  Shannon. 

Pastorale  Variee Mozart 

Joan  Bennett. 

Scherzo Mendelssohn 

Rita  Whyte. 

Andante  and  Valse Von  Wilm 

Phyllis  Groisman  and  Laurine  Sinclair. 

(a)  The   Summer  Wind    Bischoff 

(b)  Si  mes  Vers  avaient  des  ailes Hahn 

Dorothy  Cooper. 

(a)  Gigue    Schumann 

(b)  March  Wind MacDowell 

Patricia  Morrison. 

Gypsy  Airs Sarasate 

Gerald  Gelblum. 
(Pupil  of  Miss  G.  A.  Cox) 

Cradle    Song    Brahms-Grainger 

Lucy  Reuben. 

The  Lark   Glinka-Balakirew 

Elfrieda  Trost. 
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Pas  des  Cymbales    Chaminade 

Betty  Shannon  and  Patricia  Morrison. 

(a)  Siciliano 

Francoeur-Kreisler 

(b)  Rigaudon 

Betty  Fischer. 
(Pupil  of  Mr.  Chuhaldin) 

Impromptu   Op.    36    Chopin 

Muriel  Reuben. 

Jardins   sous  la   Pluie    C.   Debussy 

Kathleen  Walls. 

Allegro  Appassionata    Saint-Saens 

Phyllis  Greisman. 

Marche  Heroique Saint-Saens 

Muriel  and  Lucy  Reuben. 

GOD  SAVE  THE  KING. 


INTERMEDIATE,    JUNIOR,    PRIMARY   RECITAL. 

PROGRAMME. 

Beginners. 

Piano  Class  Rhymes    

Patricia  Wade. 

At  the  Circus B.  Frost 

Gloria  Goldstein. 

Swing  Song    L.   Dunn 

Catherine  Mary  Stinson. 

Little   Waltz    Schubert 

Norma  Bickell. 

Merry-go-Round    B.    Frost 

Charlotte  Waggman. 

Slumber  Song    Schubert 

Peggy  Kormann. 

Reverie    C.    Reger 

Bernard  O'Connor. 

Jack  and  Jill E.  Ketterer 

Mary  Del  Williams. 

June  Days M.  Bilbro 

Peggy  Kormann. 
Bernard  O'Connor. 

Grades  I.  to  VI. 

Carnival    P.    DuVal 

Margaret    Cullotin. 

Merry  Margot  (Mazurka)    G.  Lind 

Helen  Lyle 
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Sextette  from  Lucia  di  Lammermoor Donizetti 

Lena  Calderone. 

Goblins E.  Ketterer 

M.  Cullotin  and  Bernadette  McGarrity. 

Elegy Dupont 

Margaret  Cira. 

The  Merry  Peasant Schumann 

Barbara  O'Neill. 

Tarontelle    Mueller 

Betty  Kelly. 

(a)  Minuet    Mozart 

(b)  Old  French  Song 

Catherine  Frankish. 

Hide  and  Seek Eilenberg 

Catherine  Baker. 

Dance  of  the  Puppets E.  Martin 

Joan  Keilty. 

The    Mill     Jensen 

Bessie  Sinton. 

Kitty    (Recitation)     

Marilyn  Kelly. 

The  Cat  and  the  Fiddle D.  D.  Slater 

Patricia  Kenny. 

Veil  Dance L.  Wright 

Lucille  Baker. 

Harvest  Home    G.   Lange 

Bernadette  McGarrity. 

The  Doll's  Dream Th.  Oesten 

Mary  Ann  Kormann. 

The   Lark    Tchaikowsky 

Mary  Duffy. 

The  Sad  Doll Caesar  Franck 

Barbara  Gallivan. 

The   Master    (Recitation)    

Joan  Carter   (Pupil  of  Miss  B.  Conway). 

The   Music   Box    Poldini 

Nora  Kent. 

(a)  Sonatina  in  G  (Allegro)    Koehler 

(b)  The  Mill  by  the  Brook Kullak 

Mary  Therese  Morrison. 

Forest   Dance    Coerne 

Esme  Rosenbank. 

(a)  Prancing  Pony Phippen 

(b)  Elfin    Dance    Greig 

Doris  Quigley. 

Elves  at  Play E.  Mueller 

Marguerite   Murray. 

(a)  The  Swan Saint-Saens 

(b)  Waltz Hummel 

Jean  Boukydis. 
(Pupil  of  Miss  G.  A.  Cox) 

In  a  Polish  Garden F.  Williams 

Joan  and  Doris  Quigley. 

GOD  SAVE  THE  KING. 
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MY  FAVOURITE  PASTIME. 

Everyone  has  a  favourite  pastime  and  mine  is  reading.  How  I 
do  enjoy  reading!  It  seems  refreshing.  I  do  not  mean  western 
romances  or  any  such  worthless  reading,  but  rather  books  which 
make  one  think.  I  like  humourous  books  and  sad  books  that  bring 
tears.  Oh!  give  me  a  book  at  any  time  or  hour,  and  after  I  have 
found  the  red  leather  chair,  I  shall  be  perfectly  satisfied.  There 
are  many  books  by  famous  authors,  but  I  like  Louisa  M.  Alcott's 
books  the  best.  Her  "Little  Women,"  and  "Little  Men,"  are  won- 
derful and  I  mean  to  have  a  library  of  my  own  when  I  grow  up 
and  in  it  will  be  found  a  complete  set  of  the  works  of  Louisa  M. 
Alcott,  and  those  of  Charles  Dickens.  I  like  to  read  for  pleasure 
and  also  to  increase  my  vocabulary  and  to  get  new  ideas  which 
will  help  me  to  improve  myself. 

Lillian  Mansley,  IB. 


OUR  SUMMER  HOME. 

Our  summer  home  is  situated  on  Lake  Simcoe  about  eighty-four 
miles  from  Toronto.  It  is  a  very  beautiful  spot  and  many  other 
people  have  summer  homes  there  too.  There  are  also  many  hotels 
and  inns  there.     We  go  to  "Fern  Cottage"  every  year. 

It  is  a  yellow-coloured  house,  with  a  grey  verandah  and  cement 
steps.  There  are  two  floors.  Above  the  verandah  there  is  a  bal- 
cony. There  is  a  roomy  living-room,  a  large  dining-room  and  a  fairly 
big  kitchen.  Upstairs  there  are  four  bedrooms,  and  frequently 
somebody  sleeps  on  a  couch  out  on  the  balcony. 

The  house  has  beautiful  surroundings  and  is  only  a  short  dis- 
tance from  the  lake.  It  is  within  walking  distance  from  other 
beaches  too.  We  all  like  it  up  there  so  much  that  we  long  for  the 
summer  to  come  when  we  can  spend  a  lovely  vacation  at  our  sum- 
mer cottage. 

Theresa  Mulvihill,  IB. 


VICTORIA  DAY. 


The  24th  of  May,  Victoria  Day,  is  a  holiday  that  children  look 
forward  to  eagerly,  as  fire-works  are  the  sport  of  the  day.  The 
Union  Jack  is  hoisted  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  with  the  crosses 
of  St.  George,  St.  Patrick  and  St.  Andrew  standing  out  prominently 
as  the  wind  rustles  through  its  folds. 

On  this  day  "God  Save  the  King"  is  sung  throughout  the  Em- 
pire. The  anthem  was  first  sung  in  the  private  chapel  of  James  II. 
in  1688.     Later  the  United  States  adopted  the  theme. 

Queen  Victoria  greatly  enjoyed  her  birthday — large  parades  in 
London  were  viewed  by  many — and  at  the  Palace,  the  Changing 
of  the  Guard,  with  Victoria  waving  from  a  balcony,  above  the 
bobbing  heads  of  her  loving  subjects,  was  a  happy  ending  to  the 
day.  Here  in  Toronto,  a  parade  was  seen  and  enjoyed  by  many 
and  children  could  laughingly  be  heard  singing,  "Twenty-fourth  of 
May,  Queen's  birthday,  if  we  don't  get  a  holiday  we'll  all  run  away." 

June  Rose,  lA. 
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ONE  WAY  OF  CELEBRATING  EMPIRE  DAY. 

We,  the  students  of  lA,  celebrated  Empire  Day  by  giving  a  con- 
cert in  the  auditorium.  It  is  true  our  audience  was  small  but 
Sister  Superior  was  there  and  that  was  an  honour. 

It  was  my  privilege  to  open  the  celebration  by  giving  the  his- 
tory of  the  National  Anthem,  which  was  followed  by  "God  Save 
the  King,"  sung  in  Latin  by  the  class.  One  of  the  most  interest- 
ing numbers  on  our  programme  was  the  history  of  the  Union  Jack, 
which  brought  in  many  facts  which  most  of  us  had  never  heard 
before.  One  of  Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier's  speeches,  "On  the  Monu- 
ments of  Canada,"  was  given  in  English  and  then  in  French,  the 
language  in  which  it  was  originally  delivered.  The  speech  shows 
clearly  the  broadness  of  Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier's  mind  and  reminds 
us  that  God  has  placed  us,  English  and  French,  to  live  together 
in  peace  and  harmony,  in  the  land  of  the  maple.  Another  number 
was,  "Reconstruction  in  Speech  Badly  Needed,"  written  by  Ruth 
Sayre,  a  lady  reporter  on  one  of  our  daily  newspapers.  In  her  work 
Miss  Sayre  has  realized  how  widespread  is  the  use  of  slang.  "O 
Canada"  was  sung  in  French  by  the  class,  and  was  followed  by  the 
poem,  "Love  of  Country,"  which  must  arouse  the  most  cold-hearted 
to  devotion  to  the  land  of  their  birth.  An  essay  on  British  Empire 
told  of  the  dominions  in  all  parts  of  the  world.  The  concert  closed 
with  an  exhortation  on  the  true,  native  land,  our  patria,  our  ever- 
lasting home  which  we  all  hope  to  reach  some  day.  As  our  Te 
Deum  the  class  sang  the  last  verse  of  the  "O  Salutaris"  in  English, 
a  very  fitting  closing  for  our  little  concert. 

We  left  the  auditorium  with  the  feeling  that  we  had  done  our 
bit  to  celebrate  Empire  Day,  the  day  which  commemorates  the 
spread  of  our  great  British  Empire. 

Marion  Horgan.  lA. 


SUMMER  SPORTS. 


Summer  holidays!  When  a  person  mentions  these  two  words  my 
mind  turns  to  sports  and  the  very  word  thrills  me.  Our  holidays 
are  almost  three  months  long,  and  this  gives  me  plenty  of  time  to 
enjoy  all  the  sports  of  summer. 

Let  me  mention  my  favourite  ones.  First,  tennis — who  could 
think  of  a  better  game!  It's  lively  and  it  makes  you  fast  in  your 
movements.  Then  there  is  swimming,  one  of  our  healthiest  games. 
In  some  way  people  always  turn  to  swimming  when  they  are  tired 
and  wish  to  freshen  up. 

Then  golf!  Well,  I  think  that  I  would  give  this  game  the  lead 
over  all  sports.  Last  year  I  was  taught  how  to  play  it,  and  from 
then  on.  Mother  couldn't  keep  me  off  the  golf  course. 

And  last,  but  not  least,  is  baseball.  Some  people  say  that  it 
isn't  a  summer  sport,  but  a  spring  one,  but  I  play  it  spring  and 
summer.  When  I  have  either  a  ball  or  bat  in  my  hand,  I'm  quite 
happy. 

From  this  composition  one  can  see  how  much  I  like  sports,  and 
if  I  had  my  choice  between  winter  and  summer  ones,  I'm  certain 
summer  would  take  the  lead. 

Joan  Heron,  I. 


212  ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 


A  BOOK  THAT  I  HAVE  ENJOYED. 

Among  the  many  books  that  line  the  walls  of  the  library  I 
have  been  lucky  enough  to  pick  one  in  which  I  will  always  find 
interest;  this  is  the  story  of  "The  Other  Wise  Man." 

The  story  dates  back  before  the  birth  of  Our  Divine  Lord  to  the 
preparation  of  the  Wise  Kings  to  follow  the  star  which  they  have 
seen  appear  in  the  heavens,  the  sign  of  the  birth  of  their  Saviour. 

The  author  explains  how  instead  of  only  three  wise  men  there 
was  another  who  never  succeeded  in  reaching  the  stable  of  Bethle- 
hem and  although  he  searched  all  his  life,  saw  his  Saviour  only  at 
the  Crucifixion. 

He,  like  the  others,  sold  his  property  to  purchase  his  gifts  for 
the  Divine  Child,  but  because  of  business,  missed  the  caravan  by 
which  the  others  started.  He  followed  them  alone  and  meant  to 
catch  them  before  crossing  into  Palestine. 

On  his  way  he  was  stopped  by  a  beggar  dying  of  thirst  by  the 
wayside.  He  nursed  the  beggar,  and  because  of  this  delay,  lost 
all  hope  of  ever  catching  the  caravan.  On  leaving  the  beggar  he, 
touched  with  pity,  lifted  from  the  folds  of  his  garments  one  of  the 
gifts  meant  for  Jesus, — an  amethyst. 

By  the  time  he  reached  Bethlehem  the  Holy  Family  had  fled  into 
Egypt  and  he  was  confronted  by  the  massacre  of  the  Holy  Innocents. 
Trying  to  save  a  child  from  the  soldiers,  he  gave  the  soldier  his 
second  gift  meant  for  Jesus,  a  ruby. 

All  his  life  he  wandered,  seeking,  but  never  finding,  his  Saviour 
until  he  was  an  old  man  and  he  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross,  with 
nothing  to  offer  to  his  Divine  Lord.  He  had  given  his  last  gift 
away.    He  gave  himself. 

Mary  Taylor,  lA. 


EMPIRE   DAY   CONCERT. 

On  May  twenty-second  our   form   had   an   Empire  Day   concert. 

Our  entertainment  began  at  eleven  o'clock  and  Reverend  Sister 
Maura  and  Reverend  Sister  Superior,  with  a  few  other  Sisters,  were 
present.  The  programme  opened  with  the  history  of  "God  Save 
the  King,"  recited  by  our  class  president,  Marion  Horgan,  while 
afterwards  followed  the  singing  of  the  National  Anthem,  by  the 
class,  in  Latin.  After  we  had  taken  our  places  again,  three  girls 
came  up  and  each  gave  her  part  of  how  the  flag  started  and  what 
it  stands  for,  and  how  it  still  is  loved  by  its  people.  Then  eight 
girls  went  up  on  the  stage  and  recited  in  poetry  "The  Flag."  ' 

Not  only  England  was  mentioned,  but  also  France,  when  one  of 
Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier's  speeches  on  the  "Monuments  of  Canada"  was 
given  in  English  and  also  in  French,  followed  by  the  singing  of  "O 
Canada"  in  French.  After  several  other  numbers  about  England 
and  the  flag,  our  entertainment  closed  with  the  singing  of  St. 
Thomas  Aquinas'  "O  Salutaris"   in   English. 

But  the  praise  must  go  to  our  English  teacher,  Reverend  Sister 
Hildegarde,  who  coached  us  through  our  parts,  and  also  to  our 
president,  Marion  Horgan,  who  had  so  much  to  do  towards  our 
concert. 

Agnes  Conlin,  lA. 
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FOR    CATHOLIC    READERS 

CATHERINE  TEKAKWITHA    by  Danlel  Sargent  $3.00 

The  story  of  the  spiritual  blossoming  in  the  17th  century  of  an  Indian  girl  among 
the  savages  of  the  St.  Lawrence  River.  In  showing  the  grafting  of  the  French  and 
missionary  ideals  on  the  Indian  character  and  religious  background,  Daniel  Sargent 
throws  a  new  light  on  the  life  of  the  first  Indian  saint  of  New  France.     (October) 

FAMILY  SYMPHONY    by  Isabel  i\  Clarke  $2.50 

The  author  of  "Roman  Year"  tells  of  a  turbulent  family  wanting  happiness,  yet 
overawed  by  a  veritable  pillar  of  Victorian  oppression.     (Fall) 

MARRIED  SAINTS    by  SeUIen  Peabody  Delaney  $2.25 

Short  biographies  of  Paulinus  of  Ncla,  St.  Monica,  St.  Louis  of  France,  Thomas  More, 
'  and  many  others,  with  added  chapters  on  less  well-known  personages  not  yet  canon- 
ized, but  outstanding  for  their  virtues  and  piety. 

(Let  us  send  you  our  new  Fall  list 
of  Catholic  publications) 
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PIGOTT  CONSTRUCTION 

COMPANY,  UMITED. 

Engineers  and  Contractors 

Some  Recently  Completed  Contracts 

Addition  to  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Addition  to  Mercy  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Addition  to  St.  Michael's  Nurses'  Home,  Toronto. 

New  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 

Basilica  of  Christ  the  King,  Hamilton. 

McMaster  University  Buildings,  Hamilton. 

New  Canadian  National  Railway  Station,  Hamilton. 

HAMILTON  CANADA 
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Here  is 
Vital  News 

Everyone  Is  better  off  with  a  steady  and 
ample  supply  of  sunshine  vitamin-D 
every  day.  This  is  particularly  true  of 
children — to  maintain  health,  promote 
proper  growth,  to  strengthen  resistance 
to  colds  and  Illness,  and  to  build  strong 
bones  and  sound,  even  teeth. 

So  a  new  way  had  to  be  found  to  bring 
the  extra  vitamin-D  we  all  need. 
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Just  Published — 

MEMOIR  OF  MOTHER  M. 

C(inu:reg;!;:.oii  of  Our  Lady  of  Sion,  1847-1932, 
By  a.  Member  of  the  Commvmity 
With  a  Preface  by  Re^.  ].  P,  Arendzen,  D.D.,  Ph.D.,  M.A^ 
niustrated  $2.00 
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EDITORIAL 

THE  Angels'  greeting  of  p^ace  is  the  best  wish  for  a  "Happy 
Christmas"  and  this  we  offer  the  devoted  patrons  and  sub- 
scribers of  the  Lilies. 

Christmas  peace  is  the  source  of  all  our  joys  in  this  festive 
season.  It  com-es  from  heaven  and  radiates  over  the  world 
in  varied  forms  to  satisfy  the  emotions  of  old  and  young;  it 
flows  into  our  hearts  with  good  will  to  all  and  especially  the 
poor  and  the  afflicted;  it  brightens  our  minds  with  the  light 
of  a  higher  and  better  world,  and  inspires  fancy  and  emotion 
with  the  rarest  artistic  values  of  pageantry  and  song,  and  it 
ripples  on  to  the  very  toys  of  the  children. 

It  is  the  depth  of  the  feast  that  makes  it  perpetual,  for  it 
comes  from  God  and  His  Divine  Incarnation  and  thus  is  deeper 
than  human  institutions  or  physical  nature  itself.  Even  those 
who  have  lost  divine  faith  feel  the  traditional  thrill  of  Chris- 
tian ages  of  the  past;  Christian  carols  are  sung  and  their 
emotional  appeal  is  experienced  even  when  the  mind  is  closed 
to  the  celestial  display  of  Bethlehem. 

Christmas  without  Bethlehem  is  indeed  a  sad  abbreviation 
of  the  feast.  Let  us  have  Bethlehem  with  the  Divine  Child 
and  the  crib,  with  Mary  and  Joseph  and  the  angels  and  their 
light  and  music,  and  shepherds  on  the  mystic  hills  of  promise 
and  prophecy,  and  Christmas  will  be  full.  To  minds  as  well 
as  to  emotions  will  come  the  greetings  of  the  angels  of  Beth- 
lehem : 

"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest 
And  on  earth  peace  to  men  of  good  will," 
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THE  present  age  is  quite  unique  when  compared  with 
Christian  epochs  of  the  past,  for  the  broad  term  of  Chris- 
tianity is  narrowing  down  in  substantial  reality  to  the  Catho- 
lic Church,  and  the  Church  finds  itself  confronted  no  longer 
with  heresies  calling  themselves  Christian,  but  with  avowed 
infidelity,  and  most  strange  to  say,  with  professed  atheism. 

This  avowed  atheism  makes  this  age  unique  when  compared 
even  with  ancient  times  of  paganism,  for  the  pagans  had  gods 
and  too  many,  whilst  now  we  would  discard  the  overworld 
of  spiritual  lordship  completely.  This  universal  avowal  of 
agnosticism,  that  is  so  imminent,  naturally  rouses  Catholics 
to  a  sense  of  isolation ;  they  are  awakened  with  a  shock  to 
realize  that  the  world  outside  is  distinctly  un-Christian  and 
hostile.  To  offset  this  alarming  outlook,  there  is,  however,  the 
consolation  that  the  Church  was  never  so  united,  so  free  of 
sects  and  schisms,  so  pure  in  its  faith  and  so  loyal  in  the  de- 
votion of  its  members.  If  Christianity  thus  has  shrunk  now 
to  indicate  only  Catholicism,  the  reality  itself  stands  out  in 
clearer  outlines  as  the  penumbra  of  heresies  disappears,  for 
the  terms  Christian  and  Catholic  should  naturally  be  synono- 
mous. 

The  Church  thus  seems  to  confront  a  pagan  world  once 
more,  and  the  question  arises :  can  she  convert  it  a  second 
time?  We  are  apt  to  be  optimistic,  as  though  truth  should 
prevail  over  the  darkness  of  human  nature  when  left  to  itself. 
History  tells  us  that  the  ancient  pagan  world  turned  towards 
Judaism  even  before  the  coming  of  Christ,  to  escape  from 
the  horrors  of  its  own  corruption. 

When  Christianity  dawned  upon  the  world,  the  early 
Fathers  tell  us  that  the  pagans  crowded  into  the  Church  as 
though  they  were  born  Christians,  and  the  saying  was  that 
''human  nature  is  naturally  Christian."  Men  came  to  their 
heritage  and  walked  again  with  God  in  paradise  and  the  Chris- 
tian era  began  with  all  its  culture  and  civilization. 

Can  the  Church,  with  her  treasure  of  saving  truth,  win 
back  again  a  world  that  is  straying  out  into  the  darkness  of 
irreligion?    Catholics  are  optimistic  and  think  that  light  must 
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naturally  prevail  over  darkness.  There  is,  however,  another 
factor  besides  truth,  that  combined  with  it  to  convert  the 
ancient  world  of  pag'anism  and  this  is  miracles.  Persistent 
public  miracles  prevailed  in  the  early  Christian  world  for 
four  hundred  years  and  gave  the  Church  a  wonderful  start.  So 
Paul  himself  said  that  he  came  not  merely  in  truth,  but  in 
power — that  is,  in  miracles.  The  primitive  missionaries  that 
brought  Christianity  to  the  various  nations  of  Europe,  dis- 
played this  same  power  in  founding  their  churches.  When  the 
Church  was  well  established,  miracles  became  fewer.  Public 
miracles,  as  those  of  Lourdes,  just  as  uncontestable  as  those 
of  the  Apostles,  still  linger,  and  others  that  accompany  the 
lives  of  canonized  saints  still  linger,  but  they  are  not  so  promi- 
nent and  ordinary. 

Can  the  Church  convert  the  world  again  without  an  out- 
pouring of  great  spectacular  miracles?  Theologians  assure  us 
that  God  could  have  converted  mankind  without  miracles,  but 
this  would  be  only  transferring  miracles  from  the  external 
order  of  nature,  to  the  interior  order  of  men's  souls;  there 
would  be  miracles  of  grace  shining  on  their  minds  and  hearts, 
to  bring  conviction,  as  astounding  as  the  miracles  in  physical 
nature  that  met  their  eyes  in  the  world  around  them. 

When  musing  over  such  a  problem,  we  should  realize  that 
the  Church  is  but  an  instrument  in  the  hand  of  God.  We  should 
rather  ask  the  question,  will  God  by  His  power  call  back  a 
straying  world,  for  it  is  too  much  to  ask  this  of  the  Church, 
unless  it  is  moved  by  Him.  All  the  truths  of  the  Church  and 
all  her  record  of  orthodoxy  seem  at  times  unavailing,  and  the 
"light  shines  in  the  darkness  (and  the  darkness  does  not  com- 
prehend it)."  The  apostles  themselves  in  times  and  places  did 
not  succeed. 

All  this  is  equivalent  to  the  pointed  question,  whether  the 
Church  is  losing  power.  And  the  answer  must  be,  that  the 
Church  waxes  and  wanes  in  her  influence  over  the  outside 
world,  as  God  wills.  However,  when  she  contracts  in  influ- 
ence, she  seems  to  grow  brighter  in  her  own  life.  Persecution 
and  opposition  renew  her  life.    Sometimes  we  hear  it  said  that 
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the  Catholic  religion  is  purer  in  Protestant  than  in  Catholic 
countries.  Catholic  Spain  will  certainly  have  a  glorious  era 
again,  similar  to  that  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  when  she  was 
fighting  the  Moors,  whether  she  suppresses  the  Reds  com- 
pletely or  continues  to  fight  for  the  whole  world  th^  battle  of 
Christianity.  The  loss  of  two  hundred  thousand  Spanish  lives 
shows  that  the  struggle  is  on,  and  if  Catholics  fight,  they  will 
also  pray  and  cling  to  God  and  religion.  Four  hundred  years 
of  undisputed  catholicity  in  Spain  may  have  brought  on  stag- 
nation that  required  the  purifying  storm  of  persecution.  The 
Irish  Church,  after  four  hundred  years  of  persecution,  came 
out  to  freedom  and  peace  with  the  primitive  faith  of  the 
catacombs.  Travellers  in  France  relate  that  the  French  people 
are  coming  back  to  their  Catholic  heritage,  in  a  manner  that  is 
notable  and  spectacular. 

This  present  era  of  the  Church  may  be  again  designated  as 
unique  for  two  other  startling  events  in  the  religious  world: 
the  sudden  cessation  of  the  attacks  against  the  Church  coming 
from  the  Bible,  and  also  from  science.  For  four  hundred  years 
the  Bible,  with  its  bristling  texts  of  controversy,  was  hurled 
against  the  Church  by  so-called  "Bible  Christians"  and  Catho- 
lics were  declared  enemies  of  the  Bible.  On  the  twelfth  of 
July  in  Toronto,  the  hosts  that  follow  the  white  horse  blare 
out  the  denunciation  that  Catholics  are  Bible-burners.  Now, 
although  the  Bible  is  still  printed  for  popular  demand,  the 
light  has  gone  out  of  it,  for  Christ  is  not  God  and  the  Scrip- 
tures are  not  divine.  Jehovah  of  the  Old  Testament  is  a  tribal 
God,  the  mere  genius  of  a  primitive,  barbarous  tribe  of  Asiatics. 
Christ  is  a  philosopher,  that  focussed  the  wisdom  and  culture 
of  His  day,  and  His  revelations  did  not  come  from  heaven,  but 
from  earth,  and  like  everything  mundane,  are  imperfect  and 
progressive,  with  a  continuous  demand  for  corrections.  Such 
is  the  Bible  in  the  present  day  outside  the  Catholic  Church. 

We  have  expressed  in  this  sudden  cataclysm  of  thought  after 
four  hundred  years  of  controversy  on  the  Bible,  when  it  was 
quoted  as  the  living  word  of  God  against  us  with  such  re- 
ligious zeal,  fervour  and  violent  animosity,  that  the  Bible  as 
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an  instrument  of  attack  has  become  as  a  fulmen  hrutum— 
a  mere  dud  in  the  hands  of  non-Catholics.  The  Bible,  in  the 
hands  of  a  non-Catholic,  is  only  a  book  of  ancient  philosophy 
speaking  for  an  ancient  world  and  seems  to-day  to  a  non- 
Catholic  as  a  disregarded  shell  in  the  onward  evolution  of 
progressive  religion.  We  pick  up  the  Bible  from  the  dust  and 
patiently  bear  the  obloquy  that  is  cast  upon  us  for  believing  it 
divine.    Who  are  the  Bible-burners  nowf 

Science,  too,  that  stood  over  the  Church  like  a  menacing 
giant,  a  colossus  that  sprang  from  the  earth  so  suddenly  a 
century  ago,  armed  with  evolution,  atoms  and  higher  mathe- 
matics seems  to  have  turned  to  a  gibbering  ghost,  for  now 
there  is  no  matter  in  our  world,  and  all  that  is  left  of  it  is  our 
own  thoughts ; — and  our  thoughts,  of  course,  belong  to  spirits. 
Spirits  may  be  more  real  than  mountains,  for  mountains  are 
only  a  mirage  of  appearance,  while  thoughts  at  least  are  real. 
Cogito  ergo  existo',  I  think,  therefore,  I  am.  Thank  God  for 
our  thoughts  or  where  should  we  be?  Leading  scientists,  like 
Joad  Jean  Russell  and  Eddington,  are  not  quite  satisfied 
whether  our  thoughts  are  in  the  real  world  or  in  our  own 
minds,  and  whatever  our  thoughts  suggest,  even  if  it  be  re- 
ligion or  mysticism,  we  are  permitted  and  encouraged  to  hold. 
Such  is  science  to-day  and  it  is  at  peac€  with  the  Church. 
Thirty  years  ago,  the  only  thing  real  was  what  we  could 
measure  and  weigh,  and  the  spiritual  world  was  excluded  from 
reality. 

Surely  this  age  is  unique,  and  yet  there  is  another  startling 
reason  for  this  distinction.  The  objection  hurled  against  the 
Church  to-day  when  war  is  brooding  over  the  world  and  flash- 
ing so  violently  in  Catholic  Spain,  comes  neither  from  dead 
faith  and  dead  science,  but,  strange  to  say,  from  mere  politics 
and  economics.  The  challenge  now  the  Church  must  answer 
is:  Does  she  stand  for  monarchism,  republicanism,  fascism,  or 
communism?  The  Church  patiently  answers,  that  this  is  for 
the  people  to  decide,  for  the  form  of  government  comes  from 
the  people,  but  the  power  that  actuates  it  must  come  from  God. 
The  people  may  set  up  the  lightning-rod,  but  natural  law  and 
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God  gives  power  to  the  rukr.  Man  must  have  g'overnment,  for 
humanity  is  essentially  social,  and  the  power  of  government 
does  not  come  from  free  convention  of  men,  but  from  God.  In 
France  and  in  Spain,  the  Church  defended  the  monarchy  and 
then  she  defended  the  repu'blic  and  will  defend  any  de  facto 
government  set  up  by  the  people,  except  communism,  that 
denies  the  right  of  private  ownership. 

However,  not  even  politics  can  fulminate  against  the 
Church  at  the  present  time  as  economics  can,  and  the  challenge 
now  hurled  at  Rome  is  one  of  capitalism  or  communism.  Who 
shall  wield  the  capital  of  industry,  the  individual  or  the  state  ? 
Spain  is  on  fire  and  the  churches  are  burning  because  the 
Church  resents  the  exclusive  state  ownership  of  communism. 
Yet  Toronto  newspapers  that  are  in  terror  of  the  Reds  and 
their  works  and  pomps,  are  wishing  for  the  success  of  the 
Reds  in  Spain.  Toronto  papers,  of  course,  are  against  the  re- 
vealed religion  of  Christians  and  not  against  capitalism.  Even 
communism,  they  think,  is  preferable  to  a  church  of  revealed 
religion,  and  the  last  creed  of  revealed  religion  must  go,  even 
if  it  upholds  the  right  of  personal  property.  Russia,  they  say, 
rather  than  Rome. 

Here  the  Church  also  calmly  speaks  of  Christian  Socialism 
or  a  tendency  towards  social  helps,  rather  than  towards  the 
other  extreme  of  brutal,  selfish  capitalism.  In  all  these 
features  of  the  present  age,  that  make  it  unique  with  an  evil 
distinction,  we  can  only  remark,  that  we  love  the  Church  for 
the  enemies  she  has  made. 

In  all  these  various  forms  of  opposition  to  the  Church,  we 
notice  that  the  most  fundamental  opposition  is  the  plea,  that 
religion  should  be  a  cult  of  mere  rational  and  man-made 
morality,  always  variable  and  progressive  and  easily  adjustable 
to  human  views  and  utility,  without  regard  to  any  creed,  or 
religion,  or  belief  in  God  and  our  duties  towards  Him.  Re- 
ligion, then,  has  dwindled  down  in  this  age  to  mere  morality 
or  propriety  of  conduct  according  to  conventional  agreement 
of  sociologists. 

Is  any  system  of  morality  of  this  kind  possible  without 
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God  and  even  further  we  ask,  can  there  be  any  effective 
code  of  morality  without  a  revealed  religion,  that  is,  a  religion 
coming  from  God  and  conserved  in  a  Church  He  has  founded? 
This  number  of  the  "Lilies"  takes  occasion  to  present  the 
old  trite  problem  once  more,  as  it  comes  up  now  in  chaotic 
Russia,  where  humanity  seettis  to  be  in  labour  to  bring  forth 
two  new  and  weird  monstrosities  that  defy  all  traditions  of 
the  past,  communism  and  a  godless  morality. 


O  CHILD   DIVINE 

O  WONDROUS,  little  Babe  within  a  manger  laid, 
A  lowly  manger  in  a  cave  all  chill  and  bare. 
Amid  crude  wisps  of  straw  and  rough  neglected  hay. 
Thy  tender  mother  bending  gently  o  'er  Thee  there. 
Her  hair  a  shielding  veil,  the  light  of  sun  and  moon 

And  stars  Thine  eyes — 0  miracle  beyond  our  ken — 
O  would  I  sing  of  Thee  what  never  hath  been  sung 
For  Thou  art  beautiful  above  the  songs  of  men ! 

0  wondrous,  little  Child,  within  Thy  swaddling  bands. 

In  Thee  all  beauty  shines,  all  marvels  meet  and  rest ; 
More  lovely  than  the  fairest  flower  on  earth  that  blows 

Art  Thou  sweet  Babe  upon  Thy  Virgin  Mother 's  breast. 
Thou  Snowy  Lamb  of  God  in  far  Judean  hills. 

Thou  magnet  of  all  hearts,  vast  love  beyond  our  ken — 
0  would  I  sing  of  Thee,  my  Lord,  but  all  words  fail, 

For  Thou  art  beautiful  above  the  songs  of  men ! 

Brian  O'Higgins. 
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THE    DELUSION    OF    PROGRESS 

By  JAMES  J.  WALSH,  M.D.,  Ph.D. 

THE  latter  half  of  the  nineteenth  century  and  the  first 
half  of  the  twentieth  will  probably  be  known  in  history 
as  the  period  during  which  men  cherished  the  id'Ca  that  man 
was  making  inevitable  progress  and  it  was  only  a  question 
of  time  until  he  would  accomplish  marvelous  things.  The  sad 
disillusionment  came  with  the  World  War,  though  the  notion 
of  progress  continued  to  occupy  m-en's  minds  for  some  thirty 
years  after  that.  At  the  beginning  of  the  twentieth  century 
most  m'cn  had  come  to  the  conviction  that  a  great  war  waged 
by  most  of  the  civilized  nations  of  Europe  was  entirely  out 
of  the  question.  It  is  true  there  might  be  wars  in  the  Bal- 
kans, but  they  were  between  what  might  be  considered  more 
or  less  barbarous  peoples.  There  might  even  be  a  war  between 
two  such  great  nations  as  Russia  and  Japan,  but  that  must  be 
set  down  to  the  fact  that  they  were  not  quite  civilized. 

As  for  the  civilized  and  cultured  people  of  the  world,  a 
gr^eat  war  seemed  impossible.  In  the  midst  of  this  complacency, 
like  a  thunderbolt  there  burst  upon  us  the  World  War,  quite 
taking  our  breath  away.  It  was  the  worst  war  of  human  his- 
tory and  it  continued  until  both  sides  in  Europe  at  least  were 
almost  exhausted.  In  order  to  get  the  men  to  fight,  we  invent- 
ed the  slogan  that  this  was  a  war  "to  end  all  war."  At  the 
end  of  four  years  and  four  months  after  the  loss  of  som^e  eight 
millions  of  men  and  probably  eighty  billions  of  treasure,  we 
made  a  peace.  That  proved  to  be  of  such  a  nature  that  it 
threatened  to  end  all  peace.  We  are  still  in  the  midst  of  the 
effects  of  it. 

At  last  we  are  coming  around  to  recognize  that  far  from 
men  making  progress  in  th€  realm  of  thought  and  the  intellec- 
tual life  particularly,  just  exactly  the  opposite  is  true.  The 
very  first  men  that  had  the  genius  to  conceive  a  great  idea 
were  the  men  who  expressed  that  idea  so  thoroughly  that  they 
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have  continued  ever  sinc€  to  be  looked  up  to  as  the  leaders 
of  men  in  this  mode  of  thought.  Thought  is  ever  so  much  more 
important  than  action  and  men  have  cherished  the  memory  of 
the  thinkers,  while  the  activities  have  been  forgotten. 

The  greatest  form  of  thought  that  we  have  is  poetry,  and 
the  greatest  form  of  poetry  is  epic  poetry.  How  interesting  it 
is,  then,  to  find  that  the  very  first  man  that  ever  wrote  an  epic 
poem  wrote  what  probably  must  be  considered  the  two  great- 
est epic  poems  ever  written.  He  was  only  a  blind  beggar 
wandering  through  the  streets  of  the  little  Greek  cities  of  Asia 
Minor,  making  his  living  by  chanting  on  the  street  corners  his 
verses  with  regard  to  the  siege  of  Troy  and  the  wanderings  of 
Ulysses,  but  his  name  is  deathless  because  of  his  power  of 
thought. 

There  are  any  number  of  other  examples  of  this  kind.  The 
greatest  form  of  poetry  after  epic  poetry  is  dramatic,  and  the 
very  first  man  that  ever  wrote  a  drama,  Aeschylus,  in  the 
very  first  play  that  he  ever  wrote,  "Prometheus,"  probably 
wrote  the  greatest  play  that  has  ever  been  written. 

The  list  goes  on.  The  very  first  man  that  ever  wrote  a 
history,  Herodotus,  wrote  what  is  probably  the  greatest  his- 
tory ever  written.  At  least  there  are  a  score  of  historians 
who  are  on  record  to  that  estimate  of  him. 

Professor  Osier  used  to  say  that  every  physician  ought  to 
read  some  Hippocrates  every  day  so  as  to  learn  how  to  ob- 
serve his  patients.  Observation  is  the  most  important  thing  in 
medicine.  The  first  man  to  write  a  system  of  philosophy,  Aris- 
totle, because  I  believe  that  Plato  is  not  considered  to  have 
systematized  his  thought,  wrote  the  greatest  system  of  philo- 
sophy ever  recorded. 

There  is  no  such  thing  as  progress  in  the  history  of  thought. 
The  three  supreme  poets  are  Homer,  Dante,  Shakespeare,  but 
no  one  can  find  any  evolution  leading  up  to  them,  or  any  pro- 
gress out  of  which  they  have  been  born. 
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RUSSIA'S    NEW   RELIGION 

By  REV.  R.  COLIN  PICKETT, 

St.  Augustine's  Seminary. 

ALMOST  a  score  of  years  have  passed  since  anything  but 
discouraging  reports  have  stolen  out  from  behind  the  veil 
which  obscures  Russia  from  the  eyes  of  the  world.  But  now 
at  last  we  are  pleased  to  hear  that  that  great  nation  lias  taken 
a  step  on  the  return  journey  to  social  sanity. 

TRANSITION   FROM    ATHEISM    TO    RELIGION. 

To-day  in  Russia  there  is  a  pretentious  revival  of  religion, 
to  offset  and  cancel  the  professed  Atheism  of  the  Russian  Soviet 
Revolution.  This  Revolution  implied  two  great  errors.  First', 
there  was  the  denial  of  the  right  to  private  property,  whether 
productive  or  non-productive.  Associated  with  this  error  was 
the  extravagance  of  complete  Atheism,  presumably  caused  by 
the  opposition  of  the  Church  to  Communism. 

To-day  there  is  a  revulsion,  as  responsible  witnesses  say, 
from  the  flagrant  and  outrageous  Atheism  to  a  pretense  of 
religion.  This  revival  of  religion  is  declared  to  be  the  social 
tenants  of  Christianity  taken  in  a  purely  rationalistic  sense, 
divorced  from  all  supernatural  revelation,  and  thus  from  ereed 
and  Church.  We  are  to  suppose  that  they  are  construing  the 
doctrines  of  Christianity  in  the  rational  and  moral  sense  as 
favourable  to  Communism.  The  old  declaration  again  comes 
up  that  the  early  Church  was  wholly  Communistic.  As  the 
Acts  of  the  Apostles  relate  the  first  Christians  were  Com- 
munistic, not,  however,  by  law  or  obligation,  but  by  the 
spiritual  fervour  of  those,  who,  like  religious  orders  of  men  and 
women,  abandoned  material  things  to  enter  more  fully  into  the 
spiritual  life. 

OBJECT   AND    IMPORT    OF   THE    NEW    RELIGION. 

It  would  be  interesting  to  consider  for  a  moment  what  might 
be  the  motives  for  this  latest  move  of  the  Soviet  leaders.  Many 
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motives  might  be  suggested,  but  perhaps  these  two  are  the 
chief  ones,  namely,  the  desire  to  curry  the  favour  of  outsiders, 
and  a  national  utilitarian  motive.  The  Soviet  Grovernment  has 
awakened  to  the  fact  that  the  reserves  of  Soviet  citizenship, 
the  children  and  the  mothers  of  the  U.S.S.R.  are  being  dan- 
gerously weakened  by  the  unbridled  license  which  has  been 
fostered  throughout  the  nation  for  the  past  seventeen  years. 
By  1935  the  full  import  of  Communist  education,  as  regards 
marriage  and  morals,  was  making  itself  felt.  The  country  was 
faced  with  wholesale  refusal  of  fathers  to  maintain  their  chil- 
dren and  of  husbands  to  retain  their  wives.  In  1934  the  courts 
of  European  Russia  had  before  them  some  200,000  cases  of 
infants  left  with  no  maintenance  and  hundreds  of  thousands 
of  fathers  were  evading  the  legal  decisions.  The  Soviet  ad- 
ministration has  found  that  laws  and  penalties,  however  severe, 
are  futile  among  a  population  which,  after  seventeen  years  of 
Marxist  morality,  has  lost  all  sense  of  respect  for  law,  either 
social  or  moral.  No  police  coercion  can  cope  with  the  moral 
debacle  of  a  nation.  For  seventeen  years  the  Communist  In- 
ternational has  been  sowing  the  plague  windjs  of  complete 
relaxation  of  morals.  Now  it  is  reaping  the  whirlwinds.  It 
was  evident  that  some  step  had  to  be  taken  towards  the  recon- 
struction of  morality,  and  so  various  remedies  are  being  tried. 
The  Soviet  press  is  now  emitting  volumes  of  praise  of  marriage 
and  the  domestic  hearth,  and  the  joys  of  maternity.  Registry 
offices  are  exherted  to  improve  their  squalid  interiors,  so  as  to 
convey  something  of  the  romance  of  marriage.  Divorce  has 
been  made  much  more  difficult  to  obtain.  For  a  generation  past 
couples  could  be  registered  and  re-appear  for  separation  almost 
before  the  ink  was  dry  on  the  marriage  certificate.  The  Soviet 
administration  is  launching  a  campaign  against  the  practice  of 
abortion,  making  it  a  criminal  offence.  Hitherto  there  has  been 
no  law  against  it,  and  no  punishment  for  it.  In  one  factory, 
in  the  month  of  May,  1935,  one  hundred  and  twenty  women 
workers  entered  the  hospital  for  the  purpose  of  procuring  abor- 
tion. One  Soviet  physician  proudly  boasts  of  performing 
twelve  thousand  in  one  year,  about  thirty  each  day.     Even 
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Marxist  theorists  are  beginning  to  see  that  figures  such  as 
these  do  not  indicate  a  healthy  state.  Besides  Soviet  authori- 
ties are  offering  bonuses  for  comparatively  large  families.  It  is 
expected  that  very  soon  it  will  become  illegal  to  recommend 
birth  control  in  any  form, 

A    RELIGION    OF   MERE    NATURAL    MORALITY. 
(IS   IT   POSSIBLE?) 

Looking  at  the  matter  philosophically,  the  question  arises 
as  to  the  possibility  and  efficiency  of  such  a  system  of  morality 
as  the  Russians  are  attempting  to  inaugurate,  namely,  morality 
apart  from  creed  and  Church.  We  admit  that  religion  is  a 
natural  virtue  coming  from  man's  nature,  for  by  his  nature  as 
a  creature,  he  depends  upon  God  for  his  existence  and  all  super- 
venient gifts.  Natural  religion  teaches  him  to  adore  God,  to 
thank  God,  to  propitiate  Him  for  sin  and  to  satisfy  His  justice 
and  petition  Him  for  divine  protection  and  help.  This  natural 
religion  is  not  merely  individual,  but  it  becomes  social  in  the 
state.  Therefore,  there  could  be  a  public  system  of  natural 
religion,  if  men  realized  their  minds  and  were  well  disposed  in 
their  affection  to  worship  God  publicly,  by  public  sacred  rites. 
Also  we  admit  that  unaided  reason  teaches  man  the  natural 
virtues  which  he  should  practice  as  a  complement,  to  this 
natural  religion. 

But  although  we  grant  the  absolute  possibility  of  a  natural 
religion  and  a  code  of  morals,  based  on  natural  virtue  alone, 
we  deny  its  practicability.  We  declare  with  certainty  that 
Russia  will  never  be  able  to  establish  a  stable  national  morality 
without  the  aid  of  the  higher  motive  of  faith  and  without  the 
guidance  of  revelation  and  the  Church. 

THE    TESTIMONY    OF    HISTORY    ON   NATURAL    RELIGION. 

The  first  argument  we  shall  use  to  support  this  contention 
is  the  argument  taken,  from  the  history  of  mankind.  If  the 
history  of  mankind  has  always  been  totally  adverse  to  such  a 
procedure,  it  is  not  likely  to  be  practically  true.  Human  history 
shows  that  in  the  very  beginning,  the  Creator  of  our  First 
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Parents  revealed,  to  them  certain  moral  standards  of  love  of 
God  and  of  neighbour.  But  when  men  became  estranged  from 
their  Creator  and  when  the  primitive  revelation  grew  dim,  then 
we  see  immorality  become  rampant.  Slavery,  gambling, 
drunkenness,  suicide,  head  hunting  and  organized  aggressive 
warfare  spring  up.  Those  of  us  who  have  studied  Scripture 
History  know  something  of  the  gross  immoralities  of  the 
peoples  with  whom  the  chosen  race  came  into  contact.  If  we 
look  at  the  morality  of  the  pagan  Roman  Empire,  we  will  not 
be  likely  to  say  people  and  nations  are  naturally  prone  to 
be  morally  good.  Again^  consider  the  increase  of  crime  and, 
moral  evil  in  the  world  to-day,  and  see  if  you  can  find  any  more 
cogent  reason  for  it  than  the  decided  decline  in  dogmatic 
teaching  outside  the  Catholc  Church.  Doctrines  and  dogmas 
are  despised  and  derided  in  the  non-Catholic  world  to-day. 
This  statement  is  confirmed  by  a  pun  from  the  poisonous  pen 
of  Dorothy  Parker,  American  wit  and  punstress.  She  is  typical 
of  the  modern  variety  of  pagan,  thoroughly  indifferent  to,  and 
abysmally  ignorant  of  dogmatic  distinctions.  Perhaps  her  best, 
buit  too  far-fetched,  pun  is  that  which  says  "any  stig  ma  will  do 
to  beat  a  dog  ma."  Leaving  her  mother  out  of  the  question,  you 
have  the  insignificant  information  that  any  stick  will  do  to 
beat  a  dog.  Look  at  Russia  herself  to  see  the  tendency  of 
faithless  people.  Just  as  darkness  instantly  fills  a  room  in 
which  light  is  extinguished,  so  in  Russia,  the  darkness  of 
immorality  filled  the  country  as  soon  as  the  lamp  of  faith  was 
blown  out. 

THE  EFFORTS  OF  PHILOSOPHY. 

A  second  argument  to  show  the  futility  of  the  Russian, 
movement  is  the  argument  taken  from  the  vain  efforts  and 
limited  accomplishments  of  great  philosophers,  men  like 
Socrates,  Plato,  Aristotle  and  Zeno,  attempted  to  build  up  a 
true  natural  religion  devoid  of  revelation  and  dogma.  We 
know  that  their  philosophical  religion  was  very  tenuous  and 
slight.  What  influence  did  their  natural  religion  have  on  the 
men  of  their  day,  as  far  as  morality  goes?    Even  they  them- 
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selves  were  not  exactly  models  of  morality.  Aristotle  excused 
grave  unchastity,  defended  suicide  and  the  killing  of  newly 
born  weaklings.  Plato  upheld  the  grossest  forms  of  immorality. 

"DEFINITION  OF  THE  CHURCH  ON  THE  AVAILS  OF  NATURAL 

RELIGION." 

Thirdly,  Holy  Churchy  by  her  teaching,  declares  defeat  for 
the  Soviet  plan.  For  the  Council  of  Trent  defined  that,  due  to 
man's  natural  weakness  and  propensity  to  sin,  it  is  impossible 
for  him  to  observe  for  any  length  of  time,  or  with  any  success 
the  moral  law  in  its  entirety.  For  man  to  be  able  to  attain 
s(uch  a  knowledge  of  the  natural  law  as  will  enable  him  to  order 
his  life  rightly,  the  truths  of  that  law  must  be  so  plain,  that  the 
mass  of  men  may  discover  them  without  long  delay  and  possess 
a  knowledge  of  them  free  from  uncertainty  and  secure  from 
error.  The  majority  of  men  have  neither  time,  nor  inclination, 
nor  ability  to  separate  truth  from  error  in  the  realm  of 
morality,  and  apart  from  the  security  which  revelation  gives, 
and  without  the  assistance  of  grace,  they  would  reject  an  obli- 
gation both  irksome  and  uncertain. 

"PRACTICAL  EXPERIENCE  IN  CONTRADICTION  TO 
THEORIES." 

You  may  have  in  your  mind  an  objection  to  this  thesis  that 
a  man  cannot  be  morally  good  without  the  motive  of  faith  and 
religion,  an  objection  brought  about  by  your  acquaintance  with 
some  person  or  persons  who  are  professed  unbelievers  and  yet 
apparently  exemplars  of  good  living.  For  example,  we  will 
say  that  '*A"  never  puts  his  foot  inside  a  church,  nor  does  he 
accept  any  creed,  yet  he  is  kindly,  charitable,  pure  and  honest. 
Whereas  "B"  is  a  Catliolic  accepting  without  question  every 
dogma  and  law  of  his  Church  and  I  know  him  to  be  a  drunkard, 
an  adulterer,  a  hypocrite  and  a  most  uncharitable  and  con- 
temptible man.  But  t"his  argument  has  no  strength,  for  the 
comparison  is  made  between  the  open  well-known  vices  of  the 
sinful  believer  and  the  obvious  good  deeds  of  the  amiable  un- 
believer. The  whole  character  of  the  two  men  is  often  not 
weighed  in  a  true  balance.    But  even  if  we  grant  that  a  par- 
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ticular  unbeliever  is  a  fairly  g-ood  man,  his  goodness  is  cer- 
tainly not  due  to  his  unbelief.  He  lives  in  a  Christian  environ- 
ment. He  comes  of  a  Christian  istock  and  probably  has  received 
a  commendable  Christian  education  as  a  child.  In  a  word,  his 
moral  life  is  parasitic.  Morality  severed  from  religious  motives 
is  like  a  branch  cut  from  a  tree;  it  may  here  and  there  from 
accidental  causes  retain  its  greenness  for  a  while,  but  its 
chances  for  a  vigorous  life  are  very  slender. 

"NON-DOGMATIC    MORALITY — IS    IT   POSSIBLE?" 

A  fourth  argument  against  a  non-dogmatic  morality  is  that 
outside  of  religion,  there  is  no  motive  or  sanction  sufficient  to 
keep  an  individual  or  a  nation  'on  the  path  of  moral  rectitude. 
We  will  consider  several  often-advanced  motives  of  morality, 
apart  from  the  motive  given  by  religion  and  faith,  and  see  in 
what  they  are  deficient.  The  exact  object  before  us  is  to  try 
to  find  some  explanation  of  the  basis  of  conduct  which  will  also 
embody  the  notion  of  duty  or  obligation,  this  being  the  very 
idea  of  morality  as  distinguished  from  mere  inclination  or 
expediency.  Hedonism,  or  the  philosophy  of  pleasure  and  pain, 
certainly  explains  the  forces  which  impel  us  to  action,  but 
pleasure  and  pain  as  motives  are  certainly  not  the  same  thing 
as  duty.  Utilitarianism,  in  its  self-centered  form,  is  simply 
expediency,  which  again  is  something  quite  different  from  duty. 
Altruistic  utilitarianism  is  disinterested,  and  must  be  explained 
either  as  resting  on  feeling  or  an  idealism.  The  former  hardly 
carries  with  it  the  notion  of  duty,  while  the  latter  has  no  right 
to  impose  itself  on  our  fr^  autonomy. 

Is  virtue  its  own  reward  and,  therefore,  the  criterion  of 
morality?  Experience  teaches  that  virtue  often  walks  in 
poverty  and  rags,  while  vice  rides  by  in  a  Rolls-Royce. 

Is  the  inner  sanction  of  conscience  a  sufficient  motive  ?  No. 
li  may  be  deadened  by  constant  rejection  of  righteousness  and 
then  it  calls  good,  evil  and  evil,  good.  Neither  can  reason  be  a 
sufficient  moral  guide,  for  if  morality  is  an  obligation,  there 
must  be  a  moral  law  and  a  law  demands  a  law-giver  and  a  law- 
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giver  must  be  a  superior  and,  therefore,  a  man  cannot  be  a  law 
unto  himself. 

Are  legal  sanctions  sufficient  and  effective?  They  cannot 
touch  one's  inner  motives  and  thoughts,  as  America  soon  dis- 
covered in  the  open  defiance  which  millions  of  its  citizens  bid 
to  its  ill-advised  Prohibition  Law. 

Will  public  opinion  be  our  guide?  It  is  often  most  corrupt 
and  blames  men  for  deeds  of  worth,  while  it  praises  tlie  success- 
ful and  wealthy  scoundrel.  The  only  One  Who  can  read  the 
inmost  secrets  of  our  minds  and  hearts,  the  only  One  Who  can 
rightly  estimate  our  every  motive,  and  adequately  and  justly 
punish  and  reward  our  good  and  evil,  thoughts,  words,  and 
deeds  is  God. 

Cardinal  Mercier  well  says :  "It  is  a  vain  hope  to  expect  tlie 
Moral  Law  to  be  observed  without  recourse  to  the  idea  of  God. 
For  how  is  the  observance  of  the  moral  law  to  be  sufficiently 
guaranteed,  if  man  has  no  certitude  that  a  just  and  powerful 
God  will  sooner  or  later  establish  an  eternal  harmony  between/ 
virtue  and  happiness,  on  the  one  hand,  and  between  vice  and 
misery,  on  the  other?" 

The  prince  of  Agnostics,  Herbert  Spencer,  on  his  death  bed 
said:  "Many  have,  I  believe,  recognized  the  fact  that  a  cult  of 
some  kind  (religion)  with  its  social  embodiment  is  a  constituent 
in  every  society  which  has  made  any  progress.  And  this  has 
led  to  the  conclusion  that  the  control  exercised  over  man's 
conduct  by  theological  beliefs  and  priestly  agency  has  been 
indispensible."  Thus  it  was,  Mr.  Spencer  tells  us,  that  he  had 
come  more  and  more  to  look  calmly  on  forms  of  religiousi  belief 
to  which  he  had  in  earlier  days  a  pronounced  aversion.  He  felt 
a  deepening  conviction  that  the  sphere  occupied  by  them  can 
never  become  an  unfilled  sphere. 

If  a  man  is  utterly  indifferent  to  the  truth  of  God,  if  he 
looks  upon  the  Ten  Commandments  as  temporary  laws  evolved 
out  of  the  conscientiousness  of  a  certain  Semitic  race,  if  he 
questions  the  fact  of  God's  existence,  makes  little  of  the  fact  of 
immortality,  denies  the  fact  of  sin  and  the  freedom  of  will, 
what  basis  can  he  have  for  the  moral  law?    A  lawyer,  he  will 
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not  hesitate  to  bribe  both  judge  and  jury,  if  he  can  do  so 
without  detection.  A  doctor,  he  will  not  shrink  from  criminal 
operations,  such  as  sterilization  and  mercy  killing.  A  politician, 
he  will  steal  what  he  can  from  the  State's  treasury  and  be  loyal 
to  his  friends,  no  matter  what  their  competence  or  their  morals. 
A  preacher  of  the  Gospel  he  will  deny  its  very  doctrine  and  he 
at  the  beck  and  call  of  the  rich  and  the  powerful  of  his  hearers, 
a  mere  ''seller  of  rhetoric,"  as  St.  Augustine  called  him  long 
ago. 

The  true  Christian  may,  under  stress  of  temptation,  fall 
into  the  worse  vices  of  the  pagan  and  give  the  lie  to  his  high 
profession.  But  no  matter  how  low  he  fall,  he  falls  from  a 
standard  and  you  may  appeal  to  him  for  an  amendment.  He  has 
once  climbed  the  mountain  of  GTod  and  he  knows  that,  with 
God's  help,  he  can  again  reach  the  summit.  But  what  about 
the  unbeliever  who  has  no  standard  to  fall  from. 

So,  in  the  face  of  these  arguments,  we  can  foresee  only  con- 
fusion and  failure  for  the  new  moral  campaign  in  Russia.  The 
enibodied  error  of  this  new  movement  is  the  denial  of  the 
Divinity  of  Christ  and  of  all  supernatural  revelation  and  the 
working  of  grace.  The  assumption  is  that  the  teachings  of 
Christ  came  from  Him  as  man  and  thus  from  humanity  and  not 
from  God.  They  were  mere  unfoldings  and  evolutions  of  the 
human  soul  in  its  onward  progress  to  natural  perfection.  Christ 
would  be  only  a  more  perfect  philosopher  than  Soerates. 
Socrates  was  considered  a  redeemer  by  his  admirers.  CTirist 
would  only  be  a  super-redeemer,  completing  the  work  of 
Socrates  and  others.  If  the  Church  with  all  its  organization 
and  supernatural  strength,  was  not  able  to  fully  convert  the 
evil  world,  a  purely  philosophical  religion  of  moral  rectitude, 
that  is,  of  justice,  eharity,  fraternity,  equality  and  complete 
humanity,  will  not  accomplish  much  in  Russia.  It  is  an 
illusion  and  an  idle  dream. 

However,  it  is  a  marked  improvement,  a  portent  of  good,  a 
commendable  movement.  We  with  the  eyes  of  faith  can  easily 
see  that  perhaps  it  is  something  providential  and  a  stepping 
«tone  on  the  way  to  the  salvation  of  Russia.    Generally  speak- 
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ing,  the  Russian  revolution  has  followed  along  the  line  of  the 
Fr^'nch  revolution,  although  it  turned  to  Atheism  rather  than 
to  Deism.  The  French  revolution  and  anti-clericalism  gave 
way,  and  Napoleon  made  his  Concordat  with  Rome.  Let  us 
hope  Russia  may  some  day  do  the  same.  Above  all,  let 
us  pray  for  this.  This  is  the  intenition  for  which  the  prayers 
after  Mass  are  now  offered.  All  Catholics  know  what  these 
prayers  accomplished  with  regard  to  the  Roman  question  of 
Papal  sovereignty.  Therefore,  they  should  be  said  thoughtfully 
and  hopefully,  remembering  always  for  what  they  are  said. 
"More  is  wrought  by  prayer  than  this  world  dreams  of." 


WHAT  is  it  that  makes  a  nation  truly  great? 
Her  sons,  her  sons  alone;  not  theirs,  but  they. 
Glory  and  gold  are  vile  as  wind  and  clay 
Unless  the  hands  that  grasp  them,  consecrate. 
And  what  is  that  in  man  by  which  a  State 
Is  clad  in  splendour  like  the  noontide  day  ? 
Virtue :  Dominion  ebbs,  and  Arts  betray ; 
Virtue  alone  endures.    But  what  is  that 
Which  Virtue's  self  doth  rest  on;  that  which  yields  her 
Light  for  her  feet,  and  daily,  heavenly  bread; 

"Which  from  demoniac  pride  and  madness  shields  her, 
And  storms  that  most  assail  the  loftiest  head? 
And  Christian's  humble  faith;  that  faith  which  cheers 
The  orphan's  quivering  heart  and  stays  the  widow's  tears. 

Aubrey  de  Vere. 
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HOW  TIM  GRADY   KNEW  HE  WAS 
A  MILLIONAIRE 

By  THE  MOST  REVEREND  P.  J.  MAGENNIS,  O.CARM. 

A  NOTHER  Christmas  Eve  and  Tim  Grady  was  not  yet  a 
•^  *■  millionaire.  But  Tim  was  not  in  despair,  far  from  it. 
His  expectations  were  as  great  as  ever,  although  years  were 
whitening  his  locks,  and  his  wife's  temper  was  deteriorating 
— so,  at  least,  thought  Tim.  Molly,  his  wife,  was  entirely  prac- 
tical, whereas  he  was  theoretical.  Molly  believed  that  a  happy 
life  was  one  full  of  work  and  honest  effort.  Tim  believed  that 
a  happy  life  was  the  life  of  a  millionaire — no  work,  all  en- 
joyment. The  consequences  was  that,  now  and  then,  family 
relations  were  somewhat  strained.  However,  the  end  of  every 
domestic  encounter  found  Tim  on  the  losing  side.  He  seemed 
utterly  unable  to  sustain  the  incisive  sarcasm  of  Molly's 
tongue ;  hence,  when  a  storm  was  coming  on,  Tim  beat  a  hasty 
retreat,  but  never  gave  up  his  great  expectation  of  becoming 
a  millionaire.  Molly  was  never  so  eloquent  as  when  she  dis- 
coursed, in  her  own  inimitable  way,  on  Tim's  prospect  of  ful- 
filling his  expectations. 

It  was  Christmas  Eve,  and  Molly  had  been  working  hard 
from  morning  until  evening,  tidying  up,  and  decorating  for 
the  next  day.  Fatigued  by  the  day's  toil,  she  had  gladly  gone 
to  rest  early  in  the  night.  Tim  sat  alone  by  the  fireside.  A 
few  embers  still  smouldered  on  the  hearth,  and  the  place  was 
in  darkness,  save  for  the  light  thrown  into  the  room  by  the 
moon,  and  even  this  was  rendered  very  dull  by  the  snow  falling 
outside.  Tim  now  and  then  gazed  at  the  window,  and  could 
see  the  flakes  of  snow  eddying  past,  some  alighting  on  the 
window  panes  and  making  fantastic  forms  in  the  white-robed 
outlines.  "I  wonder  when  the  snow  will  cease  falling,"  he 
said;  "It  must  be  coming  near  the  time  to  start,  and  I  must 
not  miss  this  chance.  Something  tells  me  I  will  be  lucky  this 
time.  If  I  catch  the  leprechaun  it  will  put  a  stop  to  Molly's 
talk." 


236 ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 

About  a  half-a-mile  from  Tim  Grady's  farmhouse  was  a 
circular  Avood,  called  by  the  neighbors  "A  Port."  In  the 
centre  of  this  wooded  circle  was  a  large  green  sward.  On 
this  grassy  enclosure  the  fairies  or  "good  people"  held  high 
revel  every  Christmas  Eve.  Tim  could  not  remember  the 
Christmas  Eve  on  which  he  had  not  wended  his  way  to  the 
place  in  hopes  of  beholding  the  revellings  of  the  fairies.  Al- 
though his  luck  had  always  been  against  him,  he  yet  sustained 
the  firm  conviction  that  they  did  meet  there,  and  that  the 
man  who  (!ould  capture  their  leader  was  on  the  sure  road 
to  untold  riches.  The  leader  was  dressed  in  a  neat  suit  of 
red  velvet,  and  could  easily  be  distinguished  from  any  of  the 
rest  of  the  fairies.  He  was  scarcely  a  foot  in  height,  and  was 
as  swift  in  his  movements  as  forked  lightning.  No  man — 
not  even  Tim — could  hope  to  catch  him  by  fair  means;  and 
most  men  considered  it  impossible  to  capture  him  by  any 
other  means,  so  cunning  was  he;  but  Tim  was  not  one  of  these 
latter.  Tim's  grandfather  had  given  him  secret  information 
that  every  Christmas  Eve,  from  the  time  the  village  clock 
began  to  chime  the  hour  of  twelve  until  it  chimed  forth  the 
twelfth  stroke,  every  fairy  stood  motionless,  and  had  no  power 
to  move  unless  touched  by  the  hand  of  man.  Tim's  plan  was 
to  steal  up  close  to  the  fairies'  rendezvous  and  advance  to  the 
red  leader;  then,  the  moment  he  heard  the  first  stroke  an- 
nouncing the  approach  of  Christmas  Morn,  capture  him,  and 
secure  him  before  the  twelfth  stroke  had  been  given. 

As  Tim  now  sat  by  the  fire  he  was  revolving  in  his  mind 
the  plan  thus  formed,  and  calculating  its  chances  of  success. 
Fortune  at  last  seemed  to  favour  him,  for,  just  as  the  clock 
struck  eleven,  the  snow  ceased  to  fall — thus  leaving  Tim  good 
time  to  make  his  way  to  the  "Fort"  and  reconnoitre  the  posi- 
tion of  the  enemy.  With  a  light  heart  and  a  lighter  step, 
he  went  forth  from  the  house.  The  snow  had  fallen  for  a 
long  time,  and  was  deep  on  the  roadway,  but  Tim  did  not 
seem  to  be  inconvenienced.  The  moon  shone  out  brightly,  thus 
making  the  way  through  the  circle  of  the  trees  an  easy  matter 
Fortune  had  at  last  smiled  on  Timothy  Grady,  and  Timothy 
Grady  now  smiled  back  on  Fortune,    Behold: 
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There  upon  the  green  sward  was  a  host  of  fairies,  laugh- 
ing, chatting,  dancing,  singing  Tim  considered  himself  a 
bit  of  a  dancer,  but  there  before  his  very  eyes,  were  figures 
and  sets  and  jigs  and  reels  that  he  never  saw  or  heard  of. 
And  the  music ! — he  had  never  thought  such  sounds  could  be 
in  any  instrument — Ned  Casey's  bag-pipes  or  Phil  Leary's 
flute  were  hideous,  compared  to  the  instruments  he  now  heard. 
It  was  only  the  greatest  effort  on  his  part  that  made  Tim 
restrain  himself  from  jumping  into  the  midst  of  the  fairies 
and  showing  them  a  few  steps  to  the  rhythm  of  the  delightful 
music.  A  little  fairy  was  called  upon  to  give  a  song.  Evidently 
she  was  a  popular  singer,  for  all  the  dancing  ceased,  and 
everyone  got  into  a  listening  attitude.  Tim,  like  the  fairies, 
felt  interested  in  the  little  lady.  His  wife,  Molly,  was,  in 
her  youth,  the  best  singer  in  the  parish,  and  Tim  often  felt 
proud  of  her  vocal  powers,  but  Molly  had  not  even  one  note 
half  as  perfect  as  the  singer  he  now  heard.  The  fixst  part  of 
her  song  was  sorrowful,  and  even  the  fairies  wept,  and  so 
did  Tim.  Then  she  broke  out  into  a  lively,  joyful  part,  and 
all  tears  were  dried,  and  smiles  were  on  all  faces.  Tim  felt 
so  pleased  he  could  have  laughed  aloud,  but  fear  of  detection 
restrained  him.  So  pleasantly  had  the  time  passed  that  he 
thought  he  was  there  only  a  few  seconds.  Now,  the  fairies 
joined  in  a  general  dance — the  partners  chatted  and  laughed 
as  they  swung  around — but — away  in  the  distance  sounded 
forth  the  first  stroke  of  the  village  clock,  announcing  the 
arrival  of  the  Christmas  Morn. 

The  crowd  became  instantly  silent — every  fairy  stood  mo- 
tionless, with  eyes  bent  upon  the  ground.  They  looked  like 
so  many  beautiful  flowers  shining  forth  in  all  their  glory. 
The  scene  was  really  impressive,  and  the  fairy  lights  glowing 
out  more  powerful,  gave  full  outline  to  the  gorgeous  dresses 
of  the  ladies,  and  the  smart  vari-coloured  suits  of  the  gentle- 
men fairies.  Tim  was  so  amazed  at  the  spectacle  that  quite 
half  the  strokes  of  the  village  clock  were  over  before  he  be- 
th7)ught  himself  of  his  mission.  His  eyes  ran  rapidly  over  the 
groups,  to  ascertain  where  the  red  leader  was.  Close  at  hand, 
standing  in  the  same  attitude  as  the  other  fairies,  was  the 
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important  personage  he  sought.  No  sooner  did  Tim  see  his 
victim,  than  he  advanced,  and,  just  as  the  twelfth  stroke  was 
pealing  forth,  he  placed  his  hand  on  the  red  kader's  shoulder. 
But  the  moment  the  human  hand  touched  the  fairy,  he  shot 
forth  from  Tim's  grasp,  so  rapidly,  that  Tim  could  not  close 
his  hand. 

"Gone!"  he  exclaimed  in  excited  and  despairing  accents. 
But  the  fairy  had  not  escaped,  for  in  the  nervous  haste  Tim 
closed  his  large  fingers  in  time  to  catch  a  substantial  hold 
on  the  eoat-tail  of  the  fairy  leader.  For  a  moment  or  so  he 
was  unaware  of  the  fact  that  there  dangled  in  his  hand  a  beau- 
tiful red  coat  encasing  a  personage  who  was  to  be  the  medium 
of  making  him  a  millionaire.  "When  he  beheld  his  good  for- 
tune, he  was  almost  beside  himself  with  joy,  but  he  managed 
to  speak  sternly  to  the  captive: 

"If  you  try  to  escape,  I'll  be  the  death  of  you.  When  you 
have  told  me  where  the  nearest  pot  of  gold  is  buried,  I  will 
let  you  off  to  enjoy  yourself  with  your  comrades  and  friends. 
Now,  no  nonsense.  I  mean  what  I  say,  and  you  don't  try 
any  of  your  tricks,  or  you'll  soon  know  the  result." 

"Timothy  Grady,"  said  the  little  red  leader,  "you  will  be 
sorry  for  this  night's  work.  Anyone  that  disturbs  the  fairy 
bands  on  Christmas  Eve  can  never  become  rich  or  happy, 
unless  a  human  life  is  destroyed  over  the  vessel  that  contains 
the  gold.  You  can  have  your  pot  of  gold,  but  you  must,  be- 
fore you  can  touch  the  gold,  spill  over  the  pot  the  blood  of 
man  or  woman.  Let  me  go  to  my  people,  and  you  go  home 
and  live  like  your  honest  wife,  Molly,  or  worse  will  happen 
you." 

"Look  here,  me  little  fellow,  I  don't  stand  any  lectures 
from  you.  Where  is  the  gold?  It  does  not  matter  to  yon 
what  human  blood  is  spilt  over  the  pot  of  gold.  I  will  take 
the  i)enalty." 

Tim  believed  the  fairy  leader  was  trying  to  frighten  him 
by  holding  this  threat  over  him,  and  so  he  discredited  the 
conditions  mentioned  in  connection  with  the  pot  of  gold. 

This  fairy  knew  where  every  pot  of  gold  in  the  country 
was  buried,  and  everyone  knows  that  every  district  in  Ire- 
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land  has  a  number  of  such  pots,  though,  of  course,  they  are 
seldom  found.  They  have  been  stored  under  the  ground  for 
centuries,  and  now  only  the  fairies  know  where  they  are 
buried — so  long  a  time  have  they  been  under  the  earth. 

"Well,  Timothy  Grady,  since  you  will  not  heed  my  warn- 
ing, I  will  tell  you  where  there  is  a  pot  of  gold.  On  the  path- 
way that  leads  from  your  house  to  the  little  church  on  the 
hill  there  is  a  blackthorn  bush.  Under  that  blackthorn  bush, 
when  you  have  digged  down  about  six  feet,  you  will  find 
the  treasure." 

* 'Under  that  blackthorn  bush!"  exclaimed  Tim.  "Do  you 
tell  me  so?  and  just  imagine  I  have  been  passing  by  that 
bush  for  the  past  fifty  years.  Well,  Misther  Fairy,  people 
are  often  near  to  riches,  and  they  don't  even  know." 

"True,  indeed,  Misther  Grrady,  riches  are  often  in  our 
very  houses,  and  we  don't  know  about  it." 

"What!  do  you  mean  that  there  is  a  pot  of  gold  in  my 
house?" 

"Indeed,  I  do." 

"Where  is  it?  Tell  me!  It  might  be  easier  to  find  it 
there." 

*  'It  is  easier,  Timothy  Grady.  Ask  your  wife,  Molly,  where 
it  is." 

Tim  did  not  like  the  idea  of  Molly's  name  being  brought 
into  the  matter. 

"As  it  is  Christmas  morning,  I  won't  pay  you  back  for 
your  joke,"  said  Tim. 

"I  am  not  joking,"  said  the  fairy  leader  sternly. 

"Come  along  to  the  bush  on  the  hill,"  said  Tim;  "we  have 
had  enough  talk." 

They  made  their  way  to  the  bush  indicated,  and  as  Tim 
was  passing  close  to  the  house,  on  his  way  up  the  hill,  he 
brought  the  necessary  instruments  for  digging.  First,  Tim 
bound  the  fairy  leader  with  his  bootlaces,  and  then  set  him 
close  to  the  tree  so  as  to  have  an  eye  on  him  whilst  at  work. 
He  proceeded  to  dig  up  the  earth.  Long  and  patiently  he 
worked.  After  a  few  hours'  hard  toil  in  the  soft  mound  he 
came  on  a  large,  round  vessel,  shaped  like  a  pot. 
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Great  was  Tim's  joy,  and  he  worked  gleefully  to  extri- 
cate the  vessel  from  the  surrounding  earth.  It  was  a  labour 
of  love,  and  so  it  was  soon  accomplished,  and,  by  and  by, 
Tim  stood  perspiring,  although  the  night  was  cold,  over  the 
pot  of  gold.  His  joy,  however,  was  not  so  great  when  he 
heard — 

''Now,  Timothy  Grady,  open  that  vessel  if  you  can." 

Tim  knew  it  was  the  voice  of  the  fairy,  so  without  look- 
ing up,  he  struck  the  vessel  with  a  spade.  Then  he  took  the 
crowbar,  and  dealt  vigorous  strokes,  but  all  to  no  purpose. 
He  was  in  a  fury.  Here  was  the  gold  inside  the  vessel,  and 
yet  it  seemed  so  useless.  He  could  not  carry  it  away  to  his 
home,  for  no  poAver  on  earth  can  remove  one  of  these  pots, 
until  every  golden  piece  had  been  first  taken  out. 

"There  must  be  something,"  murmured  Tim,  "in  what  that 
little  chap  says.  Suppose  I  get  some  animal  and  take  his 
life  over  the  pot  of  gold.     Perhaps  that  might  be  sufficient." 

He  was  determined  not  to  allow  the  fairy  to  know  of  this 
new  resolve  of  his.  So,  making  some  excuse,  he  went  off  into 
the  fields  in  search  of  a  goat  or  a  calf — he  didn't  care  what 
animal,  for  he  could  pay  for  either  when  the  gold  was  taken 
from  its  resting-place.  As  he  moved  off  on  his  errand,  he 
heard  the  fairy  say  to  himself: 

"It's  no  use.    You  must  do  what  I  tell  you." 

Tim  was  in  no  humour  to  pay  attention  to  him  or  to  be- 
lieve him.  He  had  departed  scarcely  ten  minutes,  when  he 
heard  pealing  out  in  the  darkness  the  cry  of  a  woman.  To  Tim 
it  seemed,  in  the  loneliness  of  the  night,  like  a  death -warning, 
and  made  his  heart  cease  to  beat  for  the  moment.  In  great 
terror  he  rushed  back  to  the  place  where  he  had  been  digging 
the  earth.  He  looked  around,  but  could  see  nothing  strange, 
neither  did  he  hear  anything,  so  he  went  over  to  the  place 
where  his  captive  was.  The  fairy  looked  up  at  him,  and  re- 
marked : 

"Go  over  there,  Timothy  Grady,  and  see  what  you  have 
.done  to  become  a  millionaire." 

Tim,  who  had  not  recovered  from  the  fright  induced  by 
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the  shriek  of  the  woman,  obeyed  quickly,  went  over,  and  look- 
ed down  into  the  pit  dug^  by  himself. 

There,  lying  with  her  head  on  a  heap  of  gold  pieces,  was 
Molly,  his  wife.  Her  pale,  lifeless  face  seemed  more  ghastly 
in  the  bright  moonlight.  The  blood  oozed  from  a  great  wound 
on  the  forehead,  and  was  flowing  on  the  vessel  that  had  encom- 
passed the  gold.  Poor  Molly !  on  her  way  to  early  Mass,  she 
had  not  noticed  the  hole  dug  in  the  pathway,  and  so  she  had 
fallen  into  it,  with  the  result  that  she  fell  head  foremost  on 
the  pot  of  gold.  The  human  blood  had  been  shed  on  the 
vessel,  and  so  its  magic  bonds  were  loosed.  Tim  was  a  mil- 
lionaire. But,  as  he  looked  down  on  the  awful  sight,  he  could 
only  think  of  Molly  as  she  was  in  the  days  of  old,  the  fairest 
girl  in  the  whole  countryside,  the  best  singer  and  the  neatest 
dancer,  and  the  kindest-hearted  colleen  of  them  all.  He  could 
only  think  of  how  she  watched  by  his  side  in  his  sickness, 
how  near  she  was  to  him  in  misfortune,  how  she  had  toiled 
and  strove  from  morn  till  night  and  without  complaint.  He 
never  knew  until  this  moment  how  dearly  he  loved  Molly, 
and  what  her  real  worth  was.  He  looked  at  the  gold  for  a 
moment,  but  only  a  moment,  for  he  hated  it  now  with  all  his 
soul.  It  was  nothing  but  blood-money.  He  jumped  into  the 
pit  and  caught  up  Molly  in  his  arms,  and  he  gently  raised 
her  up  and  laid  her  on  the  ground  above.  In  his  desperation, 
he  had  taken  a  resolve  that  the  fairy  leader  should  restore 
Molly  to  life  or  lose  his  own.  Tim  brought  the  captive  to 
where  Molly  lay  lifeless,  and  explained  in  grim  accents  the 
conditions  of  his  getting  off  with  his  life  to  join  his  fairy 
companions. 

"But,"  said  the  red  leader,  "if  I  restore  life  to  Molly,  that 
pot  of  gold  will  close  up  again,  and  you  will  lose  all  memory 
of  its  place." 

"I  don't  care  if  all  the  gold  in  the  world  disappears,  so  long 
as  you  restore  Molly  to  life." 

"But  you  won't  be  a  millionaire  then,"  said  the  fairy. 

"Won't  I?  I  guess  I  will,  and  be  a  multi-millionaire  as 
long  as  I  have  Molly." 

The  fairy  leader,  to  save  his  own  life,  restored  life  to  Molly. 
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but  not  before  Tim  had  filled  in  the  earth  and  forgotten  where 
the  place  was  in  which  the  gold  lay  buried. 

Tim  and  Molly  sat  down  to  dinner  oii  Christmas  day,  and 
they  were  as  happy  as  any  people  could  be.  "Many  people," 
remarked  Tim,  '  'are  millionaires  and  don't  know  it." 

"True  for  you,  Tim,"  said  Molly,  "they  don't  know  it, 
because  they  have  not  the  worry  of  millionaires." 

Tim  forgave  Molly's  hit  at  him.  "After  all,  there  was 
no  equal  to  her,"  he  remarked  to  himself.  And  Molly,  sitting 
there  smiling,  could  not  put  it  out  of  her  mind  that  Tim 
preferred  her  to  millions  of  gold  pieces. 

"There's  no  one  like  Tim,"  thought  Molly. 


MEMORIES 


OUR  hands  go  out  in  greeting  to  the  friends  of  every  day ; 
We  have  a  smile  for  many  a  one  we  meet  upon  the  street ; 
But  to  the  inner  shrine  of  Love,  how  few  can  find  the  way  ? 
Strange  that  it  should  be  sacred  to  the  tread  of  ghostly  feet ! 

*     *     * 

The  memories  that  cluster  round  the  friends  of  other  years 
Are  dearer  far  than  all  the  gifts  the  coming  years  may  hold ; 

The  heritage  we  prize  the  most  is  bitter  sweet  with  tears— 
The  Voice  we  heard,  the  Face  we  loved  in  the  dear  days  of  old. 

D.  A.  Casey. 
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THE  SPANISH   CIVIL  WAR 

By  THE  REV.  GENADIUS  DIEZ,  O.S.B. 

Editor's  Note:  We  are  fortunate  to  secure  an  article 
on  SPAIN  from  one  who  is  particularly  well  fitted  to  dis- 
cuss the  situation  in  that  war-ridden  country.  Father 
Genadius  Diez,  O.S.B.,  was  born  in  Spain  and  received  his 
early  education  there  and  in  Italy  and  joined  the  Bene- 
dictine Order  at  the  famous  Abbey  of  Montserrat  (re- 
cently seized  by  the  Communists).  He  was  ordained  at 
St.  Vincent's  Archabbey,  Latrobe  (where  he  is  now  Pro- 
fessor of  medieval  and  modern  history)  and  taught  for 
several  years  in  the  Philippines  and  China.  He  visited 
Spain  about  two  years  ago  and  has  been  in  constant  touch 
with  developments  there  ever  since. 

SINCE  the  18tli  of  July  of  this  year,  when  the  world  awoke 
to  hear  or  read  the  news  that  a  Spanish  General,  until  then 
practically  unknown  outside  of  Spain,  had  raised  the  banner  of 
revolt  in  Spanish  Morocco  against  his  government',  our  ever- 
increasing  attention  and  interest  have  been  ce'ntered  on  the 
Spanish  scene  by  a  veritable  flood  of  press  news  and  comments. 
It  seems  that  with  such  a  wealth  of  information,  the  world 
should  have  long  ago  been  able  to  form  a  true  and  clear  picture 
of  the  Spanish  Tragedy.  But,  unfortunately,  those  artists  of 
the  radio  and  the  press  have  been  photographing  the  scenes 
that  are  being  unfolded  on  the  Spanish  stage  from  such  a  wrong 
angle  that  the  resulting  picture  of  the  characters  and  of  the 
©vents  the<re  represented  appear  grotesquely  confused  and  dis- 
torted. For  four  long  months,  we  have  read  and  we  have  been 
told  day  after  day  that  the  Spanish  civil  war  is  the  revolt  of 
discontented  army  generals  and  of  reactionary  Fascists, 
monarchists  and  Catholics  against  a  liberal,  democratic  and  pro- 
gressive Republic,  and  against  a  not  less  progressive  democratic 
and  liberal  government.  Small  wonder,  then,  that  most  people 
on  this  side  of  the  North  Atlantic,  with  no  other  sources  of 
information  than  those  of  the  secular  press  and  the  radio,  are 
thrown  into  a  mental  confusion  and  so  find  themselves  unable 
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to  form  a  clear  opinion  and  logical  conclusion  of  the  situation. 

Yet,  for  the  majority  of  Spaniards,  even  for  those  with  little 
or  no  education,  the  situation  presents  no  difficulty.  They  may 
be  on  one  side  or  the  other  of  the  conflict,  but,  as  to  the  nature 
of  the  issue  each  group  is  fighting  for,  there  is  no  difference  of 
opinion,  no  misunderstanding.  The  battle  lineis  are  clearly 
drawn.  On  one  side  are  the  forces  of  Anarchism  and  Marxism, 
with  a  sprinkling  of  less  demagogic  Leftists,  and  on  the  other 
side  are  the  forces  of  those  Spaniards  who  could  not  resign 
themselves  to  seeing  the  Spain  they  loved  plunged  into  chaos 
by  Anarchism  or  disfigured  beyond  recognition  by  international 
Marxism,  so  diametrically  opposed  to  all  the  national  institu- 
tions and  traditions  of  Spain,  especially  to  her  religion  and  her 
Christian  family  life. 

To  obtain  a  true  and  clear  perspective  of  the  Spanish  war, 
one  must  necessarily  go  back  into  the  modern  history  of  Spain 
in  search  of  a  background;  for,  without  the  aid  of  history,  it 
would  be  worse  than  futile  to  attempt  an  understanding  of 
events  that  thave  their  roots  buried  deep  in  the  past.  Our  lot 
would  be  that  of  the  man  who  could  not  see  the  woods  or  the 
trees.  To  this  end,  I  would  like  to  conduct  the  reader  on  a 
tour  of  inspection  through  the  valleys  and  over  the  mountain 
tops  of  Spanish  history  to  show  him  where  the  muddy  and 
violent  waters  that  are  causing  havoc  to-day  in  the  nation  have 
their  origin.  But  this  would  require  much  more  space  than  I 
have  at  my  disposal,  and  so  I  shall  have  to  content  myself  with 
drawing,  by  way  of  background,  a  few  sketches  of  the  principal 
events  which  took  place  in  Spain  from  February  to  July  and 
which  led  directly  to  the  explosion  of  war. 

Towards  the  end  of  last  year,  Alcala  Zamora,  then  President 
of  the  Spanish  Republic,  rather  than  attempt  to  solve  the  en- 
tangled political  situation  by  calling  to  the  premiership  Gil 
Robles,  the  brilliant  leader  of  the  Catholic  Republican  party — 
the  largest  single  party  in  the  Cortes — chose  to  jump  over 
parliamentary  practice,  and  had  a  new  cabinet  formed,  with 
Portela  Valladares,  a  non-member  of  Parliament  and  a  declared 
anti-clerieal  and  Freemason,  as  prime  minister.     To  this  man 
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he  gave  the  decree  of  dissolution  of  the  Cortes,  and  entrusted 
the  holding  of  a  new  general  election. 

Portela,  a  consummate  political  boss  of  the  old  style,  began 
immediately  preparing  th^e  ground  for  a  defeat  of  the  parties 
of  the  Right  by  a  wholesale  substitution  of  provincial  governors 
and  other  important  officials  with  his  own  creatures,  and  by 
artificially  creating  a  new  party,  which  he  called  of  the  Center 
and  to  which  he  gave  the  unequivocal  support  of  a  government 
that  was  only  supposed  to  preside  over  the  elections  as  dis- 
interested arbiter.  No  impartial  observer,  acquainted  with  the 
doings  and  tactics  of  the  prime  minister  Portela,  can  entertain 
any  doubt  that  his  tricks  robbed  the  parties  of  the  Right  of  a 
sure  victory.  To  this  must  be  added  the  campaign  of  intimida- 
tion conducted  before  the  election  by  Anarchists  and  Marxists 
against  persons  of  the  Right.  On  the  day  of  the  election  itself, 
gangs  of  radicals  devoted  themselves  to  the  terrorizing  of 
voters  in  many  places,  especially  in  Catalonia,  in  all  Eastern 
and  Southern  Spain  and  in  Galicia.  Under  those  conditions,  it 
ws  natural  that  hundreds  of  thousands  of  voters,  lacking  pro- 
tection, should  become  easy  victims  of  fear,  and,  accordingly, 
should  abstain  from  voting,  or  should  even  vote  for  the  Left. 
But,  even  so,  the  Rightists  would  most  probably  have  won  the 
election,  if  Portela  had  not  handed  the  reins  of  government  to 
representatives  of  the  Popular  Front  before  the  election  results 
from  numerous  districts  had  been  returned,  thus  making  pos- 
sible the  breaking  of  ballot  boxes  in  many  places  where  the 
Right  had  gained  smashing  victories. 

However,  the  accomplished  fact  was  that  the  Popular  Front 
obtained  a  majority  of  seats  in  the  new  Parliament.  But  from 
this  to  the  truth  of  the  claim  that  the  new  Cortes  and  govern- 
ment were  the  product  of  the  popular  vote,  there  is  a  long, 
long  cry,  as  can  be  seen  by  a  look  at  the  official  election  returns 
for  February  16th.  According  to  those  returns,  the  following 
was  the  number  of  votes  cast  for  the  different  contending 
parties:  For  the  Right,  4,570,744;  for  the  Popular  Front, 
4,356,559;  for  the  parties  of  the  Center,  340,073;  and  for  the 
Basque  Nationalists,  141,137.     From  the  above  figures  it  can 
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be  seen  that  the  parties  opposed  to  the  Popular  Front,  even 
without  including  the  Center,  had  a  majority  of  more  than 
200,000  popular  votes.  It  may  also  be  well  to  bear  in  min-d 
that  in  said  election,  over  four  million  voters  abstained  from 
going  to  the  polls,  and  they  certainly  were  not  Leftists,  since 
the  Left  was  organized  and  ebullient  as  never  before.  In 
accordance  with  these  figures,  which  no  amount  of  Leftist 
juggling  can  change,  it  is  self-evident  that  more  than  one-half 
of  the  nation  was  never  with  the  Popular  Front.  But  this 
evident  fact  was  utterly  ignored  by  the  Popular  Front  Parlia- 
ment and  Cabinet,  and  both  began  immediately  a  mad  career 
of  demagogic  legislation  and  of  oppressive  measures  against 
everything  and  everybody  that  did  not  belong  to  their  side. 

The  Anarchist  and  Marxist  labor  unions,  for  their  part, 
gave  themselves  up  to  a  veritable  orgy  of  burnings  and  destruc- 
tion of  churches — over  three  hundred  in  five  months — ^and  of 
newspaper  plants  and  political  centers  of  the  opposition,  and 
of  assassination  of  political  enemies.  To  all  this  must  be  added 
the  hundreds  of  revolutionary  strikes  that  paralyzed  almost 
completely  the  economio  life  of  the  nation  and  filled  the  hearts 
of  millions  with  desperation.  The  aims  of  the  Anarchists  and 
of  the  Marxists — the  only  one  that  really  counted  in  the  Popu- 
lar Front — ^were  evident.  The  former  aimed  at  bringing  chaos 
into  the  nation,  that  they  might  thus  achieve  the  realization 
of  their  Utopian  dreams,  namely,  the  establishment  of  the 
Anarchical  State,  with  no  government,  no  police,  no  taxes,  and 
no  laws.  As  for  the  Marxists,  they  were  following  faithfully 
the  instructions  given  tliem  by  Dimitroff,  the  Secretary-General 
of  the  Communist  International.  These  instructions  were  to 
the  effect  that  the  Marxists  should  refuse  any  direct  participa- 
tion in  the  Cabinet,  but  that  they  should  go  through  the  farce 
of  giving  the  government  their  support  in  Parliament,  while 
at  the  same  time  endeavouring  to  weaken  and  discredit  this 
same  government  by  means  of  continuous  strikes  and  disorders 
outside  of  Parliament,  thus  preparing  the  ground  for  the  estab- 
lishment of  their  Marxist  Dictatorship. 

What  means  of  self-defence  had  the  opposition  against  all 
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these  persecutions  and  disorders?  None!  While  the  elements 
of  the  so-called  Popular  Front  were  free  to  do  as  they  pleased, 
to  calumniate  and  threaten,  and  even  to  in-cite  to  downright 
murder  in  their  press  organs  and  at  their  meetings,  and  to  form 
armed  militia,  that  paraded  under  the  red  flag  of  the  hammer 
and  sickle  through  the  streets  of  Madrid  and  other  cities,  sing- 
ing the  Internationale  and  at  times  shouting  "DOWN  WITH 
SPAIN,  LONG  LIVE  RUSSIA ! !"  and  threatening  the  hated 
burgeoisie  with  complete  "liquidation,"  the  opposition  was  not 
permitted  to  hold  a  single  meeting  of  protest,  the  Conservative 
press  was  muzzled,  all  the  non-radical  organizations  were  dis- 
solved or  threatened  with  dissolution,  and  the  prisons  of  the 
nation,  built  for  criminals,  were  filled  to  overflowing  with 
thousands  of  persons  who  had  dared  commit  the  unpardonable 
crime  of  belonging  to  some  Rightist  party. 

Some  Socialist  leaders,  sensing  the  danger  of  the  situation, 
and  seeing  the  tremendous  reaction  that  was  taking  place  all 
over  the  nation,  counselled  moderation;  but  the  Anarchists, 
Socialists  and  Communists  paid  no  heed  to  those  voices  and 
listened  instead  to  Largo  Caballero,  who  even  before  the 
general  election,  addressing  a  meeting  of  his  followers  on  the 
22nd  of  January,  said:  "If  some  day  things  should  change,  the 
Right  must  not  expect  mercy  from  the  workers.  We  shall  not 
again  spare  the  lives  of  our  enemies.  ...  If  they — ^the  enemies — 
do  not  let  themselves  be  defeated  by  ballots,  we  shall  have  to 
defeat  them  by  other  means  .  .  .  until  finally  we  are  able  to 
plant  the  red  flag  of  Socialism  wherever  we  choose."  For  their 
part,  the  two  most  prominent  Catholic  Deputies — Gil  Robles 
and  Calvo  Sotelo — brought  to  Parliament  time  and  again  long 
lists  of  acts  of  terrorism  perpetrated  by  elements  of  the  Left 
Front,  and  demanded  a  cessation  of  a  state  of  affairs  that  was 
driving  more  than  one-half  of  the  nation  into  despertion.  Gil 
Robles,  in  one  of  his  mny  parliamentary  interventions,  ad- 
dressed thus  the  deputies  of  the  Left:  "Do  not  deceive  your- 
selves, gC'Utlemen;  more  than  one-half  of  the  nation  will  not 
resign  itself  to  die,  I  assure  you.  If  it  cannot  defend  itself  in 
one  way,  it  will  do  so  in  another.     Against  your  violence, 
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another  violence  will  arise,  and  to  the  Public  Powerf>  will  fall 
the  sad  role  of  witnessing  a  struggle  which  will  ruin  the  nation 
materially  and  spiritually.  ...  If  you  do  not  rectify  soon  your 
policies,  in  Spain  there  will  be  no  other  solution  than  a  red 
dictatorship  or  a  brave  and  energetic  defence  on  the  part  of 
thos€  citizens  who  cannot  allow  themselves  to  be  trampled 
under  foot.  ...  I  do  not  come  here  to  beg  mercy;  I  demand 
only  justice.  I  do  not  threaten^  but  let  it  be  known  that,  if 
civil  war  should  some  day  rage  over  Spain,  it  will  be  becausie 
the  arniiS  are  being  loaded  by  a  government  that  has  not  known 
how  to  do  its  duty." 

It  would  seem  that  the  solemn  warnings  of  such  outstanding 
deputies  as  Gil  Robles  and  Calvo  Sotelo  should  have  brought 
the  gove-rnment  and  the  radical  deputies  to  their  senses,  but 
they  were  intoxicated  with  pride,  hatred  and  ambition,  and  to 
the  arguments  of  the  Catholic  leaders  they  answered  only  with 
mocking  jeers  and  witli  veiled,  and  even  open  threats  to  their 
very  lives.  Thus  the  radical  deputy,  Galarza,  who  to-day  is  a 
minister  in  the  Madrid  Cabinet  of  Largo  Caballero,  told  Calvo 
Sotelo  in  full  Parliament  that  any  violence  would  be  lawful 
against  him;  and  Calvo  Sotelo  fell  dead  on  the  13th  of  July  at 
the  entrance  to  a  cemetery,  riddled  with  Marxist  bullets.  And 
Gil  Robles  was  told  in  the  same  place  by  a  Communist  member : 
"Senor  Gil  Robles,  I  do  not  know  how  you  will  die,  but  I  do 
know  that  you  will  die  with  your  boots  on." 

I  could  go  on  and  on  citing  instances  of  Anarchist  and 
Marxist  terrorism  between  the  months  of  February  and  July 
of  this  year,  but  I  think  that  the  above  will  be  sufficient  to 
make  the  readers  realize  that  the  Spaniards  who  loved  their 
country,  who  loved  their  Faith,  who  loved  their  families  and 
their  national  institutions  and  traditions,  and  who  longed  only 
for  peace  and  order,  had  no  other  alternative  than  to  take  up 
arms  against  government  that  had  ceased  to  govern  and  had 
become  a  tyrannical  faction. 

In  the  United  States  and  Canada  they  persist  in  calling  the 
supporters  of  the  Madrid  faction  "loyalists,"  "liberals"  and 
"democrats."    What  a  farce !    Since  when  did  traitors  to  every- 
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thing  that  is  national  deserve  to  be  called  "loyalists?"  Since 
when  have  the  words  ''liberal"  and  "democrat"  changed  their 
signification  and  come  to  mean  an  advocate  of  anarchy  and  class 
dictatorship  ?  On  the  other  hand,  the  forces  that  are  fighting  for 
the  sacred  liberties  of  Spain  are  termed  "rebels"  and  "fascists." 
Why  "rebels?"  Because  they  refuse  to  be  oppressed  and  killed 
by  a  tyrant  that  is  called  Government?  And  why  "fascists?" 
Because  they  oppose  with  armed  force  and  with  the  shedding 
of  their  own  blood  the  establishment  in  their  beloved  country 
of  a  communist  dictatorship.  The  Spanish  Catholics  are  sim- 
ply Patriots  who  are  fighting  for  Spain  and  for  civilization. 
And  they  are  not  fighting  alone.  Twenty  centuries  of  Christian 
civilization  are  behind  them,  giving  them  their  support.  They 
are  fighting  for  God,  for  their  land  and  for  their  dead;  they 
are  fighting  for  their  women,  for  their  children,  for  the  Cross 
and  for  the  Church ;  they  are  fighting  for  the  pictures  of  Velazquez 
and  for  the  comedies  and  dramas  of  Lope,  for  the  Quixote  and 
for  the  Escorial ;  they  are  fighting  for  all  tbe  creations  and  all 
the  values  of  twenty  centuries  of  Christian  culture  and  civil- 
ization. And  they  are  fighting  also  for  the  Parthenon,  and  for 
St.  Peter's  in  Rome,  because  they  are  fighting  for  Europe  and 
for  the  world. 

The  historic  and  providential  mission  of  Spain  has  always 
been  this:  to  offer  herself  crucified  and  bleeding,  a  victim  of 
redemption  for  the  civilized  world.  To-day  new  Turks,  new 
Asiatics,  red  and  cruel,  are  once  more  menacing  Europe,  and 
once  more  it  is  Spain  that  gives  her  blood  to  save  and  redeem 
western  civilization.  Once  more  all  Spain  is  a  Golgotha  of  suf- 
fering; once  more  it  is  for  all  that  blood  is  drenching  her  soil; 
and  once  more  does  Spain  march  with  the  cross  of  one  thousand 
afflictions  on  her  shoulders  over  the  hard  lands  of  Extremadura 
and  the  dry  plains  of  Castile,  and  along  the  defiles  of  Guadar- 
rama  and  Somosierra  for  the  love  of  all  humanity.  Some  day 
the  world  will  understand,  and  the  world  will  thank  Spain  for 
her  sacrifice. 
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THERESA    NEUMANN 

By  THE  REVEREND  NEIL  MACKINNON. 

SOME  five  or  six  years  ago  I  listened  for  two  uninterrupted 
hours  to  the  most  gripping  lecture  which  it  has  ever  been 
my  privilege  to  hear.  The  lecturer  was  a  Canadian  Bishop, 
just  returned  from  Bavaria.  And  his  talk — all  of  it — was  about 
Theresa  Neumann.  His  narrative  of  what  he  had  seen  was 
amazing,  especially  since  the  Bishop  bore  witness  with  such 
unreserved  enthusiasm  and  positive  conviction. 

Since  then  I  met  another  Canadian  Bishop  who  visited  the 
Bavarian  maid  of  Konnersreuth,  and  whose  testimony  of  what 
he  saw  paralleled  that  which  I  had  earlier  heard. 

Had  the  revelations  of  these  two  eye-witnesses,  whom  I 
trust  implicitly,  not  been  made  to  me,  perhaps  the  innumer- 
able written  accounts  of  Theresa  Neumann  would  not  have 
carried  so  much  weight  with  me.  As  it  is,  I  cannot  doubt 
them. 

HER    EARLIER    YEARS. 

Theresa  left  school  at  16  (1914),  to  aid  her  parents  carry 
the  burden  of  a  large  family,  of  which  she  was  the  eldest. 
For  four  years,  while  her  father  tailored,  she  did  household  work 
for  a  village  inn-keeper.  This  period  of  toil  ended  when 
Theresa  suffered  complete  jiaralysis  and  blindness  resulting 
from  attempting  with  the  villagers  of  Konnersreuth  to  extin- 
guish a  fire  in  a  neighbor's  house.  More  than  three  years 
later,  on  the  day  of  the  Little  Flower's  canonization,  and 
through  her,  Theresa  was  cured.  But  during  Theresa's  long 
illness  the  most  amazing  phenomena  developed,  Avhich  have 
continued  after  her  cure. 

THE   PHENOMENA. 

Perhaps  the  thing  that  impresses  the  material-minded  most 
is  the  fact  that  Theresa  has  lived  without  any  nourishment 
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whatsoever  except  Holy  Communion  since  Christmas,  1922. 
Since  October,  1928,  she  has  not  even  taken  any  liquid  nour- 
ishment. During  so  many  years,  not  a  pick  of  food,  not  a  drop 
of  drink ! 

For  common  mortals,  it  is  impossible  to  exist  without  food 
or  drink.  Physicians  say  that  ordinarily  a  man  could  live 
about  ten  days  without  eating  or  drinking.  To  exclude  any 
attempt  at  deception,  Theresa  Neumann  was  watched  closely 
for  a  period  of  15  days.  A  special  commission  was  appointed 
for  that  purpose  by  the  Protestant  University  of  Erlangen 
under  the  supervision  of  the  Counsellor  of  the  Board  of  Health, 
Dr.  Seidl.  Eight  nurses  from  different  hospitals  were  em- 
ployed. They  had  to  watch  Theresa  every  moment  of  the 
fortnight.  Before  and  after  the  examinations  they  were  re- 
quired to  take  on  oath  to  tell  nothing  but  the  truth.  The 
water  used  for  rinsing  the  mouth  was  carefully  weighed  be- 
fore and  after  use.  Everything  she  touched  was  minutely 
examined.  The  result  of  it  all  was  an  official  statement  that 
Theresa  Neumann  had  not  taken  anything  to  eat  or  drink  dur- 
ing fifteen  days.  There  is  no  question  of  the  honesty  of  the 
stigmatist,  who  for  eight  years  has  lived  above  the  law  of  na- 
ture without  food,  without  drink,  without  sleep !  The  only 
nourishment  she  takes  is  Holy  Communion.  "From  nothing," 
she  has  said,  "nothing  can  come.  I  do  not  live  by  nothing, 
but  by  my  dear  Saviour." 

She  does  not  feel  any  craving  for  food.  When  anything 
other  than  Holy  Communion  is  taken  into  her  stomach  she 
immediately  emits  it.  Although  she  neither  eats  nor  drinks, 
and  although  she  is  normally  active,  burning  up  physical 
energy,  her  weight  remains  constant.  She  weighs  about  110 
pounds.  When  she  loses  a  great  deal  of  blood  by  reason  of 
the  stigmata,  she  consequently  loses  weight,  but  in  a  few  hours 
the  loss  is  repaired  without  taking  the  least  refreshment. 

Yet  Theresa  Neumann  is  not  the  only  one  who  has  gone 
without  food  or  drink.  St.  Catherine  of  Sienna  was  relieved 
of  this  physical  necessity.  Mary  Dominic  Lazzari  took  no 
nourishment  for  three  years.    Elizabeth  of  Rouette  fasted  for 
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eight  years,  and  Louise  Lateau  spent  twelve  years  without 
food. 

The  only  nourishment  that  Theresa  Neumann  takes  is  Holy 
Communion.  Many  times,  by  authentic  testimony,  she  has 
received  Holy  Communion  without  the  instrumentality  of  the 
priest.  The  Sacred  Host  stays  with  her  undissolved  until 
shortly  before  she  receives  her  Lord  again.  Following  recep- 
tion of  Holy  Communion,  Theresa  is  accustomed  to  attain  a 
state  that  has  been  termed  "the  state  of  exalted  rest."  At 
this  time  Theresa's  self  is  very  close  to  God.  "While  in  this 
state  she  answers  questions  of  which  she  could  normally  know 
nothing,  giving  indication  of  divine  intervention.  In  this 
state  there  is  manifest  a  power  which  reminds  us  of  prediction 
or  prophecy.  A  number  of  persons,  among  them  many  eccles- 
iastics of  the  highest  rank,  have  questioned  Theresa  while  she 
was  in  the  mystical  state.  And  often  things  were  said  which, 
according  to  Catholic  dogma,  can  be  known  to  God  alone. 

THE   STIGMATA. 

Our  Blessed  Lord  died  nailed  to  the  Cross.  Nails  pierced 
His  hands  and  His  feet,  a  spear  pierced  His  Sacred  Side.  Some 
of  the  Saints  have  carried  these  marks — the  stigmata — on  their 
bodies.  Beyond  all  doubt,  Theresa  Neumann  is  a  stigmatist. 
Men  of  science  have  testified  time  and  time  again  that  on 
each  hand  and  foot  and  side  there  is  an  open  wound  which 
would  naturally  develop  gangrene  in  a  short  time.  These 
wounds,  as  well  as  her  head,  bleed  when  Theresa  suffers  the 
Passion. 

The  testimony  of  Dr.  Louis  of  Versailles  is  as  follows: 
"In  the  ce^nter  of  the  back  of  the  hand  I  saw  a  sort  of  crust 
that  was,  however,  like  no  ordinary  scar  or  scab.  It  did  not 
have  the  dull,  grayish  appearance  of  the  dried  scars  of  wounds. 
It  was  reddish-brown  with  a  shining  surface  like  that  of  old 
wax.  I  compared  it  at  first  with  a  seal  of  wax  that  has  been 
carefully  molded  with  the  hands  and  pressed  upon  the  skin. 
The  borders  formed  a  perfectly  regular  rectangle  of  about 
one  by  one  and  a  half  centimeters  lengthwise  in  the  hand, 
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the  edges  slightly  indented,  and  exactly  in  the  right  corner 
ending  abruptly  as  if  cut  off,  and  fastened  tightly  to  the  skin. 
The  center  of  the  crust  was  rather  thick,  about  three  millime- 
ters above  the  surface.  The  whole  formed  a  regularly  round- 
ed, domelike  object  from  the  edges  to  the  center.  I  noticed 
impressions  as  of  a  modeller's  knife  or  of  the  hammer  of  a 
smith  on  malleable  iron.  All  in  all,  the  perfectly  formed 
crusts  appeared  like  artificially  made  foreign  bodies  placed 
upon  the  skin.  But  there  was  something  which  forbade  any 
suspicion  of  fraud,  and  that  was  the  aspect  of  the  skin  about 
the  stigmata.  Between  the  crusts  and  the  normal  skin,  along 
the  delicate  edges,  there  was  a  transition  zone,  formed  by  a 
white  scarlike  edging,  plainly  lighter  in  color  than  the  bor- 
dering skin,  approximately  one  millimeter  wide  and  delicately 
Avrinkled."  Judge  Brennan,  a  medical  doctor,  testifies  that, 
were  these  open  wounds,  natural,  gangrene  would  set  in  after 
48  hours. 

"In  the  ball  of  the  hand  one  saw  traces  of  blood  which 
had  escaped  because  any  but  the  most  gentle  cleansing  causes 
intense  pain  to  this  sensitive  part.  The  wound  in  the  palm 
seemed  to  have  a  crust  of  the  same  substance  as  that  on  the 
back  of  the  hand,  divided  sharply  from  the  edges,  somewhat 
roughly  round  in  thickness,  longer  than  wide  and  slightly 
pointed,  it  is  about  one  and  one-half  centimeters  long.  It 
lies  at  an  angle,  the  pointed  end  directed  up  and  outwards, 
the  other,  blunter  end  in  the  middle  of  the  hand.  The  scar- 
like border  is  less  apparent  and  narroAver  than  on  the  back  of 
the  hand. 

"The  permanent  hand-stigmata  bleed,  as  I  have  observed, 
from  the  scarlike  network  of  the  borders,  while  the  crusts 
remain  shiny  and  dry.  The  flow  of  blood  is  heavier  from  the 
broader  network  on  the  back  of  the  hand.  The  bleeding  is 
connected  then  with  a  blood-diffusing  organ  which  becomes 
active  on  certain  Fridays.  Let  us  examine  first  the  construc- 
tion of  the  stigmata.  They  have  doubtlessly  the  form  of  a 
hand-ivrought  iron  nail  that  penetrates  the  hand  from  the  back 
into  the  palm,  where  the  point  is  bent  over  by  hammer  blows. 
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This  'artificial'  appearance  is,  one  must  confess,  even  more 
bewildering  than  the  feigning  of  certain  insects;  as,  for  ex- 
ample, the  butterfly  which  with  its  wings  imitates  a  leaf  of  the 
coffee  plant.  In  the  case  of  the  butterfly,  it  is  an  atavistic, 
hereditary,  and  constitutional  form  and  the  imitation  copies 
an  object  in  nature.  Here,  however,  there  is  an  imitation 
which  by  the  play  of  tropho-neurotic  energies  is  produced 
purposelessly  and  adjusts  itself  not  to  an  object  in  nature  but 
to  one  which  an  artisan  has  made."     (Von  Lama). 

In  1926,  Dr.  Seidl  attempted  to  cure  the  stigmata  by  the 
application  of  a  non-irritating  salve,  but  the  effect  was  ex- 
actly the  opposite.  The  salve  caused  Theresa  such  pain  that 
it  had  to  be  removed  at  once.  But  there  are,  strangely 
enough,  certain  objects  which  affect  the  wounds  when  they 
are  brought  close  to  them,  such  as  certain  particles  of  wood 
or  bone.  The  reaction  consists  in  pain,  but  this  occurs  only 
when  the  object  is  a  relic  in  the  strictly  Christian  sense.  While 
such  reaction  is  entirely  absent  so  far  as  natural  wounds  are 
concerned,  it  is  a  well  known  phenomena  of  mysticism  and 
has  long  been  a  part  of  the  Konnersreuth  case.  This  pheno- 
mena occurs  during  one  of  the  stigmatist's  states  only,  that 
of  prepossession.  If  one  then  brings  a  particle  of  the  True 
Cross  into  contact  with  a  stigma,  Theresa  experiences  an  in- 
crease of  pain  and  tries,  naturally,  to  escape  it,  and  this  is 
expressed  in  her  countenance  and  the  movements  of  her  body. 
It  fails  to  materialize  if  other  parts  of  her  body  are  touched 
with  the  relic,  as,  for  example,  the  tips  of  her  fingers.  In 
such  instances  she  is,  however,  conscious  of  the  relic,  puts 
it  reverently  to  her  lips  and  kisses  it. 

The  following  instance  is  contributed  by  the  Reverend 
Father  Fahsel:  "A  Capuchin  priest  touched  Theresa's  hand, 
crossed  on  her  breast,  with  a  small  case.  She  sighed  audibly, 
became  pale  as  death,  and  almost  collapsed.  Her  head  fell 
backward,  the  mouth  remained  open,  and  the  tip  of  the  tongue 
touched  the  inner  side  of  the  upper  lip.  It  was  the  picture  of 
one  who  has  just  died.  I  asked  the  Capuchin,  who  shrank  back 
in  amazement,  with   what  he  had  touched  Theresa,   and  he 
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said  it  was  a  particle  of  the  Cross,  concerning  the  genuineness 
of  which  there  was  doubt  in  the  monastery.  "It  is  genuine," 
said  Father  Naber  (her  confessor  and  parish  priest).  'One 
must  be  very  careful.  You  came  close  to  Resl's  side  wound, 
and  something  always  happens  then.'  "After  about  three 
minutes  Theresa's  face  lost  its  death-like  pallor,  her  mouth 
closed  and  she  seemed  to  sleep.  A  few  minutes  passed,  she 
breathed  heavily,  opened  her  eyes  and  smiled  at  us.  She 
spoke  then  with  the  five  Capuchins  about  religious  matters, 
cheerily,  in  a  lively  manner."    This  was  in  July,  1931. 

THE  FRIDAY  SUFFERING. 

During  the  Friday  suffering,  the  stigmatist  experiences  an 
ecstasy  of  anguish  similar  to  that  suffered  by  Our  Lord  on 
the  first  Good  Friday.  Her  wounds  bleed  profusely,  the  blood 
comes  from  her  head  as  it  came  from  the  thorn-erowned  brow 
of  the  Redeemer.  At  this  time  she  sees  Our  Lord  in  His 
Passion,  as  she  sees  Him  in  other  phases  of  His  life  at  other 
times,  and  endures  a  bloody  suffering  which  thousands  have 
witnessed.  Even  to  read  von  Lama's  chronicles  on  Theresa 
Neumann  fills  us  with  a  sense  of  awe,  an  all-pervading  sense 
of  the  awful  pain  to  which  Our  Saviour  was  subjected'  on  Gol- 
gotha. Multiply  the  sufferings  of  Resl  Neumann  a  thousand 
times  and  perhaps  an  inkling  will  be  gained  of  what  Jesus 
of  Nazareth  suffered. 

THE    EXPLANATION. 

So  wonderful  and  yet  so  simple  are  all  the  facts  surround- 
ing this  child-like  girl  of  Konnersreuth — upon  which  this  ac- 
count merely  touches — that  scientists  and  medical  men  are 
nonplussed.  Many  who  have  gone  to  scoff  have  remained  to 
pray.  Great  conversions  have  taken  place  in  prominent  eye- 
witnesses who  have  been  moved  to  conclude  that  here  is  none 
other  than  the  Hand  of  God.  There  is  not  a  phase  or  fact  of 
this  wonderful  case  but  what  has  been  exhaustively  investi- 
gated. 

We  can  make  this  one  statement  in  connection  with  the 
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whole  case,  that  from  the  accumulation  of  well  attested  facts 
on  hand,  there  is  at  present  not  a  single  natural  explanation 
that  is  in  the  least  satisfactory;  but  rather  the  vast  consensus 
of  opinion,  whether  public  or  private,  throws  its  weight  in 
favour  of  a  super-natural  explanation. 

There  are  theologians  and  men  of  science  who  do  not  hesi- 
tate to  admit  the  supernatural  character  of  events  at  Konners- 
reuth,  for  instance  the  Rector  of  the  University  of  Milan, 
Father  Gemelli,  O.F.M. ;  Dr.  Reinhold,  University  Professor 
in  Vienna;  Dr.  Reismann;  Dr.  Becker  (convert  from  Masonry 
by  reason  of  his  conviction) ;  Dr.  B.  Karpeles  (former  Jew 
and  free-thinker,  outstanding  convert  of  Konnersreuth),  and 
a  host  of  others. 

But  the  attitude  of  the  Church  with  regard  to  anything 
verging  on  the  supernatural  is  always  slow  and  cautious. 
She  has  had  many  cases  of  stigmata  in  the  past:  she  is  not 
dealing,  therefore,  with  any  new  phenomena.  Likewise,  the  ' 
Church  never  canonizes  anyone  while  still  living.  So,  Theresa 
Neumann,  whether  saint  or  not,  will  not  be  officially  recog- 
nized as  such  before  she  has  completed  her  days  on  earth,  and 
fulfilled  her  mission.  In  the  meantime,  we  are  free  not  mere- 
ly to  learn  what  others  have  seen  and  are  today  seeing,  but 
more  so,  to  use  these  happenings  for  our  own  edification. 
Those  who  leave  the  house  at  Konnersreuth  go  at  once  to  the 
village  church,  their  faith  enlivened.  It  is  hardly  possible 
that  the  events  of  Konnersreuth  can  have  an  effect  other  than 
this  in  those  who  come  to  a  knowledge  of  them. 


The  gem  cannot  be  polished  without  friction,  nor  man  per- 
fected without  trials. 
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AN  IRISH  LOURDES 

By  VERY  REV.  FR.  ANGELUS,  O.M.Cap. 

Our  Lady's  Shrine  at  Knock,,  Co.  Mayo. 

(In  obedience  to  the  decrees  of  Pope  Urban  VIII.  and 
other  Sovereign  Pontiffs,  the  writer  protests  that  in 
these  pages  he  claims  no  authority  other  than  that  of 
human  testimony,  and  does  not  wish  to  anticipate  any 
decision  of  the  Holy  See.) 

MARY  IN  IRELAND. 

AS  is  only  to  be  expected  in  a  land  so  Catholic  as  Ireland, 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  fills  a  big  part  in  the 
spiritual  life  of  the  people.  She  comes  second  only  to  her  Divine 
Son. 

After  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Holy  Mass,  the  most  popular 
devotion  in  Ireland  is  that  of  the  Rosary  of  Mary.  In  the  dark 
days  of  persecution  when  the  Mass  was  forbidden,  the  Altar 
overthrown,  and  the  Priest  proscribed,  there  remained  one 
sanctuary  the  enemy  could  not  profane — the  sanctuary  of  the 
Irish  fireside.  In  these  bitter  times,  now  past,  when  the  shades 
of  night  fell,  the  Irish  father  and  mother  gathered  their  chil- 
dren around  the  hearthstone,  and  kneeling  in  the  light  of  the 
fire,  they  recited  their  nightly  prayer — the  Rosary  of  Mary. 

A  grand  echo  of  this  distant  past  is  with  us  still — the 
sacred  murmur  of  the  family  prayer  can  be  heard  in  our  Irish 
homesteads  as  the  nightly  Rosary  is  being  said.  Our  Irish 
boys  and  girls,  when  they  leave  their  native  land,  bring  with 
them  many  a  tender  memory,  and  not  the  least  sacred  is  that 
of  the  nightly  Rosary  of  Mary  in  their  old  Irish  home. 

During  that  "Unforgettable  Week"  of  Ireland's  Eucharistie 
Congress,  when  we  heard  the  voice  of  our  Holy  Father  the 
Pope  broadcasting  his  message  to  his  faithful  children,  a  tender 
chord  in  our  hearts  was  touched  when  he — the  Vicar  of  Christ 
— styled  the  Blessed  Virgin  "The  Queen  of  Ireland." 

As  Mr.  Justice  Coyne  has  written : 

"This  formal  proclamation  by  the  highest  spiritual  auth- 
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ority  on  earth  of  a  spiritual  Queen — the  Queen  of  Heaven — 
for  a  people  where  lives  are  so  devoted  to  the  spiritual,  was  a 
glorious  close  to  a  grand  occasion." 

At  the  moment  in  Ireland,  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin 
is  being  particularly  manifested  by  the  widespread  interest 
taken  in  her  shrine  at  Knock,  Co.  Mayo,  an  interest — ^we  would 
emphasize — not  newly  bom,  but  one  that  has  existed  for  the 
past  fifty-seven  years,  and  that  in  recent  years  has  become 
more  pronounced. 

Perhaps  a  short  account  of  this  Irish  Shrine  of  Mary  may 
prove  interesting  to  readers  of  Saint  Joseph's  "Lilies." 

KNOCK,   CO.   MAYO. 

Knock  is  just  an  ordinary  little  village,  consisting  of  a 
few  hundred  souls,  belonging  to  the  Archdiocese  of  Tuam. 
Until  1879  it  was  practically  unknown,  then  suddenly  it  came 
into  prominence  and  obtained  an  almost  world-wide  notoriety. 

Let  a  special  correspondent  of  the  London  "Daily  Tele- 
graph," writing  at  that  time,  tell  us  what  called  attention  to 
Knock — 

"Some  time  ago,  a  rumour  began  to  prevail  in  Ireland  that 
supernatural  manifestations  took  place  at  or  near  the  Catholic 
Chapel  of  Knock,  Co.  Mayo  It  was  stated  that  an  apparition 
of  the  Virgin  Mary,  attended  by  celestial  personages  supposed 
to  represent  St.  Joseph  and  St.  Joh;i,  had  appeared  to  several 
persons  on  a  certain  night  in  August.  But  this  was  not  all. 
A  further  rumour  stated  that  miracles  of  healing  were  fre- 
quently Avrought  upon  sick  persons  who  made  pilgrimages  and 
performed  devotions  at  her  famous  shrine." 

The  date  of  this  first  apparition  (a  number  of  others  are 
stated  to  have  occurred  later)  is  August  21st,  1879.  It  was 
witnessed  by  fifteen  pers'ons. 

Here  is  an  extract  from  a  statement  made  officially  on 
October  8th,  1879,  by  one  of  those  witnesses,  Mrs.  O'Comiell, 
now  over  80  years  of  age  and  still  living — 

"I  beheld  standins:  out  from  the  gable  of  the  church  three 
figures,  the  Blessed  Virgin,  Saint  Joseph  and  Saint  John.    The 
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Virgin  stood  erect  with  eyes  raised  to  Heaven,  her  hands  ele- 
vated to  the  shoulders,  the  palms  inclined  slightly  towards  the 
shoulders.  In  the  figure  of  Saint  Joseph  the  head  was  slightly 
bent  and  inclined  towards  the  Blessed  Virgin,  as  if  paying  her 
respect.  It  represented  the  Saint  as  somewhat  aged.  The 
third  figure  appeared  to  be  Saint  John  the  Evangelist.  I  do 
not  know,  only  I  thought  so,  except  the  fact  that  at  one  time 
I  saw  a  statue  at  the  Chapel  of  Lecanvey,  Westport,  very  much 
resembling  the  figure.  He  held  the  book  of  the  Gospels  open  in 
his  left  hand. 

As  can  easily  be  understood,  the  report  of  this  apparition 
attracted  great  notice  and  aroused  the  utmost  enthusiasm. 
Crowds  flocked  to  the  little  village  and  many  claimed  to  have 
been  miraculously  cured. 

The  Irish  journals  and  the  leading  newspapers  of  England 
sent  special  correspondents  to  Knock,  all  of  whom  admitted 
that  they  were  deeply  impressed  by  all  they  witnessed.  Head- 
ing now  the  long  accounts  then  published  in  the  English  pa- 
pers, and  remembering  they  were  written  by  non-Catholics, 
we  cannot  but  realize  that  they  are  a  strong  testimony  to  the 
interest  aroused  by  the  incidents  occurring  at  Knock. 

The  Archbishop  of  Tuam,  moved  by  the  religious  enthu- 
siasm manifested  at  Knock,  appointed  a  formal  ecclesiastical 
commission  to  investigate  the  reported  apparition  of  August 
21st,  1879.  This  commission  was  limited  in  its  powers.  It 
was  to  take  all  available  statements  of  the  witnesses,  without 
pronouncing  for  or  against  the  reality  of  the  apparition.  Its 
session  was  held  on  October  8th,  1879,  that  is  within  seven 
weeks  of  the  apparition.  Fifteen  persons  were  examined,  and 
the  commission  in  its  report  stated  that  "the  evidence  of  all 
the  witnesses  was  trustworthy  and  satisfactory." 

The  Most  Rev.  Dr.  Lynch,  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  writing 
in  1882,  after  a  visit  to  Knock,  remarks: 

"The  ecclesiastical  authorities  will,  of  course,  imitate  Rome 
in  its  slowness  in  giving  its  solemn  decision  on  the  wonders  of 
Knock,  but  the  slowness  is  not  intended  to  disprove  the  ap- 
parition, or  to  operate  against  the  devotion  of  the  people  in 
the  power  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  "We  recollect  how  much  dis- 
cussion and  divergence  of  opinion  there  were  about  the  ap- 
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parition  of  La  Salette  and  of  Lourdes.  but  time  cured  all  these, 
and  will,  I  hope,  act  in  the  same  manner  with  respect  to 
Knock." 

Dr.  Lynch  was  correct.     The  ecclesiastical  authorities  of 
Tuam  Archdiocese  have  observed  the  wise  and  prudent  cau- 


Apparition  at  Knock,  Co.  Mayo, 
As  seen  on  August  21st,  1879. 

From  a  sketch  taken  on  the  spot  by  W.  Collins. 
Dublin,  and  submitted  to  and  approved  of  by  the 
several  persons  who  saw  the  above. 


tion  that  is  characteristic  of  the  Church,  when  dealing  with 
such  matters  as  those  connected  with  Knock.  The  attitude  to- 
wards Knock  continues  to  be  the  same  as  that  expressed  by 
the  late  Dr.  McEvilly,  Archbishop  of  Tuam,  when  he  said, 
"We  neither  believe  nor  disbelieve,  but  we  wait  for  the  pro- 
per time." 
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May  we  not  humbly  hope  that  "the  proper  time"  is  approach- 
ing-, at  least  we  can  fervently  pray  that  such  may  be  the  case. 

Since  1879,  Knock  has  continued  to  be  a  place  of  pilgrim- 
age and  devotion  without  interruption.  The  faithful  flock 
to  it  in  large  numbers  from  all  parts  of  the  country.  It  is 
a  scene  of  faith  and  piety,  and  even  at  the  present  time  there 
are  many  who  claim  to  have  been  miraculously  cured  at 
Knock. 

The  present  Archbishop  of  Tuam,  Most  Rev.  Dr.  Gilmartin, 
has  taken  steps  of  great  importance  for  the  future  of  Knock. 
He  has  established  at  Knock  a  Hotel  for  Pilgrims  under  the 
Sisters  of  Charity  of  Saint  Vincent  de  Paul,  and  a  Medical 
Bureau  for  the  examination  of  alleged  cures  at  the  Shrine. 
He  has  forwarded  to  Rome  an  account  of  Knock,  its  reported 
apparitions  and  miracles,  to  be  fully  investigated  by  the  Sa- 
cred Congregation,  and  he  has  approved  of  a  "Society  for 
promoting  the  cause  of  Knock  Shrine."  One  duty  of  the 
members  of  this  Society  is: 

"To  join  in  earnest  prayer  for  the  recognition  of  Knock 
as  an  approved  Shrine  to  Our  Lady,  if  it  be  pleasing  to  God." 

For  Canadian  readers  I  may  mention  that  to-day  in  Knock 
can  be  seen  a  beautiful  banner  on  which  is  inscribed  in  letters 
of  gold  on  a  ground  of  emerald  green  satin — "Toronto  is  grate- 
ful." This  is  a  thanksgiving  offering  from  Dr.  Lynch,  Arch- 
bishop of  Toronto,  as  an  indication  of  his  deep  gratitude  for 
the  favour  of  a  cure  obtained  and  attributed  by  him  to  Knock. 

This  brief  outline  of  the  story  of  Knock  has  been  written 
in  the  hope  that  it  may  secure  more  prayens'  to  Almighty  God 
that  it  may  be  the  Divine  Will  to  bring  about  the  recognition 
of  Knock  as  an  approved  Shrine  of  Our  Lady. 

Those  anxious  to  join  the  Society  for  this  object  should  apply 
for  leaflets,  etc.,  to  the  Hon.  Secretary,  Bridgetown,  Castlebar,  Co. 
Mayo,  Ireland.  From  the  same  address  can  be  obtained  the  recently 
published  work,  "Knock  Shrine,"  by  Mr.  Justice  Coyne.  This  book 
contains  fifty-one  illustrations,  and  accounts  of  upwards  of  two 
hundred  cases.     Price,  including  post,  $1.00. 
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PURGATORY— IN    THE    POEM    OF 
DANTE    ALIGHIERI 

VII. 

Sixth  Cornice:     The  Sins  of  Gluttony. 

DANTE,  Virgil  and  Statius  have  arrived  at  the  sixth  circle 
in  Purgatory,  M'h^re  the  gluttons  do  penance  to  pay  off 
their  debt  to  Divine  Justice.     Says  the  Poet: 

A  tree  we  found,  with  goodly  fruitage  hung 
And  pleasant  to  the  smell :  and  as  fir. 
Upward  from  bougli  to  bough,  kss  ample  spreads ; 
So  downward  this  less  ample  spread :  that  none, 
Methink,  aloft  may  climb.     Upon  the  side 
That  closed  our  path,  a  liquid  crystal  fell 
PVom  the  steep  rock,  and  through  the  spraj's  above 
Stream'd  showering.     With  associate  step  the  bards 
Drew  n-ear  the  plant ;  and,  from  amidst  the  leaves, 
A  voice  was  heard:     "Ye  shall  be  chary  of  me." 

(Canto  XXII). 

This  tree,  as  it  is  remarked  further  on  in  the  Poem,  is  an  off- 
shoot of  the  tree  in  the  Garden  of  Eden,  of  which  "God  hath 
commanded  that  we  should  not  eat  and  that  we  should  not 
touch  it,  lest  perhaps  we  die.".  Here  also  eating  of  this  fruit 
is  forbidden,  nay,  made  impossible. 

Voices  are  heard,  coming  from  the  tree,  recounting  exam- 
ples of  temperance. 

Mary,  now  the  intercessor  in  Paradise  for  the  whole  hu- 
man race,  when  at  the  marriage  of  Cana,  thought  more  of  the 
honour  and  joy  of  the  newly  wedded  and  their  guests,  than 
of  herself. 

The  women  of  Old  Rome  never  drank  wine :  water  was 
good  enough  for  them. 

Daniel,  at  the  Court  of  the  King  of  Babylon,  refused  the 
rich  banquets  of  meats  and  wines,  and  fed  only  on  pulse  and 
water,  and  thereby  gained  wisdom. 
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In  the  golden  age,  people  ate  acorns  and  found  them  most 
delicious:  drank  water  from  rills  and  relished  it  as  much  as 
if  it  had  been  nectar. 

Honey  and  locusts  were  the  food  of  John  the  Baptist  in 
the  wilderness,  and  he  reached  that  greatness  and  eminence 
of  glory  recorded  by  the  Evangelists. 

Dante  is  admiring  the  tree  and  listening  to  the  voice  pro- 
claiming examples  of  temperance,  when  he  hears  Virgil  call- 
ing him  and  saying:  "Let  us  not  linger  here:  our  time  is 
precious:  let  us  move  on."  Dante  turns  towards  his  com- 
panions and  with  them  resumes  the  journey.     Suddenly 

A  sound  of  weeping,  and  a  song:     "My  lips, 
0  Lord !"  and  these  so  mingled,  it  gave  birth 
To  pleasure  and  to  pain.     "0  Sire  beloved! 
Say  what  is  this  I  hear."  ^^^^^^  XXIII). 

These  are  spirits,  who,  while  walking  in  haste  around  the  moun- 
tain, sing  the  "Miserere."  As  pilgrims  on  the  road,  meeting 
other  pilgrims  unknown  to  them,  turn,  in  passing,  to  them  and 
look ;  so  these  spirits,  approaching  from  behind  the  poets, 
pause,  look  and  pass  them.  Here  is  a  description  of  these 
spirits : 

The  eyes  of  each  were  dark  and  hollow ;  pale 
Their  visage,  and  so  lean  withal,  the  bones 
Stood  staring  through  the  skin.     I  do  not  think 
Thus  dry  and  meagre  Erisicthon  show'd, 
When  pinch'd  by  sharp-set  famine  to  the  quick. 
"Lo!"  to  myself  I  mused,  "the  race  who  lost 
Jerusalem,  when  Mary*  with  dire  beak 
Pray'd  on  her  child."    The  sockets  seemed  as  rings 
Prom  which  the  gems  were  dropt. 

(Canto  XXIII). 

No  man  could  ever  imagine  that  the  sight  and  odour  of  fruit 
and  the  trickling  of  water  could  make  those  spirits  pine  so 
much  for  food  and  drink,  as  to  reduce  them  to  walking  skele- 
tons.    One  of  them  turns  his  eyes  in  their  deep-sunken  cells 


*A  Jewess,  recorded  by  Josephus,  who  devoured  her  own  child, 
during  the  siege  of  Jerusalem. 
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and  fastens  them  on  Dant^,  th'on  cries  aloud:  "What  grac^e  is 
this  vouchsafed  me?"  Dante  recognizes  him,  not  from  his 
looks,  but  from  the  sound  of  his  well-known  voice.  It  is 
Fonese  Donati,  brother  of  Corso  and  of  Piccarda.  In  life  he 
had  been  an  intimate  friend  of  Dante's.  "Ah !"  he  says,  "don't 
mind  my  withered  and  yellow  skin  and  my  macerated  flesh ; 
rather  tell  me,  who  you, 
and  your  two  com- 
panions are." 

Dante:  So  great  is 
my  desire  to  know  what 
so  fearfully  wastes  you 
away,  that  I  cannot  an- 
swer your  question  be- 
fore you  answer  mine. 

The  Spirit:  "The  tree 
and  the  water  have,  by 
the  Eternal  Will,  the 
power  of  wasting  us. 
Every  spirit,  guilty  of 
gluttony,  is  here  puri- 
fied, through  hunger 
and  thirst.  The  odour 
from  the  fruit  and  the 
coolness  from  the  water 
fill     us     with     craving 

for  food  and  drink :  this  is  not  the  only  tree,  but  there 
are  many  others  like  this  on  our  path,  that  adds  fresh  fuel 
to  our  pain.  Did  I  say  pain?  I  should  rather  say  solace, 
because  we  pass  in  front  of  these  trees  with  the  same  joy 
with  which  Christ  went  to  the  Cross."  And  Dante  intemipts : 
"You  have  only  repented  on  your  death-bed,  when  I  per- 
suad-ed  you  to  see  a  priest  and  receive  the  last  Sacraments, 
how  is  it,  then,  that  you  were  not  detained  on  the  coast  of 
Purgatory,  where  those  who  postpone  their  conversion  have 
to  delay  their  purgation  for  a  similar  period  (Canto  IV),  and 
you  are  only  dead  four  years?"    He  replies: 
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"To  drink  up  the  sweet  wormwood  of  affliction 
I  have  been  brought  thus  early,  by  the  tears 
Stream'd  down  my  Nella's  cheeks.  Her  prayers  devout, 
Her  sig-ns,  have  drawn  me  from  the  coast,  where  oft 
Expectance'  lingers;  and  have  set  me  free 
From  other  circles.    In  the  sight  of  God 
So  much  the  dearer  is  my  widow  prized, 
She  whom  I  loved  so  fondly,  as  she  ranks 
More  singly  eminent  for  virtuous  deeds." 

(Canto  XXIII). 

A  curious  and  unpleasant  series  of  six  sonnets  interchanges 
between  Dante  and  Forese  throws  light  upon  what  the  Poet 
says  presently.  In  one  of  these  sonnets  Dante  casts  reflections 
upon  the  married  life  of  Forese  and  his  wife  Nella.  The  above 
beautiful  and  tender  lines  are  his  reparation  to  her  memory. 
Forese  continues  his  conversation  by  inveighing  against  the 
immodesty  of  the  women  of  Florence.  "The  women  of  Bar- 
bagia,  in  the  island  of  Sardinia,  are  said  to  be  most  immodesrt» 
but  there  is  an  excuse  for  them;  they  have  had  no  chance  of 
learning  our  Christian  civilization ;  yet  they  are  far  more 
ehaste  and  modest  than  the  women  of  Florence.  A  time  will 
come,  and  that  time  is  not  so  far  away,  when  Bishops  and 
priests  shall  from  their  pulpits  decree  canonical  penalties  upon 
these  unblushing  dames  of  Florence,  who  will  expose  their  un- 
covered bosoms  to  the  common  gaze.  Did  they  see,  the  shame- 
less ones,  what  punishment  Heaven  has  in  store  for  them,  they 
would  even  now  howl  for  mercy." 

"What  is  the  punishment  prophesied  here  by  Forese?  After 
the  year  1300  Florence  was  struck  by  a  series  of  misfortunes: 
the  robberies,  arsons  and  murders,  which  followed  after  the 
occupation  of  Charles  of  Valois:  the  internecine  strife  of  its 
citizens  in  1303,  followed  by  famine:  the  fall  of  the  Carraia 
bridge,  where  many  people  were  killed :  the  rout  of  Monteca- 
tini  in  1315  in  which  every  Florentine  family  lost  some  of  its 
members.  The  Poet  may  allude  to  one  or  more  of  the  aforesaid 
misfortunes. 

Dante,  satisfied  now  with  Forese's  speech,  proceeds  to  satis- 
fy, in  return,  Forese's  questions.     His  life,  he  tells  him,  was 
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bad  when  they  lived  together,  but  it  is  good  now ;  for,  through 
the  intervention  of  Virgil,  "some  few  evenings  past,"  he  has 
reformed.  The  latter  led  him  through  the  dark  abode  of 
those  who  are  truly  and  for  ever  dead  (Hell)  and  from  that 
gloom  he  helped  him  to  climb  the  steep  mountain  of  Purga- 
tory, and  there  is  a  lady,  Beatrice,  who  will  guide  him  through 
the  spheres  of  Heaven.  Here  Dante  introduces  Forese  to  Virgil 
and  to  the  other  shade,  Statius, 

for  whom  so  late 
Your  realm,  as  he  rose,  exulting,  shook 
Through  every  pendent  cliff  and  rocky  bound. 

Asked  if  he  knew  where  his  sister  Piccarda  was,  Forese 
answers : 

**My  sister  (she  for  whom 
'Twixt  beautiful  and  good,  I  cannot  say 

Which  name  was  fitter)  wears  e'en  now  her  crown." 

He  points  out  other  people  of  distinction  in  the  crowd  of 
spirits.  One  is  Buonagiunta  from  Lucca,  notary  and  poet, 
who  died  between  1296  and  1300.  (Four  of  Buonagiunta's 
poems  are  translated  into  English  by  Rossetti  in  the  Early 
Italian  Poets.  Writers  have  called  him  a  master  in  gluttony. 
Another  one  is  Pope  Martin  IV,  who  was  elected  to  the  Holy 
See  by  the  influence  of  Charles  of  Anjou  in  1281  and  died  in 
1285.  Historians  say  that  he  was  a  great  Pope  and  also  a  holy 
man. 

He  purges  by  wan  abstinence  away 
Bolsena's  eels  and  cup  of  muscadel. 

Canto  XXIV. 

The  Chronicles  say  that  he  was  very  fond  of  the  eels  of  the 
lake  Bolsena,  which  he  caught  and  cooked  in  wine.  They  say 
also  that  the  following  Latin  lines  were  written  on  his  tomb : 

Gaudent  anguillae. 
Quia  mortuus  est  ille, 
Qui  morte  reas, 
Eseoriabat  eas. 
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Other  gluttons  are  pointed  out  to  the  Poet.  Then  Buona- 
guinta  asks  of  Dante :  Are  you  the  man  who  has  invented  the 
new  manner  of  poetry,  the  one  heralded  by  the  poem :  "Donne, 
ehe  avete  intelletto  d'amore."  (Ladies,  ye  that  con  the  lore 
of  love)  ?    Dante  replies : 

Count  of  me  but  as  one 
Who  am  the  scribe  of  love;  that,  when  he  breathes, 
Take  up  my  pen,  and,  as  he  dictates,  Avrite. 

In  this  answer  the  Poet  propounds  the  fundamental  princi- 
ple of  poetry,  which  consists  in  the  intimate  response  of  the 
word  to  the  thought.  Buonagiunta  and  Jacopo  Lenitino,  call- 
ed the  "Notary,"  and  friar  Guittone  represent  the  older  school 
of  lyric  poetry,  which  was  artifical  and  lacked  the  genuine 
inspiration  of  the  "sweet  new  style,"  which  originated  with 
Guido  Guinicelli  of  Bologna,  was  developed  by  Guido  Caval- 
canti  and  brought  to  perfection  in  the  earlier  poetry  of  Dante 
himself. 

The  tribe  of  spirits  look  at  the  strangers  and  hasten  away, 
carried,  by  the  desire  of  performing  their  penance  without 
wasting  time.  Forese  remains  behind  with  Dante,  who  being 
asked  by  the  former:  ''When  shall  I  again  behold  thee?" 
"I  don't  know,  he  answers,  ''but  it  cannot  be  too  soon,  fotr 
Florence  is  growing  worse  every  day,  and  vengeance  threatens 
it."  The  man  who  is  the  most  guilty,  my  own  brother  Corso," 
answers  Forese,  "is  present  in  my  vision,  being  dragged  at  a 
horse's  tail  and  finally  struck  to  death  by  the  horse's  feet. 
And  this  will  come  to  pass  before  long.  Now  I  quit  thee:  time 
is  precious  here:  I  lose  too  much  by  measuring  my  pace  with 
thine."  Having  said  this,  Buonagiunta  leaves  the  Poets  to  join 
his  companion  spirits. 

At  the  turning  of  the  road  the  Poets  see  the  branches  of 
another  fruit-tree  and  the  spray  of  falling  water. 

Beneath  it  were  a  multitude,  that  raised 
Their  hands,  and  shouted  forth  I  know  not  what 
Unto  the  boug'hs;  like  greedy  and  fond  brats 
That  beg,  and  answer  none  obtain  from  him 
Of  whom  thev  beg:  but  more  to  draw  them  on 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 269 

He,  at  arm's  length,  the  object  of  their  wish 
Above  them  holds  aloft,  and  hides  it  not. 
At  length,  as  undeceived,  they  went  their  way; 
And  we  approach  the  tree,  M^hom  vows  and  tears 
Sue  to  in  vain;  the  mighty  tree!    "Pass  on 
A.nd  come  not  near.     Stands  higher  up  the  wood 
Whereof  Eve  tasted :  and  from  it  was  ta'en 
This  plant."    Such  sound  from  midst  the  thickets  came. 

(Canto  XXIV). 

Again  voices  are  heard  proclaiming  punishments  of  gluttons. 
The  Centaurs,  who,  invited  to  a  wedding  feast,  drank  to  ex- 
cess, and  attempted  to  rape  the  bride  and  the  other  women 
present,  were  overpowered  and  slain  by  Theseus  and  his  men. 
The  Hebrews,  who  bended  their  knees  over  a  flowing  river, 
and  drank  their  fill,  were  by  Gedeon  declared  undesirable  and 
unworthy  of  participating  with  him  in  the  defeat  of  the  Ma- 
dianites,  because  they  showed  a  too  eager  and  sensual  dis- 
position. 

Then  along  the  lonely  path, 
Once  more  at  large,  full  thousand  paces  on 
We  travel'd,  each  contemplative  and  mute. 
"Why  pensive  journey  so  ye  three  alone?" 
Thus  suddenly  a  voice  exclaimed :  whereat 
I  shook,  as  doth  a  scared  and  paltry  beast. 

XXIV. 

When  the  Poet  raised  his  head  to  see  where  the  sound  came 
from,  he  beheld  the  Angel  of  Temperance.  He  was  "bright 
and  glowing  red"  as  glass  or  metal  in  a  furnace.  This  angel 
is  much  like  the  angel  in  the  vision  of  Daniel  (X.  6)  :  the 
Angel  who  came  to  reward  Daniel  for  his  temperance  and  fast- 
ing: "His  body  was  like  chrysolite,  his  eyes  as  a  burning 
lamp,  and  his  arms,  and  all  downward  to  the  feet,  like  glit- 
tering brass."  The  eyes  of  the  Poet  were  so  dazzled  that  he  had 
to  step  behind  his  guides  to  shield  himself  from  that  splendour. 
The  Angel  says:  "If  ye  desire  to  mount,  here  must  ye  turn." 
At  the  same  time,  at  a  flap  of  the  angel's  wings,  something 
like  the  caress  of  a  zephyr  sweeps  across  Dante's  face,  and  a 
fragrance,  as  of  aromatic  herbs  and  flowers,   envelopes  him 
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and  the  sixth  P,  the  mark  of  gluttony,  disappears  from  his  fore- 
head. 

As  when,  to  harbinger  the  dawn,  springs  up 
"    On  freshened  wing  the  air  of  May  and  breathes 
Of  fragrance,  all  impregn'd  with  herb  and  flowers: 
E'en  such  a  wind  I  felt  upon  my  front 
Blow  gently,  and  the  moving  of  a  wing 
Perceived,  that,  moving,  shed  ambrosial  smell; 
And  then  a  voice:    "Blessed  are  they,  whom  grace 
Doth  so  illumine,  that  appetite  in  them 
Exhaleth  no  inordinate  desire, 
Still  hungering  as  the  rule  of  temperance  wills." 

(The  last  lines  of  Canto  XXIV). 


A  FLOWER  OF  YULE 

A    PALLID  Christmas  rose  hung  poised  a-gleam, 
■^  ^      Its  ruddy  stem  damp  with  December's  snow, 

And  charmed  us  with  its  sweet  audacious  glow 
As  'twere  some  lovely  phantom  of  a  dream. 
*'Nay, "  soft  it  said,  ''I  bring  a  thought  supreme! 

I  am  reality.    My  life 's  o  'erflow. 

Its  delicate  quintessence  shining  so. 
Clings  ever  to  the  one  celestial  theme. 

I  sing  the  Jesus-Babe,  the  Virgin-Born, 

Beloved  of  men  and  angels  numberless ! 
Pure  as  my  own  white  petals,  bright  as  morn, 

First  shining  on  the  Syrian  wilderness, 
He  comes.  Who  is  our  Love,  our  Light,  our  All ! 
King  and  Redeemer,  at  Thy  feet  we  fall. 

Caroline  D.  Swan. 


ACCOUNTING    FOR   THE    STAR    OF 
BETHLEHEM 


For  we  have  seen  his  star  in  the  East  and  are  come  to 
adore  him. — Matt.,  II,  2. 

THE  new  star,  Nova  Herculis,  first  observed  by  a  British 
astrononi'er  ages  ag-o  and  seen  by  many  other  observers 
last  December,  is  interesting  not  only  on  its  own  account  but 
also  as  shedding  some  light  on  the  character  of  the  astrono- 
mical phenomenon  referred  to  in  the  Gospel  account  of  the 
journey  to  Bethlehem  of  the  Wise  Men  of  the  East. 

In  the  opinion  of  Dr.  John  E.  Merrill,  curator  of  astronomy 
at  the  Buffalo  Museum  of  Science,  of  several  possible  explana- 
tions, the  phenomenon  known  to  astronomy  as  the  nova  (new) 
or  temporary  star  merits  more  than  passing  attention  in  seek- 
ing to  account  for  the  Star  of  Bethlehem.  In  a  recent  radio 
address  on  this  very  subject  he  said : 

Five  Explanations. 

"There  are  five  explanations  of  the  Star  of  Bethlehem  which 
at  first  thought  seem  possible  in  the  light  of  modern  astron- 
omy, but  of  these  five  I  think  I  can  show  that  all  but  one  would 
be  far-fetched,  and  that  that  one  satisfies  every  known  fact  of 
the  ease.  The  five  possibilities  are:  a  very  bright  fireball,  a 
comet,  a  planet,  one  planet  passing  another  in  the  sky  and  a 
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nova.  Now  it  appears  from  the  Gospel  account  that  the  so- 
called  Star  blazed  out,  then  for  some  reason  disappeared,  and 
returned  to  prominence  after  the  Wise  Men  left  Jerusalem  on 
the  road  to  Bethlehem.  Something  about  this  Star,  its  bril- 
liance or  its  color  or  its  position  relative  to  others,  marked  it 
out  for  the  Magi  positively  enough  so  that  they  were  able  to 
identify  it  again  upon  reappearance.  We  can  sqy,  therefore, 
that  the  Star  certainly  was  not  a  fire-ball  or  meteor,  for  me- 
teors do  not  repeat  themselves — one  blaze  of  fire  and  they  are 
gone  forever. 

"A  comet,  of  course,  may  remain  visible  in  the  heavens 
for  a  considerable  time,  or  since  it  is  but  a  member  of  the 
solar  system  and  therefore  traveling  around  the  sun,  a  comet 
might  be  seen  on  one  side  of  the  sun  ,then  disappear  behind 
it  and  reappear  on  the  other  side.  So  far  it  might  fit  the  story. 
But  we  must  remember  that  the  ancients,  not  knowing  the 
treu  character  of  comets  as  we  do,  regarded  them  as  omens 
of  evil,  and  were  ever  on  the  watch  for  these  unfavorable  par- 
tents.  So  it  seems  fairly  certain  that  if  a  comet  had  appeared 
bright  enough  to  cause  the  Magi  to  take  up  their  long  jour- 
ney to  Jerusalem,  it  should  have  been  observed  by  Herod's 
professional  star-gazers  as  well.  We  may  therefore,  I  think, 
dismiss  the  possibility  of  the  appearance  of  a  comet." 

Planets  in  Conjunction. 

With  respect  to  the  phenomena  of  an  individual  planet  or 
of  planets  in  conjunction,  Dr.  Merrill  pointed  out,  there  was 
a  vast  difference  in  the  astronomical  knowledge  of  the  Wise 
Men  of  the  time  of  Christ  and  that  of  the  aV'Crage  city-dweller 
of  to-day.  The  Magi,  like  most  learned  men  of  their  time,  knew 
the  planets  well,  knew  their  paths  and  the  intervale  at  which 
they  put  in  their  appearance.  The  gleaming  of  a  planet  would 
be  an  expected  event  to  them,  and  would  certainly  not  send 
them  off  on  a  journey  in  search  of  the  Messiah.  In  the  case  of 
the  conjunction  of  two  planets — the  passing  of  one  by  another 
— the  planets  would  be  recognized  as  old  friends  and  the  con- 
junction would  be  in  the  nature  of  a  predictable  event.    "But 
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there  is  nothing  to  indicate  that  the  time  of  appearance  of  the 
star  was  predicted  or  predictable,  and,  furthermore,  a  conjunc- 
tion could  just  as  well  have  been  observed  by  H-erod's  men." 

A  Temporary  Star. 

A  phenomenon  such  as  a  nova  or  temporary  star,  like  the 
Nova  Hercules  now  visible,  would  otfer  a  more  satisfactory 
explanation.  Perhaps  a  dozen  or  twenty  times  a  century 
among  the  tens  of  thousands  of  stars  too  faint  to  be  seen  by  the 
naked  eye  one  flames  into  a  blaze  of  glory  and  becomes  plain- 
ly visible.  A  star  at  such  a  distance  as  Nova  Hercules  would 
at  its  brightest  equal  the  North  Star  or  th-e  stars  in  th€  best 
of  Orion.  Few  novae  continue  as  conspicuous  objects  for  many 
days  and  soon  begin  to  fade. 

"A  dozen  bright  stars  more  or  less,  visible  in  the  sky  to- 
night," Dr.  Merrill  said  in  conclusion,  "would  mean  but  little, 
unfortunately,  to  many  who  dwell  in  town  or  country,  but  to 
the  Wise  Men  of  the  East,  trained  by  years  of  patient  obser- 
vation to  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  visible  stars,  the  ad- 
vent of  •even  one  such  as  Vega,  or  Aldebaran,  or  Capella,  would 
be  an  event  of  outstanding  importance. 

"We  may  think,  perhaps,  of  this  star  fading  to  invisibility 
as  swiftly  as  it  brightened,  then  of  the  Magi  taking  up  their 
journey  to  Jerusalem  to  karn  more  concerning  the  probable 
birthplace  of  the  Messiah  announced.  And  then  we  can  im- 
agine their  joy  when,  leaving  the  outskirts  of  Jerusalem  on 
their  walk  to  Bethlehem,  they  see  again  their  friend  the  nova, 
His  Star,  blazing  in  its  plaoe  among  the  rest.  'And  it  went 
before  them' — but  certainly,  for  all  the  stars  move  westward 
and  Bethlehem  lies  southwest  of  Jerusalem.  And,  of  course, 
having  reached  their  destination  they  did  not  stand  for  hours 
outside  the  door  of  the  inn  to  watch  the  further  course  of  the 
Star ;  for  them  it  simply  'came  and  stood  over  the  place  where 
the  young  child  was.'  Their  interest  thereafter  centered  around 
the  Child." 
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HOLY  NIGHT 


SWEET  smiling  Babe, 
In  the  golden  long  ago, 
On  Mary's  gentle  bosom  laid; 
She  loves  Thee  so! 

Immortal  Love ! 

O'erwhelmed  in  weakest  guise, 
Still  Faith  unfolds  God's  majesty 

In  Thy  deep  eyes. 

Th'e  Star  doth  gleam, 

Though  Bethlehem  holds  not  ruth, 
Yet  in  a  manger  gently  sleeps 

The  Light  and  Truth. 

Pure  night  of  Peace 

That  binds  our  hearts  in  thrall. 
Though  years  in  golden  mist  are  flown. 

We  hear  Thy  call. 

Dream  still,  Sweet  Babe, 

As  on  that  night  of  yore. 
And  year  by  year  embrace  our  hearts 

Forever  more. 

Brother  Reginald,  C.SS.R. 
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held  outdoors.  At  two  o'clock  they  started.  I  think  that  every- 
one will  agree  with  me  that  they  were  the  legal  highlights  of  the 
day's  program.  Novelty  races  provided  much  amusement,  while 
dashes  and  relays  proved  exciting. 

The  field  events  over,  we  invaded  the  gymnasium  to  witness  a 
basketball  game.  Two  competent  teams  vied  with  each  other  to  be 
the  victor.  Amid  the  cheering  of  the  evenly-divided  spectators  the 
game  was  announced  a  tie. 

So  ended  the  annual  field  day  of  1936,  which  has  been  unanimous- 
ly agreed  a  great  success. 

Ruth   Bradley,   IVA. 


Ti,     c  I      in*  ^  most  inspiring  spectacle  was  presented  on  the 

ine  sciiooi  Mass.  (.jgygnth  of  September,  when  the  students  of 
the  College  School  attended  the  school  Mass.  The  Mass  was  cele- 
brated by  Reverend  Father  Dillon,  C.S.B.,  our  spiritual  director, 
and  was  offered  for  the  success  of  the  pupils'  work.  The  Mass,  a 
yearly  event,  most  appropriately  opened  the  activities  of  the  school 
term. 


„       c  I,     ,  T     *  Reverend  Father  Dillon,  C.S.B.,  of  St.  Micli- 

Our  School  Lectures,  ^^j,^  College,  on  Wednesday,  October  the 
twenty-eighth,  opened  a  series  of  lectures  to  be  given  to  the  stu- 
dents of  St.  Joseph's  College  School.  In  his  first  lecture  Father 
Dillon  spoke  of  the  necessity  of  saving  our  souls,  stressing  the  fact 
that  we  are  human  beings  with  a  free  will  and  that  no  matter  how 
much  the  suffering  or  how  many  the  failures  in  this  life,  if  we 
reach  Heaven  when  we  die  our  lives  will  have  been  a  success.  Our 
School  is  indeed  privileged  in  having  Father  Dillon  as  College 
Chaplain. 

Marguerite  Smith,   HID. 


rontc^fs  Congratulations  to  Muriel  and  Lucy  Reuben  on  winning 
*  first  place  and  gold  medals  in  the  two-piano  contests  held 
at  the  Canadian  National  Exhibition  in  August,  and  at  the  Canadian 
Musical  Festival,  London,  Ont.,  in  November.  At  the  Exhibition 
their  number  was  the  Valse  from  the  Arensky  Suite,  Op.  15,  and 
at  London  the  Danse  Macabre  by  Saint-Saens. 


Scholarshins  ^®  tender  sincere  congratulations  to  Miss  Catherine 
P  *  Richard,  who  crowned  a  record  of  five  years'  suc- 
cessful endeavour  at  our  College-School  with  two  scholarships, — 
the  St.  Joseph's  Convent  Alumnae  Scholarship  and  that  of  the 
Knights  of  Columbus.  The  latter  is  open  to  Catholic  girls  of  Honour 
Matriculation  standing,  throughout  the  whole  Province,  so  we  are 
justified  in  feeling  no  slight  degree  of  pride  in  Catherine's  achieve- 
ment. It  is  our  hope  that  her  career  at  University  will  be  inspired 
by  the  same  lofty  ideals  that  animated  her  studies  in  this  school. 


Our  Hike      ^"®  Saturday  early  in  October  we  boarders  received  the 

•     tidings  that  a  picnic  had  been  planned.     At  ten-thirty 

a  bus  called  at  the  convent  and  we  crowded  in  with  many  boxes  and 

baskets  overflowing  with  good  things. 

The  drive  was  pleasant  along  the  country  roads  and  on  the  way 
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to  St.  Joseph's  Farm  we  visited  the  pretty  Shrine  of  the  Little 
P'lower.  The  farm  reached,  a  good  place  for  the  fire  was  selected, 
while  Sister  and  a  few  of  the  girls  climbed  the  hill,  pail  in  hand, 
for  water.  Finally  lunch  was  ready  and  the  hot  dogs,  sandwiches, 
cakes  and  fruit  never  tasted  so  good.  And  the  coffee!  What  fun 
it  was  to  fill  our  cups  from  the  big  bubbling  kettle.  After  lunch- 
ing we  separated  into  groups,  going  through  the  woods,  others 
around  the    farm. 

At   four   o'clock   tho   bus   arrived    to   bring    us    back,    tired   but 
thoroughly  satisfied  with  our  day's  outing. 

A.  M.  Leduc,  IVA. 


THE   NATIVITY. 

One  cold  winter's  night. 

When  all  things  were  still. 

There  shone  a  great  light 
Over  an  eastern  hill. 

'Twas  on  this  winter's   night 

That  Christ  Our  Saviour  was  born, 
Not  in  His  Kingly  might, 

But  in  a  stable  forlorn. 

Three  Kings  who  lived  in  the  west, 
Followed  the  star  many  days; 

Finally  they  all   came   to  rest, 

Adored  Christ  and  sang  His  praise. 

Rita  Gartlan. 


ROSETOWN. 


Rosetown,  situated  in  the  southern  part  of  Saskatchewan,  one 
hundred  miles  south-west  of  Saskatoon,  was  founded  in  1905  and 
derived  its  name  from  one  of  its  earliest  inhabitants,  Mr.  Rose. 
It  has  many  fine,  up-to-date  stores,  two  banks,  a  theatre,  a  skating 
rink,  tennis  courts,  a  golf  course  and  a  park.  Two  railroads  go 
through  the  town.  There  are  three  schools,  the  Convent,  the  Pub- 
lic School  and  the  Public  High  School.  Adjacent  to  the  Convent 
is  the  Municipal  Hospital. 

The  town  has  few  trees,  and  the  climate  is  changeable.  In  the 
morning  the  world  may  be  bright  and  sunny;  and  in  the  evening 
the  town  may  be  the  centre  of  a  raging  blizzard,  a  terrific  dust 
storm,  or  a  breath-taking  thunder  shower.  The  summer  days  are 
hot,  and  the  thermometer  often  creeps  past  one  hundred  degrees 
in  the  shade.  In  the  winter  (I  shudder  to  think  of  it)  the  ther- 
mometer will  drop  to  sixty  below  zero.  One  accustomed  to  trees 
and  lakes  might  find  the  prairies  barren  and  void  of  beauty;  but 
to  us,  Rosetown  is  "Home,  Sweet  Home." 

Mildred  Ogle,  Grade  XI,  S.J.C.,  Rosetown. 
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MISSING  THE  TRAIN. 

"Oh,  hurry,  hurry!  I  know  we  will  be  late,"  wailed  Nancy,  as 
she  tugged  at  her  hat  with  one  hand  and  buttoned  her  coat  with 
the  other.  Her  sister,  Claire,  was  distractedly  looking  for  a  miss- 
ing glove.     At  last,  she  pounced  on  it,  and  they  hurried  away. 

The  Felton  girls  lived  in  a  small  town  some  distance  from  the 
city,  where  they  worked.  Every  morning  on  Monday  they  rode 
to  the  city  on  the  8  o'clock  train  and  returned  on  Friday  after- 
noon. 

That  night,  Mr.  Felton  sat  down  with  the  newspaper  for  a  well- 
earned  rest.     The  head-lines  leaped  at  him  like  a  blow  in  the  face! 

"Great  train  wreck  near  L ,"  and  in  smaller  print,  "8  a.m.  train 

from   town   of   G to   L City   wrecked.      Many    passengers 

killed  and  injured!" 

In  a  room  in  a  boarding-house  of  the  city  two  horror-filled  girls 
stared,  white-faced,  at  each  other  and  at  a  paper  before  them. 
"We  had  better  telegraph  home,"  said  one.  The  other  nodded 
dumbly;  she  was  almost  paralysed  by  the  thought  of  what  a  narrow 
margin  had  separated  them  from  disaster. 

And  so  it  was  that  joy  was  brought  again  to  a  stricken  house- 
hold by  an  unsuspecting  telegraph  boy,  bearing  a  telegram  which 
read:  "Both  safe  STOP  Missed  train  this  morning  STOP  Claire 
and  Nancy.  Mary  Kelly,  IIIB. 


KNITTING. 


Knitting  being  one  of  my  favorite  pastimes,  I  often  wonder 
why  more  people  do  not  adopt  it  as  a  means  of  enjoyment.  I  always 
have  a  feeling  of  satisfaction  as  I  cast  off  stitches  at  the  end  of 
a  sweater,  or  a  scarf  or  even  socks,  and  I  feel  that  feeling  all 
over  again  when  I  wear  my  new  piece  of  knitting  for  the  first 
time. 

Just  in  case  some  of  the  readers  of  this  article  envy  my  being 
able  to  knit,  I  would  suggest  that  you  take  a  pair  of,  say  size  9 
needles,  cast  on  about  50  stitches,  then,  knit  21,  purl  2  for  about 
10  rows,  or  maybe  20  rows,  perhaps  it  would  be  better  to  knit  4 
and  purl  2;  or — Oh!  what  is  the  difference.  If  you  don't  knit, 
you  won't  bother  reading  this  and  if  you  do  knit,  you  probably 
know  how  to  make  much  more  than  a  hat. 

Louise  Kane.   IIIB. 


CALLING  ALL  POETS. 

This  morning  in  the  class-room, 
When  things  were  looking  bright, 
"The  Lilies"  will  be  published  soon. 
And,  poetry,  you  must  write." 
These  were  Sister's  words  to  us. 
And  no  one  dared  to  make  a  fuss. 
But,  bravely  attempted  the  difficult  task 
Of  writing  poetry,  as  we  were  asked. 
But  now,  the  period  bell  has  rung. 
So,  I  shall  consider  my  work  as  done. 

Lois  Brennan,  IIA. 
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MY  FIRST  VISIT  TO  A  HAIRDRESSER. 

On  a  warm  day  several  years  ago  I  made  my  first  visit  to  the 
hairdressers. 

On  arriving,  the  operator  showed  me  into  one  of  the  eight  little 
alcoves  around  a  large  room.  The  other  occupied  booths  had  cur- 
tains drawn  across  the  front  of  them.  I  trembled  as  I  caught  a 
glimpse  of  a  woman  with  her  hair  in  iron  clips  attached  by  wires 
to  a  large  machine.     Tremblingly  I  removed  my  hat  and  sat  down. 

Then  began  the  process  of  finger-waving  lasting  about  thirty 
minutes.  The  mirror  then  reflected  a  perfect  wave  and  I  was  about 
to  leave  when  I  was  informed  that  my  hair  was  not  yet  dried.  Re- 
luctantly I  sat  down  while  the  attendant  wheeled  a  large  barrel-shap- 
ed affair  over  to  me.  A  net  was  put  over  my  hair  and  then  my 
head  was  placed  in  this  contraption  and  the  switch  turned  on. 
Surely  my  beautiful  hair  wave  would  be  blown  apart!  I  resisted 
the  temptation  to  withdraw  my  head.  Twenty  minutes  passed,  my 
ears  got  hotter  and  hotter.  My  head  must  be  on  fire!  I  screamed 
for  help.  The  employees  all  came  running  to  my  aid.  I  was  as- 
sured that  there  was  no  damage  done  and  with  the  switch  turned 
lower  I  tried  to  be  at  ease.  Fifteen  minutes  later  the  operator 
removed  the  dryer,  took  the  net  off  and  combed  my  hair.  Yes,  it 
was  worth  the  painful  anxiety  I  had  suffered  for  I  had  a  beautiful 
coiffure.  Audrey  Dyer,  IIIB. 


WAITING    FOR  THE    EXAMINATION. 

Who  has  not  endured  the  unbearable  suspense  of  a  pre-examin- 
ation  period?  "Exam,  fright"  is,  as  far  as  I  know,  as  knee-knock- 
ing a  business  as  stage  fright  or  "mike"  fright,  and  very  often  the 
results  are  equally  disastrous.  Perhaps  in  later  life  we  shall  look 
upon  "exam,  fright"  as  a  most  trivial  matter,  but  now  it  seems  to 
bo  the  only  possible  reaction  for  such  an  ordeal.  What  would  we 
not  give  to  end  this  suspense?  The  bell  clamours  for  action,  and 
with  one  last,  longing  look  at  the  book  and  a  few  preliminary 
shivers,  the  waiting  is  ended.     The  exam,  has  begun! 

Kathleen  Lawrence,  III. 


THE  SPOT  FOR  ME. 

Where  the  grass  is  a  pretty,  bright  green. 
Where  my  eyes  are  dazzled  by  tho  lake's  sheen. 
Where  the  sun  on  the  water  beam, 
Oh!  that's  the  spot  for  me! 

Where  sail  the  boats  on  the  bay. 
Where  cuts  the  farmer  his  hay, 
Where  I  was  wont  to  play. 

Oh!    that's  the  spot  for  me! 

Where  the  branches  of  the  trees  crack. 
Where  still  stands  the  little  board  shack, 
To  my  homeland,  O  carry  me  back, 
Oh!  that's  the  spot  for  me! 

Marion  Horgan,  IIA. 
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AXCIEXT  RELICS. 

I  visited  the  Royal  Ontario  Museum  to  see  the  ancient  articles 
mentioned  in  my  Ancient  History. 

On  the  second  floor  I  entered  a  room,  lined  with  flat  stones  on 
which  were  hieroglyphics,  the  picture-writing  of  the  ancient  Egyp- 
tians. 

In  another  room  I  saw  in  a  glass  case,  Babylonian  writing  tab- 
lets of  the  third  dynasty,  a  stone  from  the  palace  of  Nebuchad- 
nezzar, a  Sumerian  inscription  of  the  time  of  Sargon  II,  a  Baby- 
lonian cone  which  had  belonged  to  Hammurapi,  and  a  school-boy's 
exercise  written  in  cuneiform.  In  the  same  room  was  a  beautifully 
carved  wooden  bed  belonging  to  the  Egyptians,  while  nearby  was 
a  statuette  of  Oriris,  god  of  sunlight. 

Then  the  mummies!  There  was  one  of  a  young  girl  named 
Hatasis,  who  had  lived  in  the  7th  century  B.C.  She  was  lying  in  an 
elaborately  coloured  case,  on  the  side  of  which  was  carved  a  card 
giving  information  about  the  ancient  methods  of  preserving  the 
dead.  Mummification  began  about  1500  B.C.  To  the  left  of  this 
mummy  was  the  grave  of  a  prehistoric  man.  He  was  lying  in  a 
contracted  position  and  his  possessions  were  placed  all  around  him. 

Representing  the  Bronze  Age  were  bronze  axe  and  hammer- 
heads, jewellery,  and  implements  of  war  and  peace,  and  for  the 
stone  age  stone  axe  and  spear-heads,  daggers,  hammers,  knives, 
scrapers,  and  bracelets. 

I  am  glad  I  live  in  the  20th  century. 

Marguerite  Sweeney,  IVA. 


FIELD  DAY. 


In  olden  days  the  Greeks  and  Spartans,  with  their  neighbours, 
held  the  Olympian  Games.  There,  by  running  races,  throwing  the 
disc,  and  performing  other  feats  of  strength,  laurels  were  won.  So, 
in  our  time,  we  have  Field  Day.  Schoolgirls  compete  in  race  and 
games  in  order  to  win  honours  for  their  form. 

Field  Day  at  St.  Joseph's  is  always  a  day  of  great  interest,  and, 
although  this  year  Field  Day  dawned  damp  and  rainy,  this  did 
not  dampen  our  ardour.  Soon,  artistically  decorated  booths  ap- 
peared, and  the  main  floor  of  the  school  became  a  fairyland  of 
colour.  Everything  was  hustle  and  bustle;  and  pop,  hot  dogs,  candy 
and  other  eatables  disappeared  as  if  by  magic.  It  was  not  long 
before  the  booths  were  sold  out,  and  Mr.  Sun  had  decided  to  come 
out  and  the  races  were  held  outdoors.  The  merry  sunshine,  how- 
ever, was  no  match  for  the  basketball  game,  and  the  crowd  soon 
filled  the  gymnasium.  The  basket-ball  players  received  applause — 
the  score  being  twelve — twelve. 

Field  Day  is  the  day  when  old  friendships  are  strengthened; 
when  new  friendships  are  formed.  Gay  groups  wander  about, 
cheerfully  chatting  and  laughing.  When  we  are  wrinkled  and  gray, 
sitting  in  front  of  the  cozy  fire,  with  a  shawl  around  our  stooping 
shoulders,  we  will  remember  the  happy  times  we  spent  at  good  old 
St.  Joseph's  and,  in  particular.  Field  Day,  when  we  spent  such 
happy  hours  together. 

Naomi  Smith,  Commercial. 
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WEEDS. 

The  woods  are  full  of  weeds,  daisies,  buttercups,  violets  and 
others  fill  the  glens  and  valleys,  lifting  their  heads  and  ranking 
themselves  as  the  pride  of  the  woods. 

Some  weeds,  like  people,  are  harmless,  but  their  hearts  are  filled 
with  vain  pride.  And  some,  such  as  horsetail  and  lamb's  quarter, 
are  very  harmful. 

The  weeds  suck  out  the  moisture  and  plant  food  from  the  soil 
for  themselves  and  thus  starve  and  crowd  out  useful  plants  and 
crops. 

Not  only  are  they  injurious  to  the  soil  and  crops,  but  also  to 
stock.  If  a  cow  chanced  to  eat  a  poisonous  weed,  such  as  horsetail 
or  water-hemlock,  it  would  die.  Sometimes  tainted  milk  is  the  re- 
sult of  cows  eating  weeds.  Mary  Pocius,  Senior  Fourth. 


THE  REWARD. 


Peter  Donnelly  had  not  missed  going  to  Holy  Mass  on  Christmas 
Day  in  all  the  years  I  had  known  him.  That  was  no  mean  feat 
when  one  considers  that  it  meant  a  thirty-mile  drive  in  an  open 
sleigh  and  the  temperature  so  low  that  it  would  have  daunted  any- 
one but  Peter.  He  would  merely  shake  his  head,  however,  and 
say,  "Sure,  it's  not  often  I  can  get  to  see  Mary's  Son,  and  it's  not 
much  love  I'd  be  showing  if  I  didn't  go  to  see  Him  on  His  own 
Birthday."  I  liked  that  and  it  gave  me  a  great  respect  for  Catholics 
in  general  and  Peter  in  particular,  although  at  that  time  I  did  not 
understand  what  it  was  all  about,  as  I  do  now — Deo  Gratias. 

It  was  chance  and  a  raging  blizzard  that  drove  me  into  the 
lumber  camp  that  Christmas  eve,  for  I  was  in  hope  of  spending 
Christmas  at  home.  There  I  first  learned  of  the  accident.  Don- 
nelly had  been  scouting  in  the  woods  when  a  falling  tree  had 
caught  and  pinned  him  to  the  earth,  and  hours  later  when  the  search- 
ers found  him  he  was  already  beyond  aid.  '"He  may  live  until 
morning,"  the  doctor  said,  conducting  me  to  the  infirmary  cabin 
and  added  that  if  I  cared  to  stay  watch  he  would  catch  some 
sleep.  I  could  only  nod  and  he  went  out  and  left  me.  I  sat 
down  and  stared  stupidly  at  the  unconscious  figure  on  the  bed. 
Surely  this  could  not  be  my  old  friend!  One  simply  did  not  think 
of  death  in  connection  with  rugged  Peter. 

The  night  dragged  on.  I  listened  to  the  noises  without,  I 
watched  the  dancing  candlelight  within,  and  the  still  figure  made 
neither  move  nor  change.  The  doctor  had  said  he  might  recover 
consciousness  at  midnight,  but  as  the  hour  approached,  however,  I 
lost  hope.  He  would  leave  on  that  last  journey  without  ever  know- 
ing I  had  come.  I  dropped  on  my  knees  and  buried  my  head  in 
my  arms.  Somewhere  a  bell  rang  and  then  I  remembeired.  It  was 
Christmas!  and  for  the  first  time  Peter  would  not  go  to  wish  his 
Saviour  a  happy  birthday. 

The  door  behind  me  opened  and  I  turned  to  see  a  stranger 
there.  He  was  covered  with  snow  and  I  gaped  at  him,  wondering 
how  and  why  he  had  come  through  the  storm.  He  smiled  at  me 
and  I  felt  a  sudden  lifting  of  my  heart  as  he  approached  Peter. 
All  the  light  in  the  room  followed  him  and  centered  round  the  bed 
as  he  bent  over  it.      Peter's  eyes  flew  open  in  glad  recognition,  and 
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his  lips  moved.      "My  Lord   and   my  God!"    I   bowed   my   head   in 
recognition  of  a  Supreme  Being. 

When  I  looked  again  the  light  had  gone  and  Peter  was  lying 
very  still,  a  smilei  on  his  face.  He  had  had  no  cause  for  fear.  He 
had  not  been  able  to  go  to  Mary's  Son,  so  Mary's  Son  had  come 
to  Peter.  Rose  Welsh,  Commercial. 


A    CHRISTMAS    DREAM. 

It  was  a  winter  night — clear  sky,  cool  air,  brilliant  stars  and  a 
full  moon.  Outside  the  soft  snow  looked  like  an  ermine  cape  which 
had  been  thrown  over  the  earth.  The  stillness  was  broken  only  by 
the  chiming  of  a  clock  in  the  distance.  Slowly  my  head  began  to 
nod  and — I  was  in  the  land  of  dreams. 

Over  the  desert  sands  I  rode  with  the  three  wise  kings,  follow- 
ing the  star  which  was  to  lead  us  to  the  Saviour  at  Bethlehem. 
There  we  found  Him,  lying  in  a  manger  with  Mary,  His  Mother, 
and  Joseph.  The  three  wise  kings  offered  their  gold,  frankincense 
and  myrrh,  but  I  had  nought  to  offer  but  my  adoration  and  love. 
Mary  motioned  to  me  to  pick  up  the  Child  and  hold  Him  in  my 
arms,  I  bent  over  the  crib  .   .   . 

Joyous  shouts  rang  in  my  ears.  It  was  Christmas  morn  and  I 
had  awakened.  I  was  sorry  to  have  awakened  at  the  very  minute 
I  was  about  to  hold  the  Infant  in  my  arms,  but  what  joy  when  I 
remembered  that  I  was  to  receive  Him  in  my  heart  that  very 
morning.  Claire  Meunier,  IVA. 
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MY  ALLOWANCE. 

An  allowance  is  something  that  cannot  be  stretched.  Each  week 
a  specified  amount  of  money  is  given  to  me,  and  each  week  some 
new  expense  crops  up.  A  birthday  comes,  my  funds  are  low,  and 
i"  is  necessary  to  borrow.  Then  there  is  a  movie,  which  I  must  see. 
One  day  I  find  that  my  books  areoverdue  at  the  library  and  I  must 
pay  a  fine.  At  the  basketball  games,  I  cannot  resist  buying  a 
"reivel,"  even  though  it  means  sacrificing  something  at  lunch  next 
day,  because  I  have  a  particular  yearning  for  chocolate-coated 
ic-cream.  At  Christmas  time,  presents  must  be  purchased  for 
countless  friends  and  relatives.  To  me  it  is  a  hopeless  task  to 
accumulate  so-called  wealth;  but  may  be  my  allowance  will  be 
increased  in  the  near  future.  Margaret  Mooney,  III. 


INTO    SENIOR    FOURTH. 

My  classroom  is  a  bright,  pleasant  room.  From  the  ceiling  hang 
four  groups  of  lights.  All  day  the  sun  shines  in  at  least  one  of  the 
eight  windows.  We  have  plants  on  the  window  and  a  bookcase  at 
the  back  of  the  room.  On  the  front  board  there  is  an  honour  roll 
printed  in  beautiful  colours  and  oh,  how  we  hope  to  see  our  names 
on  it  Monday  morning!  We  have  pictures  of  saints  and  of  scenes 
above  the  blackboards.  A  statue  of  St.  Joseph  holding  Our  Lord 
in  his  fatherly  arms  in  the  front  of  the  room. 

There  are  thirty-seven  girls  in  our  class  and  their  ages  vary 
from  ten  to  fourteen.  Our  teacher  has  given  us  a  few  charges, 
such  as  cleaning  the  boards,  opening  windows,  watering  plants  and 
taking  charge  of  the  library,  to  train  us  to  be  useful  home-makers. 
Some  days,  when  we  are  all  present,  Sister  reads  us  an  interesting 
story.  On  Wednesday,  we  have  Physical  Training  and  French.  On 
Friday,  we  have  Art.  C.  A.  Dyer,  Sr.  IV. 


THE  HIGHWAY  OF  TIME. 

I  peered  down  the  boulevard  of  years  gone  by. 
With  a  heavy  and  a  troubled  heart, 
And  from  my  lips  escaped   a   sigh. 
For  I  had  not  done  my  part. 

And  then  into  the  Avenue  of  years  to  come. 
Like  a  crystal  I  held  in  my  hand 
I  gazed;   and  I  felt  that  here  was  some 
Fearful,  unknown  land. 

So  back  in  the  Path  of  the  Present  I  stood 
And  I  knew  all  was  right  and  well; 
To-day  is  the  time  that  I  must  do  good; 
To-day  is  the  time  that  will   tell. 

And  so  on  the  Highway  of  Time  I  stand 
The  Future,  the  Present,  the  Past, 
And  as  each  duty  comes.  I  will  take  it  in  hand 
Hoping  for  peace  at  last. 

Eileen  Whyte. 
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HALLOWE'EN  REVELRY. 

The  crispy  autumn  weather  made  everyone  feel  in  the  humour 
for  a  lark.  A  procession  shrouded  in  sheets,  each  carrying  a  skele- 
ton head  lantern  in  one  hand,  made  a  weird  spectacle  winding  in 
and  out  of  the  trees.  The  clanking  of  chains  and  repetition  of 
chants  added  to  the  ghostly  effect  as  all  proceeded  to  the  barn. 

The  barn  made  a  delightful  setting  for  a  Hallowe'en  frolic. 
When  we  were  first  conducted  into  it  no  glimmer  of  light  was  to 
be  seen.  On  the  walls  glowed  pictures  of  goblins,  witches  and 
cats  executed  in  phosphorescent.  Pumpkins  lighted  with  candles 
were  wired  in  gratduated  rows  from  brooms  which  hung  lengthwise 
from  the  ceiling  with  a  picturesque  effect.  Uncanny  looking  hats 
soared  among  the  brooms.  As  we  gambolled  about  our  figures  cast 
weird  shadows  on  the  walls. 

Bales  of  straw  in  the  loft  concealed  nuts,  for  which  the  players 
searched  between  the  games. 

All  these  Hallowe'en  customs  were  relics  of  paganism,  and 
Hallowe'en  diversions  of  to-day  originated  centuries  ago  when  the 
Druids  celebrated  their  harvest  festival  and  strange  ceremonies  were 
performed. 

Mary  Foy,  IVA. 


RIDING   A   HOBBY. 

A  hobby  is  not  only  a  means  of  passing  away  weary  hours, 
but  is  also  a  genuinely  educational  employment  of  time.  Great 
men  do  not  scorn  hobbies.  President  Roosevelt  is  an  ardent  col- 
lector of  stamps.  The  late  King  George  V  had  a  famous  philatelic 
collection.  A  young  boy  who  loves  to  tinker  with  an  alarm  clock 
may  be  tinkering  his  way  to  be  a  future  Edison.  Flowers  make  an 
interesting  hobby.  By  patient  cultivation  we  may  succeed  in  turn- 
ing out  a  paradise  of  bloom  at  very  little  expense. 

Many  fascinating  hobbies  take  the  form  of  collecting  and  range 
from  stones  to  recipes. 

Rose  Mary  La  Prairie,  IIL 


OCTOBER. 


The  month  of  the  Holy  Rosary 

Is  drawing  to  a  close; 
Come  all,  around  our  Mother  Queen 

Let  us  place  an  Ave  Rose. 

How  can  we  now  deprive  her 

With  the  Rosary  month  near  through 

Of  the  little  Golden  Aves  that  she  begs 
"I  wish  from  you." 

Now  lead  us  to  our  Mother 

Afore  this  month  speeds  by. 
Let  us  beg  with  fervent  Aves 

Her  presence,  when  we  die. 

Anne   Payne,   HL 
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SIGNS  SOLVE  THE  PRORLEM. 

This  morning  I  was  asked  what  method  I  used  to  make  myself 
understood  by  my  English-speaking  companions.  At  the  beginning 
of  the  school  term  I  asked  a  friend  who  spoke  both  French  and 
English  fluently  to  be  my  interpreter.  She  proved  useful.  Now 
I  have  learned  several  words  and  expressions,  so  I  feel  brave 
enough  to  venture  to  speak  for  myself. 

I  find  it  a  different  problem  when  it  is  my  turn  to  be  listener; 
often  they  speak  too  quickly  and  I  misunderstand.  At  this  point 
I  wave  my  hands  violently  in  the  air  and  beseech  them  to  speak 
more  slowly.  Some  day  I  hope  to  master  this  difficult  English  lan- 
guage. In  the  meantime  I  shall  hold  fast  to  making  signs.  This 
mode  of  expression  never  fails  to  make  me  feel  confident  that  I 
am   understood   and   it  serves   as   a   real   source  of   amusement   for 

*'*^^^^-  (Translated  from  the  French). 

Germaine    Giasson. 


OUR  RINK. 


It  was  only  a  few  degrees  above  zero  and  the  earth  was  veiled 
with  a  powdery  whiteness — Nature  was  being  lulled  to  her  winter 
sleep. 

The  boys  of  St.  Joseph's  School  were  happy  and  applied  with 
right  good  will  their  muscular  energy  in  erecting  the  enclosure 
for  the   rinks. 

The  first  task  was  to  set  the  boards  in  their  proper  order  around 
the  prepared  field.  A  sharp  pick  helped  to  hack  the  frozen  earth 
into  a  narrow  groove  in  which  the  boards  were  set.  Turns  were 
taken  and  each  one  found  that  wielding  the  pick  was  more  fun 
than  pushing  the  pencil.  Between  each  board  a  post  was  erected  and 
all  then  firmly  fastened  by  stout  wire. 

It  was  no  easy  task,  but  we  enjoyed  it  more  than  studying  about 
King  Henry  VIII  or  the  Black  Prince.  Then,  too,  we  had  the 
satisfaction  of  knowing  that  no  matter  how  quickly  jolly  King 
Winter  mustered  his  forces  we  were  prepared. 

Anton  Bott,  X.,  S.J.C,  Winnipeg. 


OUR  CHAPEL. 


There  are  many  rooms  in  Saint  Joseph's, 

I  like  them,  one  and  all, 
The  class-rooms,  library  and  gym, 

Cafeteria  and   study-hall. 

Of  all   the  places   dear  to   me 

I   like  the   Chapel   best. 
Its   silence,    peace   and   solitude 

Invite  to  prayer  and  rest. 

Kneeling  there  before  God's  throne 

From  earthly  care  apart. 
The  world  dies,  and  holy  peace 

Steals  softly  in  my  heart. 

Barbara  Hickey,  Commercial. 
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CONGRATULATIONS. 

At  the  Canadian  Musical  Festival,  held  in  London,  Ont.,  Muriel 
and  Lucy  Reuben  won  first  place  in  the  two-piano  contest,  playing 
the  Saint-Saens  Danse  Macabre,  and  received  the  gold  medals  and 
Certificate  of  Merit.  They  also  were  the  gold  medalists  at  the 
Canadian  National  Exhibition  in  August  this  year,  winning  first 
place  for  their  playing  of  the  Valse  from  the  Arensky  Suite  Op.  15. 

Miss  Muriel   Reuben  received   her  A.T.C.M.   Teachers'   Diploma, 

Miss  Muriel  Reuben  received  her  A.T.C.M.  Teachers'  Diploma, 

and   Miss    Marjorie   Pearce    the    Solo    Performers'    Diploma   at   the 

Toronto    Conservatory    of   Music    Graduation,    held    in    Convocation 

Hall,  Oct.  19. 

Sincere  congratulations,  Muriel  and  Lucy  and  Marjorie!  We 
are  proud  of  you! 


OUR  LADY. 


Our  Lady  is  an  immaculate  ray. 

Shining  along  our  tedious  way. 

She  brightens  our  path  where  e'er  we  may  roam. 

And  helps   us,   lovingly,   to   our   heavenly  home. 

She  smiles  on  us  from  Her  stately  throne. 

And  begs  Her  Son  to  aid  our  moan. 

But  God,  so  wise,  knows  what  is  best. 

For  the  troubles  He  sends  us  are  only  for  test. 

Will  we  be  able  to  bear  our  trials. 

As  we  wearily  trudge  on  the  last  few  miles. 

Will  we,  with  a  smile,  face  our  King, 

With  all  our  accounts,  humble  to  bring; 

To  do  these  things,  to  pray,  we  must, 

So  let  us  in  Our  Lady  trust. 

Joan  Duffy. 


We  appreciate  the  quantity  of  interesting  and  varied  literary 
matter  forwarded  to  our  office,  especially  by  the  College  School. 
Limited  space,  unfortunately,  prevents  us  from  publishing  all 
worthy  work  received. 

SPECIAL  MENTION:  College — Margaret  Fyfe,  '40;  Margaret 
Temple,  '40. 

COLLEGE  SCHOOL — M.  Joyce  Field,  Margaret  Brown,  Kathleen 
McNamara,  Alice  Thompson,  Florence  McNamara,  M.  Field;  WINNI- 
PEG— St.  Joseph's,  Anna  Strassel,  Vincent  McGavock;  St.  Alphonsus', 
Helen  Webb;  ROSETOWN — Bernadette  Finucane,  Ellen  McBride; 
SCARBORO — Francis  Hughes,  Bonnie  Bell,  Ruth  Maclennan,  Lexie 
Jones,  Jewel  Bell,  Mary  Hughes. 
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Dalton  Bros./ Ltd. 

11  Front  St.  E.,  Toronto 

Blenders  of  Fine  Teas  and 
Coflfee. 


Also  Manufacturers  of  Jelly  Pow- 
der, Baking  Powder  and  Extracts. 


4.-.,,- 


a 

i. 


NOW  FOUR 


"T 


"DinO"  WORKBOOKS 

FOR  CATHOLIC  SCHOOLS 

Edited    by    specialists    with    national 

reputations    in    the    teaching 

of  Religion. 

TITLES 

PRAYING    THE    MASS 

THE     COMMANDMENTS     OF     GOD 

AND   THE   CHURCH 

THE   LIFE    OF   CHRIST 

PREPARATION     FOR     THE     FIRST 

HOLY    COMMUNION 

Per    Copy,    Postpaid,    $1.95. 

Our    New   Booklet    "Emancipating    The 
Teacher"  mailed  gratis  on  request. 

MOVER   SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

LIMITED 

CANADA'S     SCHOOL    FURNISHERS 

Since  1884 

106-108  YORK   STREET, 

TORONTO  2  -  ONTARIO 

Winnipeg,  Saskatoon,  Edmonton, 

Moncton  | 
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Compliments  of 

Canada  Packers  Ltd. 

Manufacturers  of 

DOMESTIC  SHORTENING 

MAPLE  LEAF  BACON 
DATED 

To  ensure  freshness. 
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Where  You  Find  j 

SOLEX  LAMPS  ! 


A.I7 

Buy  With  Confidence 

Telephone  EL.  2331 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OUR   ADVERTISERS 


THE    ARTIST'S    CHOICE 

A  concert  artist  exercises  the  greatest  care  in  choosing 
a  piano.  The  instrument  must  have  a  flawless  tone, 
its  action  must  be  light,  instantly  responsive  and  power- 
ful. The  fact  that  in  Canada  more  concert  artists  play 
Heintzmans  is  a  tribute  to  Heintzman  genius. 

Visit  the  Heintzman  showrooms.  Inspect  the  new  mo- 
dels :  the  miniature  grand,  the  miniature  upright  and  the 
new  vertical  grand — the  "Chateau."  Uprights  are  priced 
as  low  as  $425;  the  "Chateau"  at  $495,  and  grands  as 
low  as  $995. 

Heintzman  &  Co.  sheet  music  department  can  supply 
all  your  requirements  for  music. 


HEINTZMAN  &  CO. 

195  YONGE  ST.  -  TORONTO 
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SUPERIOR  OPTICAL  CO. 

vrill  give  a  discount  of 

25% 

on  all  prescriptions  brought  to  us  by  any  person  who  subscribes  to  this 
Journal;  or,  to  any  teacher  or  principal. 

We  make  glasses  only  from  a  prescription  by  an  oculist  physician. 
Come  in  and  consult  us. 

SUPERIOR  OPTICAL  CO. 

Toronto,   Ont. 
KI.    2116 


20  Bloor  Street  West 

Phones:    KI.    0963 


Klngsdale  9311 

DR.  J.  RYAN 

DENTIST 

86  BLOOR  STREET  WEST 

Physicians    and    Surgeons 

Building. 


Dr.  Harold  J.  Murphy 

DENTIST 


Room  41, 
2    Bloor    Street   East,    Toronto. 

Phone  Klngsdale  9265 


— ■ "-t 


J.  J.  O'CONNOR,  D.O, 

OSTEOPATHIC  PHYSICIAN 

Kent  Building 
1 56  Yonge  St.,  Toronto. 


"LEASE  PATRONIZE  CUB  ADVERTISERS 
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Famed  for  Flavor 

Wonder  Bread 

AND 

HOSTESS  CAKES 

MADE  BY 

IDEAL  BREAD  CO.  LTD, 

183-193  Dovercourt  Rd. 
Phone  Lombard    1192-1193 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

HALL'S  PURE  MILK  DAIRY 

"Quality  is  the  secret  of  our  success" 


194  CHRISTIE  ST., 
Me.  1192  -  1193    1194 


3353  YONGE  ST., 
Hu.  3981. 


I  DR.  H.  H.  HALLORAN 

!  DENTIST 

1  MEDICAL   ARTS    BUILDING 
I  Bloor  and  St.  George  St. 

j  Kingsdale  3213 


Kingsdale  4930 

DR.  JACK  C.  EGAN 

DENTIST 


I  2  Bloor  Street  West 

PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OXJR   ADVERTISERS 
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Phone:  Adelaide  8171,  8172,  8173 

Hughes,  Agar  & 
Thompson 

Barristers,  Solicitors,  Etc. 

357   BAY  STREET 
TORONTO 


Frank  J.   Hughes,  K.C. 
Thomas  J.  Agar,  K.C. 
J.  W.  Thompson. 
J.  L.  G.  Keogh. 
J.  F.  McGarry. 
J.  H.  Amye. 


Public  Confidence 

in  the  Capital  Trust  Cor- 
poration is  a  reflection  of 
the  stability  whch  has  mark- 
ed its  administration  of 
trusts  for  over  twenty-two 
years. 


CAPITAL  TRUST 

CORPORATION  LIMITBD 

Montreal.  Ottawa  Toronto      | 

I 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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S'unnpsibt     ....     Toronto,  ©nt. 


CONDUCTED   BY 


THE   SISTERS   OF   ST.   JOSEPH 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OUR   ADVERTISERS 
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!  THE  CANADA  PAINT  CO. 

LIMITED 
1  Leslie  Street,  Toronto 


Manufacturers  of 

CANADA  PAINT 

LUXOR  SUPREME  FINISHES 

LUXOR  CLEAR  GLOSS 

SANITONE  FLAT  WALL  PAINT 

SUNGLOW  VELVET  FINISH 

GENUINE  ELEPHANT  WHITE  LEAD 


"Qualitv  in  evenj  dnjpf 


I 
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Compliments  of 


Swift  Canadian  Co. 


Liiiiited 


Makers  of  the  famous 
SWIFTS  PREMIUM 
HAM  AND  BACON 


FINER  BECAUSE  THEY'RE 
OVENIZED! 


Mother  Parker's 
TEA 

Sold  By  All  Grocers 


ORANGE  PEKOE 
30c  per   J^lb 

YELLOW  LABEL 
25c  per   %lb 


HIGGINS  &  BURKE 

LIMTED 

33  Front  St.  E.,  Toronto 

STAFFORD   HIGGINS.   Pres. 


^.      * . 

PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


-— —• * 


ST.    JOSEPH  LILIES  XIX. 


JOHN  J.  FEE 


♦ 


Wholesale 

BUTTER  and  EGGS 


ig^^iSSKRSbi^ 


8358 


I      jvyriii  J.  fEjIL      i 


$  Special  Attention  to  Table  Butter            | 

I  and  New  Laid  Eggs                        I 

t  * 

t  * 

*  X 


I  64  FRONT  STREET  EAST  I 

$  Toronto,  Ontario 


-  * 

Telephone  :  ELgin  8357  | 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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Parkes,  McVittie 
&  Shaw 

General  Insurance  Brokers 


Representing:  — 

Royal  Insurance  Co.  Ltd. 
Motor  Union  Ins.  Co.  Ltd. 
Continental   Insurance   Co. 
Home  Fire  &  Marine  Ins.  Co. 
Alliance  Insurance   Co. 
Prudential  Assurance  Co.  Ltd. 


GEORGE  CALVERT 

I  •  City   Agent 

I  4  RICHMOND  E,.  TORONTO 

i       Phone   EL   8191. 


L 


Residence:   La.  2974. 


Murphy,  Love,  Hamilton 
&  Bascom 

INSURANCE 


DOMINION    BANK    BUILDING 

King    and    Yonge    Streets 
Toronto. 


i       j. ^ 


"^ 


<Z^a 


tetu,  th 


e  watchword  — 
conservative  management, 
the  guiding  principle  ....  for  118  years. 

BANK  OF  MONTREAL 

Established  1817 
TOTAL     ASSETS     IN     EXCESS     OP      $750,000,000 


I 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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CLASS    PINS 

.  .  .  MEDALS  ...  and  School 
Insignia  of  every  description 

WRITE  FOR  BOOKLETS 

"College  and  School  Insignia" 
"Medals,  Cups  and  Shields" 

BIRKS-ELLIS-RYRIE 

LIMITED 
DIAMOND      MERCHANTS 

Yonge  and  Temperance  Streets,      TORONTO 


DR.  PORTER 


DENTIST 


A 


CORNER 
Mississauga   and   West   St.. 
ORILLIA        :        ONTARIO 


Compliments  of  the 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher 

Limited 

UNDERWOOD 
TYPEWRITERS 


-—    ■■    -    ■■!■ 


1. 


135  VICTORIA  STREET 
TORONTO 

J.    J.   SEITZ,    President. 
J.   L.    SEITZ,   Vice-President. 
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RILEY 
BRASS 
GOODS 


FOR 
LONG 
LIFE 


The  JAMES  ROBERTSON  CO.,  Ltd 

207-219  Spadina  Ave,,   Toronto. 

WHOLESALE    DEALERS    IN    PLUMBERS'    AND 
STEAM  FITTERS'  SUPPLIES. 


It  Pays  to  Use 


MADE 

IN 

CANADA 


SOLD 

ON 
MERIT 


There  is  a  Martin-Senour  Paint  or  Varnish  product 
for  every  surface  and  for  every  purpose 

Write  for  FREE  Booklets 
Home  Painting  Made  Easy  and  Good  Varnish 

me  HARTIN-SENOUR  Go. 


LINITCO 

PROOUCUS  OF  MINTS  AND  VARNMHU 
WINNIPCe     ftj/\klTDCrA|      TORONTO 

vANcouvcR  rnwn  I  r»t#*i-  malipax 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISERS 
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Phone  Kingsdale  5097 

Chas.  A.  Connors 

FUNERAL  DIRECTOR 
AND  EMBALMER 


06  AVENUE  ROAD 
Toronto,  Ont. 


Canadian  Pad  and  Paper 
Co.  Limited 

240  MADISON  AVENUE 
TORONTO 


Manufacturers  of 

SCHOOL  COMPOSITION  BOOKS 

LOOSE  LEAF  BOOKS 

AND  REFILLS 


A.  !,„    , ^iiii  _„„  ..III 


-._ h|» 


SAVE  CLOTH 
ALB  LINEN 
ALTAR  LINEN 

Real  French  weaves  in  Saye 
Cloth — The  most  serviceable  fa- 
bric for  community  wear. 


1 


Our  linens  at  very  low  prices. 


Hayes  &  Lailey 

22  Wellington  St.  W. 
Toronto. 


3.  Sofiiar 


Funeral  Director 


^IF 


467  Sherbourne  St. 

Midway  7233 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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°  0W-CRUSH 


MADE  DAILY  OF  FRESH  ORANGES. 

THEY'RE  GOOD  AND 

THEY'RE  GOOD  FOR  YOU. 


Crush^'dcKey 

MADE  IN  CANADA  OF  FRESH  LIMES 


*      r 


Phone  Mo.  3545 

CULLITON'S 

AUTO 

LIVERY 

F.  B.  CULLITON,  Proprietor. 

UMOUSINES 

467   SPADINA  ROAD 

OPEN  DAY -NIGHT 


1 


CHARTER 

Danforth 

Bus  Lines 

Coaches 

For  your  next  trip  to 
anywhere 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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VI -TONE 
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Api>etite8  respond  readily  to  this 
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EDITORIAL 

THE  March  namber  of  the  "Lilies"  appears  annually  in 
honour  of  our  great  manifold  patron,  St.  Joseph — patron 
of  our  country  oi  our  religious  Congregation  and  of  our  Col- 
lege. St.  Joseph  is  growing  old  in  Canada  as  an  official 
National  Patron,  for  we  celebrate  this  year  his  tercentenary 
of  patronage.  In  1624,  the  heroic  Recollects,  with  heavenly 
inspiration  and  zeal,  dedicated  their  vast  missionary  field  of 
Canada  to  the  protection  of  our  Patron.  In  1637,  this  dedica- 
tion of  Canada  to  St.  Joseph  was  made  official. 

How  recent,  comparatively,  is  the  patronal  feast  of  the 
American  Republic  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  even  though 
grand  and  cheering  in  its  import,  in  comparison  with  that  of 
St.  Joseph,  the  Old  Missionary  Patron.  St.  Joseph  looked 
down  on  the  original  primeval  forest,  vast  and  trackless;  on 
lakes  and  rivers  of  mysterious  remoteness  and  unmeasured 
expanse ;  on  the  few  white  faces  and  black  gowns  that  explored 
this  vast  field  for  God  and  sent  up  their  prayers  for  protection 
to  their  heavenly  patron  in  their  pioneer  labours  and  perils. 

Our  venerable  patron  has  surrendered  much  of  his  patronal 
Kingdom,  to  his  Spouse  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  and  the 
long  Mississippi  River  measures  the  transfer.  The  consoling 
compensation,  however,  is  the  great  enthusiasm  inspired  by 
the  new  patronage  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  in  its  ecclesi- 
astical holiday  and  high  ceremonial  celebration  in  the  United 
States.  But  why  should  the  celebration  of  the  first  Patronal 
Feast  remain  relatively  colonial  and  dim  ?  Perhaps  the  tercen- 
tenary will  bring  inspiration  and  greater  generosity. 
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Individual  obscurity  seems  to  follow  the  great  saint,  al- 
though by  instinct  of  faith  and  Catholic  tradition,  we  justly 
rank  him  in  official  position  next  to  his  God-bearing  spouse. 
The  anthithesis  of  his  official  capacity  of  high  office  and  his 
hidden  individuality  is  Iiis  peculiar  distinction.  The  Scriptures 
tell  us  that  he  was  just,  that  is,  holy,  and  his  name  flashes  out 
at  critical  moments  of  need  and  service  to  his  Divine  Family 
of  the  "Child  and  His  Mother."  Angels  direct  him  in  critical 
moments  of  his  official  capacity  of  guardian  of  the  Holy  Family 
indicating  thus,  his  high  services  to  God,  although  his  indi- 
vidual personality  remains  unrevealed.  His  place  of  plodding 
on  at  the  head  of  the  beast  of  burden  that  carries  Child  and 
Mother,  reveals  in  mystic  fashion  his  real  greatness.  The 
flight  into  Egypt  and  the  realistic  homely  art  that  this  event 
gives  to  our  pictures,  shows  the  saint  at  his  highest.  The 
desert  with  its  dust  and  its  long  way  stretching  afar  to  Egypt, 
surrounded  with  dangers  and  difficulties,  seems  to  bring  him 
close  in  humble  service  to  the  sure-footed  beast  that  carries 
safely  away  the  treasures  of  God,  Jesus  and  Mary,  from  the 
dangers  of  Bethlehem. 

The  scene  of  his  death,  as  depicted  in  Christian  art,  wuth 
Jesus  and  Mary  beside  him,  speaks  to  us  of  the  conclusion  of 
his  high  mission.  The  humble  bed  in  Santa  Casa  of  Nazareth, 
with  the  carpenter's  tools  lying  in  one  corner,  is  pithy  in 
realism  and  replete  with  mystical  import.  His  Avork  was  done 
and  his  mission  ended.  A  high  mission  it  was  and  gives  him 
distinction  over  all  other  saints,  and  the  very  obscurity  of 
his  human  personality  is  the  last  suggestion  that  he  lived  his 
life  with  God.  St.  Joseph  thus  is  also  the  patron  of  the  hidden 
life. 


THE  war  in  Spain  has  concentrated  public  attention  on  the 
Catholic  Church  with  even  more  acute  interest  than  was 
given  to  her  in  Mexico  a  few  years  ago.  And  the  paramount 
question  is:  What  is  wrong  with  the  Church  in  her  affilia- 
tions Avith  the  state  in  these  two  old  strongholds  of  established 
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religion  ?  Or,  to  vary  the  form  of  the  question :  Why  has  the 
Church  so  much  trouble  in  her  own  Catholic  countries?  This 
acute  question  was,  in  the  beginning,  equivalent  to  a  censure 
on  the  Church;  but  now  it  has  turned  to  a  glorious  apology. 
Mexico  has  turned  out  a  Red  flaming  threat  to  the  Americas, 
both  North  and  South,  and  the  problem  that  the  Church  was 
struggling  with  must  be  taken  up  by  the  neighbouring  nations, 
and  who  now  Avonders  at  the  opposition  of  the  ChurcL  to  the 
Red  proi)aganda  in  Mexico?  Hostile  criticism  now  melts  to  at 
least  silent  sympathy.  The  attitude  of  the  saner  portion  of  the 
press  has  undergone  the  same  change  with  regard  to  the  war 
in  Spain.  At  first,  the  war  was  a  struggle  of  rebels  against  a 
liberal,  legitimate  and  even  popular  government,  in  Avhich  the 
rebels  were  led  by  fascists,  aristocrats,  clericals  and  other 
privileged  classes.  The  murder  of  priests  and  the  burning  of 
churches  were  mere  indications  of  the  great  enemy  that  a 
legitimate  government  had  to  contend  with  in  the  Catholic 
Church.  The  Church  had  come  out  into  the  open,  her  enemies 
said,  as  an  opponent  of  constitutional  government  and  the 
rights  of  the  people. 

What  a  change  has  come  over  the  complexion  of  the  press ! 
The  war  in  Spain  is  no  longer  a  mere  national  convulsion,  but 
a  world  conflict  that  pulsates  over  the  earth  and  even  here 
in  Canada,  the  throb  of  Communism  is  felt  with  alarm.  The 
Loyalists  of  Spain  are  now  called  Reds  and  their  mask  of 
liberal  government  is  discarded ;  their  purpose  is  made  clear 
and  the  governments  of  Europe  are  scanning  the  battlefront 
to  know  if  the  Russian  Soviet  is  to  win  or  lose  in  Spain.  The 
communistic  portion  of  our  own  i)ress  is  accusing  the  British 
cabinet  and  government  of  favouring  the  insurgents  against 
the  Reds.  It  is,  of  course,  hard  to  imagine  our  Empire  going 
Red,  as  this  part  of  the  press  would  seem  to  demand.  Thus  the 
Church  emerges  on  the  scene,  as  could  be  expected  in  deadly 
conflict  with  the  most  formidable  eruption  of  evil  that  perhaps 
history  has  ever  presented ;  it  is  a  new  irruption  of  nations,  and 
tliis  time  not  barbarous  nations,  as  in  the  time  of  the  Huns, 
but  an  eruption  of  the  votaries  of  atheism  and  Red  world- 
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revolution,  equipped  Avith  all  that  modern  science  and 
mechanics  can  supply. 

Perhaps  the  conflict  is  apocalyptic  and  the  final  conflict  that 
precedes  the  end  of  world  history.  And  perhaps,  too,  the  great 
Apostle,  St.  Paul,  who  frequently  repeated  his  assertion  that 
the  conflict  of  the  Church  was  directly  against  the  powers  of 
darkness — ^"with  Principalities  and  Powers" — would  identify 
this  outbreak  of  professed  atheism  and  blasphemy  against  the 
Most  High  as  the  great  "defection"  that  leads  up  to  Anti- 
christ and  the  end  of  the  Church  on  earth.  The  most  definite 
sign  specifically  indicated  by  the  Apostle  of  the  end  of  the 
world  and  the  return  of  the  Master  is  the  great  "defection" 
of  world  apostasy  from  the  Church,  that  will  lead  up  to  and 
precipitate  itself  into  Antichrist,  the  Man  of  Sin.  This  sign 
is  more  definite  than  the  round  number  of  six  thousand  years 
of  world  duration  or  the  preaching  of  the  Gospel  to  the  whole 
world.  When  the  Christians  of  the  Apostolic  Age  urgently 
requested  a  sign  of  the  parousia,  that  is,  the  return  of  Christ 
in  His  second  coming,  this  was  the  sign  the  Apostle  gave  them. 
When  this  great  "defection"  comes,  can  the  Church  hold  peace 
with  even  quondam  Catholic  nations  that  recede  from  her; 
and  if  they  do  recede,  must  we  not  look  to  God's  inscrutable 
Providence  that  permits  their  defection?  Why  was  Christ 
Himself  so  pessimistic  in  His  outlook  for  His  second  coming: 
"When  the  Son  of  Man  comes,  think  you  He  will  find  faith  on 
earth?"  Can  the  Church  be  more  optimistic  than  her  Master 
when  the  final  evil  era  arrives? 

The  private  prophecies  of  saints  and  near  saints  that  con- 
spire together  to  indicate  the  apocalyptic  character  of  the 
present  age,  although  not  recognized  by  Church  confirmation, 
have  no  little  influence  upon  us  to  make  us  at  least  anxious, 
if  not  certain,  of  the  great  final  event. 

Another  great  complaint  against  the  Church  at  this  present 
time  in  regard  to  her  attitude  towards  Communism,  is  that 
the  whole  matter  is  one  of  political  economy,  or  as  we  would 
say,  a  matter  of  mere  business  affairs.  Some  may  ask :  Why 
does  not  the  Church  ease  off  her  opjiosition  and  allow  men 
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and  nations  to  follow  tlieir  dream  of  social  and  economic  para- 
dise in  a  Soviet  repnblic — that  aspires  to  rival  paradise  itself 
in  banishing  all  human  ills  and  grievances?  Why  turn  men 
against  God  and  religion  by  interfering  with  such  affairs? 
Furthermore,  all  great  political  economists  and  historical 
writers  assure  us  that  Communism  never  did  succeed  in  either 
state  governments  or  private  societies,  Avhere  it  has  been  tried 
out, and  always  abandoned,  as  a  scheme  that  proved  both  im- 
possible and  ridiculous.  Spartan  Communism,  with  its  public 
eating  tables  and  phalansteries,  with  its  state  nurseries  and 
schools,  where  men  were  herded  together  and  taken  care  of 
by  the  state,  with  all  the  power  of  Laconian  law  and  physical 
force,  such  as  even  Russia  could  not  duplicate,  was  frustrated 
by  human  nature  that  gravitates,  by  a  moral  law  of  gravita- 
tion, to  the  family  life — to  the  family,  with  all  its  rights  of 
ownership  and  independence  in  goods  of  fortune,  in  its  busi- 
ness enterprises  and  its  private  life  and  domestic  government. 
Can  Communism  ever  expunge  family  life  with  its  concomitant 
rights  and  privileges?  That  is  the  precise  point  of  the  whole 
problem.  We  know  also,  in  looking  back  over  a  century,  that 
a  host  of  private  communities  in  Europe  and  America  gave 
Communism  a  full  try-out,  where  pure  water  Communists 
separated  from  all  opposing  dissenters  and  tried  out  the  tenets 
of  Communism  with  ample  means  coming  from  within,  and 
with  altruistic  admiration  from  the  outside  world,  and  yet 
it  was  always  a  struggle  against  that  law  of  gravitation  of  the 
social  world  that  brings  men  back  with  irresistible  force  to  its 
centre  of  family  life  and  family  rights. 

But  why,  men  will  ask,  does  not  the  Church  allow  theorists 
and  doctrinaires  to  find  out  for  themselves  this  law  of  gravita- 
tion and  thus  keep  on  good  terms  with  these  popular  surgings 
of  humanity?  The  answer  must  be  that  a  law  of  nature  is  a 
law  of  God,  and  the  Churcli  stands  for  God  and  nature.  She 
would  show  herself  far  from  infallible  if  she  could  stoop  to 
crass  moral  errors  merely  to  save  herself  from  the  petulance 
of  human  foibles  and  passions.  As  well,  we  might  say,  con- 
nive   at    divorce,    companionate    marriage,    race    suppression, 
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contraception,  sterilization  and  even  euthanasia,  that  is,  sud- 
den violent  death  for  incurable  patients  in  the  hospitals.  Let 
the  Church  suffer  like  her  Master.  That  is  why  she  is  in  the 
world :  to  teach  and  to  suffer. 

There  is  another  very  specious  fallacy  that  the  Church  has 
to  contend  with,  that  is  a  fertile  source  of  misrepresentation 
of  her  before  the  world  in  the  grave  economic  problems  that 
are  thriving  in  society  to-day.  This  fallacy  is  the  confusion 
of  individual  and  social  justice.  The  Church  can  bind  indi- 
vidual consciences  directly  to  individual  justice,  but  is  the 
same  true  in  immediate  control  over  social  justice?  Social 
justice,  or  distributive  justice,  as  it  is  called  in  Church 
language,  is  the  justice  the  governments  owe  to  the  people  in 
framing  just  laws  and  in  distributing  rights  and  privileges  to 
the  whole  people.  If  the  governments  of  the  world  have  ceased 
to  be  directed  by  the  Church,  as  they  were  before  the  Reforma- 
tion, in  such  matters  as  the  living  w^age,  the  care  of  the  work- 
ing classes,  the  restriction  of  greedy  capitalism,  with  its  mani- 
fold oppression  of  the  poor,  can  the  Church  herself  directly 
install  a  scheme  of  reform  for  these  dominent  evils  ?  Or,  speak- 
ing concretely,  can  she  do  the  work  the  N.R.A.  is  struggling 
with  in  the  United  States?  She  can  only  impress  this  duty  on 
national  governments,  as  she  has  done  in  her  great  Magna 
Chartas  of  her  papal  encyclicals. 

If  we  take  up  the  individual  problem  of  the  living  wage, 
which  is  certainly  the  key  problem  of  all  other  social  difficul- 
ties, we  will  see  the  exact  difference  between  individual  justice 
and  social  justice.  By  the  living  wage  is  understood  such  a 
sufficiency  of  support  to  the  labourer  and  his  family  as  is 
necessary  to  sustain  them  in  moderate  comforts  of  life  and 
decency  of  living,  and  thus  rescue  them  from  degradation  and 
suffering.  Can  the  Church  bind  employers  in  their  individual 
consciences  to  give  this  living  wage  of  social  justice,  especially 
in  times  of  depression,  when  the  market  wage — that  is,  the 
common  wage  paid  to  labourers — falls  below  the  living  Avage 
of  social  justice  ?  Should  a  manufacturer  who  hired  labourers 
at  the  market  wage  when  it  was  below  the  living  wage  of  social 
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justice,  be  bound  to  restitution  of  the  deficit  of  the  former 
from  the  latter? 

Some  Catholic  writers,  and  even  class  books  in  Catholic 
schools,  teach  that  the  obligation  of  the  living  wage  comes 
from  individual  justice,  or  as  it  is  called  in  Church  language, 
commutative  justice.  Books  are  published  on  this  question, 
such  as  "The  Living  Wage,"  and  many  others,  and  their  con- 
tention is  precisely  that  there  is  an  obligation  apart  from  all 
government  legislation  and  anterior  to  it,  of  paying  this  living 
wage  of  social  justice.  The  intention  of  these  writers,  no 
doubt,  is  benevolent,  and  so  their  animus  is  edifying.  But  to 
come  to  examples  in  actual  practice,  we  find  that  the  greatest 
snag  met  with  in  N.R.A.  legislation  in  raising  the  wages  of 
factory  hands  was  that  the  smaller  factories  could  not  pay  the 
higher  wage  prescribed  by  legislation  and  compete  in  business 
with  great  factories  and  their  mass  production — thus  they  "were 
forced  out  of  business,  and  the  Avay  was  paved  for  the  powerful 
trusts  that  dominate  and  degrade  the  labouring  masses.  All 
Catholic  writers  agree  that  the  government  wage,  which  thus 
becomes  the  just  living  wage,  binds  in  conscience;  but  would  it 
bind  independently  of  state  legislation  ?  It  is  not  the  intention 
of  "The  Lilies"  to  enter  far  into  this  great  question,  but  only 
to  show  the  problems  the  Church  is  confronted  with  in  direct- 
ing the  consciences  of  her  children  in  matters  that  are  partly 
moral  and  partly  economic.  Men  repudiate  the  authority  of 
the  Church,  and  then  acrimoniously  fly  at  her  learning,  her 
maternal  solicitude  for  the  down-trodden,  not  to  speak  of  her 
divine  commission  and  infallibility,  and  her  glorious  record  of 
justice  and  charity  in  the  ages  of  the  past. 

But  there  is  still  another  subtle  reason  thought  of  by  all, 
even  if  not  frequently  expressed,  why  the  Church  should  refrain 
from  opposition  to  Communism.  There  is  an  old  homely  saying 
that  when  rogues  fall  out,  honest  men  come  to  their  rights. 
Why  not  allow  Communism  and  its  opposite  sinister  evil  of 
Rugged  Individualism,  as  Capitalism  is  designated,  to  fight  it 
out,  and  if  Communism  has  a  short,  ephemeral  domination,  it 
may  issue  into  a  permanent  remedy  that  is  not  Communism, 
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but  true  social  justice?  Extremes,  however,  always  meet, 
and  so  do  not  allow  generally  a  moderate  compromise,  as 
history  shows.  In  this  violent  dispute.  Capitalism  is  expected 
to  eventually  conquer  and  become  dominant  again  when  it  has 
prostrated  its  foe,  every  scheme  of  social  justice  Avill 
become  stigmatized  as  Communism.  Mr.  Roosevelt  is  inaugur- 
ating a  new  scheme  of  N.R.A.  for  the  redress  of  economic  evils, 
and  this  is  the  right  line  of  procedure,  and  let  us  pray  for  his 
uprightness  of  intentions  and  his  final  success.  Similar  en- 
deavours are  made  in  England,  and  our  prayers  go  also  in  that 
direction. 

"The  Lilies,"  in  this  issue,  offers  a  modest  and  academic 
discussion  of  the  salient  question  of  the  day :  How  far  can  the 
Church  lean  towards  Socialism,  and  incidentally  supplies  us 
with  arguments  against  its  fallacies.  Our  readers,  hoAvever, 
after  studying  all  arguments  for  and  against  Communism, 
should  not  fail  to  observe  the  great  pragmatic  debate  that  is 
being  carried  on  in  Russia  on  the  stage  of  Communism  itself, 
with  all  the  forces  of  logic  and  gunpowder  between  the  parties 
of  Stalin  and  Trotzky.  They  are  both  pupils  of  Marx,  but 
Stalin  and  his  government  of  Russia  in  past  years  have  shoAvn 
that  Communism,  as  taught  by  his  master,  is  a  delusion  and  a 
failure,  and  substitutes  State  Socialism.  If  he  continues  to 
dilute  his  socialism  Avith  individual  rights,  as  he  has  been 
doing,  to  the  indignation  of  Trotzky,  and  if  he  gives  to  the 
peasants  their  OAvn  land  holdings  to  prevent  recurring  famines, 
and  to  the  homes  of  Russia  their  right  to  teach  morality  and 
religion,  as  his  present  tendency  indicates,  and  can  also  manage 
to  shoot  off  his  ad\'ersaries  before  they  get  him,  Russia  Avill 
prove  a  sure  cure  for  communistic  dreams  that  are  plaguing 
the  Avorld. 

There  is  still  another  prejudice  raised  against  the  Church 
coming  from  the  present  Avar  in  Spain,  and  from  the  favour 
that  Italy  and  Germany  sIioav  to  the  Catholic  Spaniards  Avho 
are  battling  against  the  Reds.  To  put  the  question  in  popular 
form,  it  is  asked  if  the  Vatican  is  in  conspiracy  Avith  Mussolini 
to  destroy  liberal  government  and  propagate  Fascism.     How, 
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some  ask,  can  the  Pope  make  peace  with  this  new  modern 
Caesar  of  Rome?  A  brief  review  of  the  facts  is  better  than 
abstract  argument.  The  first  obvious  fact  of  recent  memory 
is  that  the  Vatican  was  the  first  victim  of  Fascism  in  its 
extreme  theory  of  the  corporate  state,  with  all  its  worship 
of  itself  to  the  exclusion  of  God  and  religion.  Mussolini  recog- 
nized in  time  the  extravagant  folly  of  this  principle  and  policy, 
and  gracefully  admitted,  which  does  credit  to  his  good  sense, 
that  the  Italian  people,  by  tradition  and  culture,  are  naturally 
Catholic,  and  that  Catholicity  is  a  more  practical  religion  than 
state  worship.  In  Germany,  Hitler  has  apparently  passed 
through  this  period  of  state  worship  and  his  Aveird  cult  of 
Teutonic  gods,  Thor  and  Woden  and  the  Valkyries,  and  is 
making  peace  with  Christianity,  both  Catholic  and  Protestant. 
If  the  Church  is  left  in  peace  in  Germany  and  Italy,  should  she 
attack  Fascism  as  the  enemy  of  liberal  governments? 

We  Catholics  of  Canada  would  fight  and  die  for  our  present 
liberal  government,  but  how  naive  of  our  press,  and  how  super- 
ficial and  childish  to  expect  liberal  government  in  either  Ger- 
many or  Italy.  In  Italy,  the  house  of  Savoy  descended  on  the 
whole  country  and  united  it  eighty  years  ago,  despoiling  the 
Popes  of  their  temporal  power  with  the  special  plea  and  slogan 
of  popular  government,  as  was  advocated  by  Mazzini  and  Gari- 
baldi, Cavour  et  al,  and  the  government  of  Italy  became  so 
extremely  liberal  and  popular  that  over  twenty  political  par- 
ties arose,  and  turned  their  parliament  into  a  bedlam,  driving 
the  people  finally,  when  almost  in  despair,  to  pray  for  a  liber- 
ator and  dictator.  The  new  German  Republic  had  precisely  the 
same  experience  before  the  advent  of  Hitler.  Germany,  too, 
had  more  than  twenty  political  parties,  and  the  same  con- 
sequent bedlam  in  the  Reichstadt.  Intellectual  Germany,  the 
home  of  philosophy  and  science,  for  our  Nordics,  whose  people 
we  used  to  call  our  cousins  and  leaders  in  general  Kultur, 
failed  completely  in  its  experiments  of  liberal  government,  and 
was  about  to  plunge  into  Communism,  the  refuge  of  defeatism 
and  despair.  Why  not  allow  them,  in  our  sympathies,  to  follow 
their  own  views  of  culture,  Avithout  imitating  them? 
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Should  the  Church,  theu,  in  Italy  become  the  protagonist  of 
the  liberal  government  of  Mazzini  and  Garibaldi  that  failed 
so  miserably  ?  If  we  now  turn  our  gaze  from  these  countries 
to  the  Irish  Free  State,  that  is  eminently  the  Catholic  nation 
of  Europe  to-day,  we  will  find  a  notable  contrast.  In  no 
country,  perhaps,  not  even  in  the  Mother  of  Parliaments,  across 
the  Channel,  is  liberal  government  in  law  and  spirit  so  felici- 
tously realized — and  to  the  intense  joy  and  pride  of  the  Catho- 
lic Church. 

If  the  Revolution  in  Spain  succeeds,  what  will  be  its  form  of 
government — Fascist  or  Liberal?  Quien  sabe,  we  may  ask  with 
the  Spaniards.  Must  the  Church  go  bail  for  future  liberal 
government  in  Spain?  Let  us  hope  for  liberal  government,  if 
l^ossible;  but  at  least  for  some  government  that  will  not  mur- 
der its  peaceful  subjects,  burn  their  churches,  cast  out  the 
Almighty  from  His  throne  in  heaven  and  fill  our  ears  with  the 
blasphemies  and  rayiugs  of  Communists  and  Anarchists.- 

Is  the  Canadian  press  really  sane  in  the  favour  it  shows  to 
Communism  in  Spain,  and  in  its  virtual  censure  of  the  saner 
press  of  England  and  the  manifest  sanity  of  the  British  Cabi- 
net? What  has  caused  this  evil  spell  that  has  come  over  some 
of  our  papers,  and  especially  one  that  slieds  its  ruddy  rays  of 
Communism  over  a  tolerant  city — is  it  Liberalism  gone  mad, 
or  just  old-fashioned  latent  anti-Catholic  bigotry  erupting  once 
more  in  the  disguised  form  of  Liberalism  ?  The  press,  hoAvever, 
has  lost  its  old  prestige,  and  it  is  such  crudeness  of  thought 
that  discounts  it  still  more  from  day  to  day. 
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INDEPENDENCE    OR    SLAVERY 

By  REV.  FRANCIS  J.  McGOEY. 

Ed.  Note:  Father  McGoey,  the  writer  of  this  article, 
is  the  originator,  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Toronto,  of  a  move- 
ment "back  to  the  farm"  and  proposes  to  relieve  a  great 
number  of  the  unemployed  who  are  either  destitute  or  liv- 
ing on  the  dole,  and  who  are  worthy  and  willing  to* sup-, 
port  themselves  by  their  own  labours,  if  provided  with 
suitable  land.  Near  King  City,  about  twenty  miles  north 
of  Toronto,  he  has  a  very  flourishing  colony,  which, is^ not 
merely  in  an  initial  state  of  experiment,  but  has  gratifying 
results  of  several  years  of  full  success.  All  that  is  requir- 
ed for  his  further  success  is  its  extension  into  a  general 
movement  of  the  unemployed,  back  to  comfortable  habita- 
tion in  the  cultivation  of  a  generous  soil  of  Ontario.  The 
theory  of  his  enterprise  is  advocated  by  economists  with- 
out exception  and  the  merit  of  the  Reverend  Father  is  not 
merely  in  theory,  but  in  happy  realization,  during  these 
years  of  patient  labour  and  prudent  direction.  If  any 
defect  could  be  indicated  it  would  be  that  the  scale  is  not 
large  enough  and  thus  his  work  is  not  complete.  We  say 
that  more  endeavour  in  this  line  will  indicate  his  complete 
success,  for  he  is,  in  this  region,  the  pioneer.  Father  Mc- 
Goey has  given  a  sample  of  the  future  great  work  which 
perhaps  the  government  itself  may  carry  out  in  full  pro- 
portions. 

IT  is  with  hesitation  that  the  trusty  typewriter  is  taken  out 
for  another  article.  Each  speech  and  report  of  the  farm 
brings  more  applications  to  the  two  hundred  and  fifty  already 
on  hand.  We  cull  the  following  quotations:  "I  know  I  could 
make  good,  as  I  understand  farm  work  more  so  than  any  other 
kind  of  work.  Another  good  thing  it  would  do  for  me  and 
my  wife  would  be  for  the  children.  They  would  be  free  from 
harm.  The  city  is  no  place  for  a  large  family  of  nine  and  it 
keeps  me  and  my  wife  watching  and  praying  that  it  doesn't 
start  them  travelling  evil  roads.  We  would  have  more  chance 
to  bring  them  up  to  love  God  in  the  country,  as  there  are  not 
so  many  temptations."  "I  am  willing  to  work,  ambitious  and 
anxious  to  keep  soul  and  body  together  in  this  depression.  I 
am  praying  and  keeping  up  spirits  with  the  hope  that  some 
day  there  will  be  a  change.  Will  you  please  do  your  best  to 
help  me  and  my  family  in  your  plan,  dear  Father."     While 
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we  do  not  take  responsibility  for  grammatical  construction, 
it  makes  one  sad  to  receive  letters  week  after  week  w^ith  the 
above  and  similar  quotations,  when  it  is  impossible  to  give 
hope  and  assurance  to  these  fathers. 

The  distressed  man  presents  his  case;  he  wants  to  own  land 
to  give  security  for  the  necessaries  of  life  and  to  safeguard 
his  future  and  that  of  his  family.  But 
have  we  more  authority  than  the  natural 
desire  of  mankind  to  own?  Pope  Leo 
XIII  wrote :  "If  working  people  can  be 
encouraged  to  look  forward  to  obtaining 
a  share  in  the  land,  the  consequence  will 
be  that  the  gulf  between  vast  wealth  and 
sheer  poverty  will  be  bridged  over,  and 
the  respective  classes  will  be  brought 
nearer  to  one  another."  Belloc  thought 
Rev.  F.  J.  McGoey  that  restoration  of  property  was  so  im- 
portant a  subject  that  he  wrote  a  whole 
book  on  the  subject.  In  this  book  we  find:  "It  has  been 
found  in  practice,  and  truth  is  witnessed  to  by  the  instincts 
in  all  of  us,  that  such  Avidely  distributed  property  as  a  con- 
dition of  freedom  is  necessary  to  the  normal  satisfaction  of 
human  nature.  In  its  absence,  general  culture  ultimately  fails 
and  so  certainly  does  citizenship."  "The  choice  lies  between 
property  on  the  one  hand  and  slayerj',  public  or  jirivate,  on  the 
other.    There  is  no  third  issue." 

There  is  a  thought-provoking  sentence  of  Father  Vincent 
McNabb,  O.P.  ''There  are  so  many  people  who  have  set  their 
heart  on  beginning  only  in  the  right  way  that  they  never 
begin."  It  spurred  us  on  to  action  with  the  authority  of  Pope 
Leo  XIII,  Belloc  and  others,  even  though  practical  experience 
was  sadly  lacking.  In  two  years  and  a  half  we  have  placed 
nineteen  relief  families  on  ten  acres  of  land,  equipment  to 
operate  it  and  a  house  in  which  to  live.  We  have  also  given 
twenty-one  families  a  year's  training  before  venturing  on  their 
own  property  this  spring.  All  the  men  are  encouraged  to 
grow  the  majority  of  their  own  foods,  work  at  trades,  barter 
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among  themselves  and  thus  make  the  Community  as  self- 
contamed  as  possible.  One  primary  purpose  is  to  see,  not  how 
much  money  they  can  get  from  their  ten  acres,  but  to  live 
Avell  and  see  how  little  they  can  spend. 

What  future  has  this  work?  We  have  proven  that  city 
families  can  be  more  healthy,  happy,  spiritual,  and  remain  on 
the  land.  Only  three  families  out  of  forty-four  have  gone  back 
to  the  city  since  the  beginning  and  none  within  the  last  year 
and  a  half.  Mr.  Purvis,  chairman  of  the  Employment  Com- 
miisson  in  Ottawa,  stated  in  a  speech  in  Toronto  that  fifty  per 
cent,  of  the  present  unemployed  will  not  find  work  in  the 
industrial  system.  While  personally  cotnvinced  that  these 
families  when  properly  set  up  can  make  a  good  living  for 
themselves,  there  is  no  doubt  about  the  statement  that  they 
can  be  sustained  for  one-third  of  the  cost  when  on  relief.  In 
this  land  environment  parents  have  every  opportunity  to  bring 
up  their  children  in  a  healthy,  religious  condition,  protected 
from  the  various  "isms"  and  safeguarded  against  future 
enormous  government  expenditures  in  health  bills  and  mental 
institutions  that  continuous  unemployment  will  bring. 

Some  may  claim  that  this  effort  is  retrogression  rather  than 
progress.  If  you  say  that  being  surrounded  by  bill-collectors 
caused  by  high  pressure  salesmanship  is  progress,  then  we  can 
be  accused  of  retrogression.  If  you  say  that  the  lack  of  secur- 
ity in  industrial  life  is  progress,  then  we  can  again  be  accused 
of  retrogression.  If  you  say  that  lack  of  health  and  late  mar- 
riages, due  to  economic  conditions  making  it  impossible  for  the 
reproduction  of  the  human  race,  is  progress,  again  we  can  be 
accused  of  retrogression.  If  you  say  that  education  preparing 
for  professions  (overcrowded)  and  white-collared  jobs  that  do 
not  exist,  is  progress,  again  we  must  be  accused  of  retrogres- 
sion. But  on  the  other  hand,  if  steady  improvement  of  health, 
by  living  in  a  natural  way  is  progress,  then  we  are  making  it 
in  our  Community.  If  you  say  that  an  increase  in  the  birth- 
rate from  sixteen  per  one  thousand  in  Toronto  to  forty-six 
per  one  thousand  in  the  Community  is  progress,  then  we  are 
making  it.       If  you  say  that   giving  men   and  women   and 
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children  an  opportnnity  to  use  their  brains  in  the  develoi)ment 
of  art,  music,  work,  entertainment  and  play  compared  to  the 
artificial  way  these  things  are  carried  on  in  the  City,  is  pro- 
gress, then  we  are  making  it  in  the  Community.     If  you  say 
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that  the  Church,  giving  the  jjoor  something  more  to  choose 
than  between  Capitalists  and  Communism  and  identifying  her- 
self closely  with  the  poor  is  the  right  thing,  then  you  must 
agree  Avith,  and  support  a  Catholic  Back  to  the  Land  Move- 
ment. 

When  the  census  is  taken  in  a  parish,  it  is  revealed  that  ap- 
proximately fifty  per  cent,  of  the  parents  were  born  in  the 
country.     The   country  has  been   depleted  through  the  vast 
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movement  towards  Industrial  Life  and  certain  conditions  that 
existed  in  country  parishes.  It  takes  three  children  to  marry 
in  each  family  to  keep  the  population  standard.  Some  go  as 
far  as  to  say  that  a  family  in  industrial  life  by  the  fourth  gen- 
eration entirely  passes  out  of  existence.  Figure  this  out  in  your 
own  family.  If  English-speaking  Catholicity  is  to  pass  out  of 
existence  by  the  fourth  generation  and  a  depleted  country  can- 
not replenish  it,  what  is  going  to  happen  to  English-speaking 
Catholicity  in  Ontario? 

We  have  said  that  fifty  per  cent,  of  the  population  of  the 
parents  of  a  citj-  parish  were  born  in  the  country.  Let  us 
take  a  parish  of  five  hundred  families.  There  would  be  five 
hundred  parents,  born,  reared  and  educated  at  a  low  estimated 
cost  of  one  thousand  dollars  each.  This  would  make  each  such 
parish  indebted  to  the  country  for  half  a  million  dollars.  The 
country  has  been  robbed  of  manhood  and  money,  to  build  up 
industrial  centres,  and  now  the  city  and  industry  must  help 
to  rebuild  the  country,  otherwise  both  will  defeat  their  purpose. 
One  of  the  chief  causes  of  the  economic  conditions  is  the  fact 
that  there  are  too  many  in  Industry  trying  to  live  off  those  in 
primary  production.  Before  conditions  can  right  themselves, 
Governments  and  Industries  must  realize  that  more  people 
must  be  placed  in  piimary  production  (farming,  mining,  fores- 
try and  fishing)  and  these  be  protected  by  the  Government 
against  Monopoly.  St.  Francis  Xavier  University,  Nova  Scotia, 
has  brought  about  this  protection  by  Credit  Unions  and  Co- 
operatives. Some  people  claim  to-day  that  there  is  more  pro- 
duction than  necessary  but  a  visit  to  any  one  of  our  Toronto 
schools,  seeing  the  thin  and  undernourished  children,  will 
prove  there  is  not  over  production  but  under  production. 

The  position  of  the  Catholic  Church  regarding  the  Back 
to  the  Land  Movement  recalls  the  advice  given  by  Tom  Brown's 
father  to  Tom  Brown.  "My  boy,"  he  said,  "never  fight;  but 
if  you  have  to,  never  give  in  whilst  you  can  stand  and  see." 
The  Catholic  Church  in  this  problem  is  not  going  to  give  in 
whilst  it  can  stand  and  see ;  not  onlj'-  in  regard  to  the  Back  to 
the  Land  Movement  but  also  in  bettering  the  social,  economic 
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and  religious  life  of  those  already  on  the  Farm,  trying  in  every 
instance  to  keep  the  young  men  co-operating  and  working  with 
God  in  production  from  the  soil.  Personally,  the  only  answer 
we  can  give  to  the  statement,  * 'Father,  if  I  am  to  choose  be- 
tween Capitalism  and  Communism,  I  will  choose  Communism," 
is  given  by  Father  Vincent  McNabb,  Avhen  he  says:     "The 
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social  economic  answer  to  that  statement  is  the  thing  for  which 
the  Catholic  Land  Movement  stands,  that  the  idea  of  essential 
poverty  necessary  for  the  full  development  of  family  life,  be- 
cause there  only  can  you  get  the  three  things  that  are  the 
stables  of  all  stable  communities,  that  are  summed  up  in  our 
religious  vows — poverty,  chastity  and  obedience ;  Poverty  with 
prosperity;  Chastity  with  the  family;  Obedience  with  author- 
ity. And  that  is  the  reason  why  as  long  as  I  live  I  shall  be  a 
staunch  friend  of  the  Catholic  Land  Movement." 
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ST.  BRIGID    OF   KILDARE 

By  THE  RIGHT  REV.  J.  B.  BOLLARD,  P.D. 

UNDER  a  great  stone  in  the 
graveyard  of  Downpatriek 
repose  the  remains  of  the  three 
greatest  of  the  Saints  of  Ireland, 
—Patrick,  Brigid,  and  Columb- 
kille.  St.  Brigid  was  born  near 
Dundealgan  (Dundalk)  in  the 
year  of  our  Lord  450,  and  in  484 
she  founded  in  Kildare  a  great 
religious  house  or  monastery.  For 
seven  hundred  years  a  sacred  fire, 
Saint,  was  kept  burning  there. 
Thomas  Moore  alludes  to  this  in  one  of  his  melo- 
dies, "Like  the  bright  flame  that  burned  in  Kil- 
dare's  holy  fane."  The  site  of  the  cell  in  which 
this  lumen  fidei  was  tended  is  still  shown.  The 
ancient  church  of  the  monastery  has  been  restored. 
The  tower  has  been  rebuilt  and  the  nave  is  roofed 
in.  Close  by  the  church  stands  a  tall,  round  tower, 
one  of  those  mysterious  buildings  whose  origin  and 
use  is  lost  in  the  mists  of  antiquity.  This  vener- 
able structure  has  been  repaired  at  the  top  and  a 
turreted  parapet  has  been  substituted  for  the  usual 
conical  roof,  so  that  the  whole  is  now  in  a  good 
state  of  preservation. 

It  is  one  of  the  high- 
est of  the  120  or  more  ^^vy'Jjl'//. 
ancient  towers  that  '  '      ' 

remain  in  the  Is- 
land, being  130  feet 
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door-way  about  fifteen  feet  from  the  ground,  which  was. 
of  course,  in  days  of  old,  attained  by  means  of  a  ladder.  The 
door  consists  of  three  concentric  arches  ornamented  by  rich 
zig-zag  mouldings.  From  the  tower, there  is  a  Avide  view  to  the 
north  and  west,  a  conspicuous  feature  being  the  "Chair  of 
Kildare,"  a  huge  mass  of  limestone  on  the  Hill  of  Grange ! 

In  the  conduct  of  her  great  conventual  establishment,  St. 
Brigid  took  care  that  piety  and  industry  should  be  whole- 
somely combined.  On  that  vast  and  level  plain  now  called 
"The  Curragh,"  her  herdsmen  and  shepherds  tended  great 
herds  of  cattle  and  innumerable  flocks  of  sheep.  The  Saint 
seems  even  to  have  taken  a  hand  in  the  farm-work  personally, 
for  we  read  that  "she  came  from  her  sheep  to  welcome  Saint 
Brendan." 

In  a  Latin  "Life  of  St.  Brigid,"  written  by  a  monk  named 
Cozoticus,  in  the  end  of  the  eighth  century,  we  read  that  the 
Cathedral  of  Kildare  then  contained  the  glorious  bodies  and 
relics  of  St.  Conleth  and  of  St.  Brigid,  resting  on  monuments 
to  the  right  and  the  left  of  the  main  altar,  and  adorned  Avith 
ornaments  of  silver  and  gold,  gems  and  precious  stones,  with 
crosses  of  gold  and  silver  over-hanging! 

When  Kildare  was  plundered  by  the  Norsemen  or  Danes, 
they  destroyed  many  precious  altars  and  shrines,  but  the  holy 
relics  of  St.  Brigid  escaped  destruction.  For  safe  keeping, 
they  were  moved,  and  interred  in  the  northern  part  of  the 
Island.  Later,  they  were  disinterred,  with  the  bodies  of  St. 
Patrick  and  St.  Columbkille,  and  the  three  were  finally  sepul- 
chred at  Downpatrick,  where  they  are  revered  to-day.  The 
great  stone  under  which  they  rest  is  close  to  the  Cathedral 
of  St.  Patrick  (which  has  long  ago  also  passed  from  Catholic 
hands).  On  the  huge  boulder  is  deeply  graven  the  one  Avord 
in  Celtic  lettering — PATRIC.  This  ceremony  of  re-burial  on 
June  lltli,  1186,  was  attended  by  Cardinal  Vieran,  Legate  of 
Pope  Urban  3rd,  and  a  large  body  of  clergy,  bishops,  and  ab- 
bots. The  throngs  of  people  saw  in  it  the  fulfillment  of  a 
prophecy  of  St.  Columbkille  that  his  body  Avould  rest  in  the 
same  earth  as  those  of  St.  Patrick  and  St.  Brigid. 
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St.  Brigid  also  founded  the  great  University  or  School  of 
Kildare,  \vhieli  remained  a  famous  seat  of  learning  for  many 
centuries.  There  is  a  record  of  the  death  of  one  president  of 
this  school  in  1041,  and  of  another  professor  in  the  year  1069. 
The  precious  and  beautiful  Book  of  Kildare  which  contained 
a  richly  illuminated  version  of  the  Four  Gospels,  was  pro- 
duced here.     It  was  preserved  intact  until  the  12th  century, 


St.  Brig  id's  Cathedral, 
Kildare. 
Left—Ancient  Round  Tower,  130 
feet  high;  solid  hase,  531^  f^^t  in 
circumference;  doorway,  15  feet 
above  ground,  and  internal  diame- 
ter of  door,  81/2  feet. 


when  it  was  lost  or  destroyed  in  the  troublous  days  of  foreign 
and  internecine  wars.  Kildare  Cathedral  is  not  now  in  Catho- 
lic hands,  but  the  handsome  modern  Parish  Church  is  dedicated 
to  the  Saint,  and  is  the  throbbing  centre  of  devotion  to  her 
honour  and  virtues.  All  over  Ireland  she  is  hailed  as  the  Pa- 
troness of  the  Island,  she  is  called  the  "Lamp  of  Ireland's 
Faith,"  and  "The  Mary  of  the  Gael !"  Among  the  peasantry 
the  curious  custom  of  carrying  the  "Bridoge"  from  village  to 
village  has  come  down  even  to  modern  days. 

The  Bridogue  or  "little  Brigid"  is  a  figurine  or  child-image 
of  the  Saint  and  is  borne  into  the  houses  on  the  Saint's  feast 
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day  with  certain  prayers  and  salutations,  hy  a  group  of  young 
maidens.  The  lady  of  the  house  then  proffers  a  small  gift  of 
money  in  gratitude  for  the  visit.  This  sweet  old  custom  has 
now  fallen  into  desuetude,  like  many  other  traits  of  the  Ancient 
Gael.  As  around  the  storied  and  colossal  personalities  of  St. 
Patrick  and  Columbkille,  so  also  around  the  figure  of  St. 
Brigid  a  whole  library  of  anecdotes  and  of  sacred  legends  are 
enclustered.  Miracles  of  all  kinds  were  wrought  by  her  holy 
hands.  The  most  powerful  weapon  with  which  she  defended 
her  friends  and  dismayed  God's  enemies,  was  that  of  constant 
prayer.  It  was  her  custom  to  receive  the  poor  and  the  afflicted, 
and  even  the  lepers  (for  there  were  many  lepers  in  those  old 
days)  in  the  garden  of  her  convent.  There  she  gave  interviews, 
and  there  was  always  a  choir  of  sisters  close  by,  to  whom  she 
appealed  for  prayers  for  the  intention  of  the  poor  afflicted 
one  who  was  just  then  kneeling  before  her.  It  was  said  that 
no  one  who  came  there  to  the  nun's  garden,  with  a  humble 
and  a  contrite  heart,  was  ever  suffered  to  leave  without  relief 
and  spiritual  comfort.  The  prayers  of  St.  Brigid  and  of  her 
associates  were  all-powerful  before  the  Throne  of  the  Most 
High.  The  lines  of  a  modern  poet  entitled  "In  the  Nuns' 
Garden,"  are  perfectly  applicable  to  the  garden  of  St.  Brigid 
in  the  nunnery  of  Kildare.    The  poem  is  by  Denis  A.  McCarthy : 

In  the  nuns'  garden  lean  the  lilies  slender, 
In  the  nuns'  garden  crimson  roses  blow. 

And  many  flowers,  old-fashioned,  fair,  and  tender, 
Along  the  paths  in  rich  profusion  grow. 

But  fairer  than  the  roses  and  the  lilies 

That  fill  with  beauty  all  the  gay  parterres 

The  virgin  flowers  whose  joyful  duty  still  is 
To  waft  to  God  the  perfume  of  their  prayers. 

There  mercy  dwells  amid  the  crimson  roses; 

There  no  one  knocks  upon  the  gate  in  vain; 
For  like  the  Door  of  Heaven,  it  never  closes 

On  human  sorrow  or  on  human  pain ! 
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In  the  nuns'  garden  lean  the  lilies  slender, 

And  many  a  flower  adorns  the  gay  parterres, 

But  sweeter  still  the  souls  so  fair  and  tender, 
Who  waft  to  God  the  perfume  of  their  prayers ! 
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Left  —  Interior  of  St. 
Brigid's  Cathedral.  Kil- 
dare.  "It  had  three  spa- 
cious oratories,  two  orna- 
mented doorioays,  loaUs 
adorned  with  painted  pic- 
tures and  linen  hangings." 
Trias  Thaumaturga. 


Rig  Jit  —  Ruins  of    St. 
Brigid's      Cathedral      about 

1871.     Note  effigies  of  IZth 

century   (?)  Bishop  and  Sir 

Maurice  Fitzgerald,  inserted 

in  niches  in  south  wall   of 
the  chapel. 


The  writer  of  this  passed  through  Kildare  on  the  morning 
of  the  great  Eucharistic  Congress  in  Dublin  in  1932  and  it  was 
impossible  not  to  feel  the  deep  quietude  and  the  contemplative 
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holiness  of  a  place  lialloAved 
by  such  illustrious  associations. 
Saint  Brigid,  the  "Mary  of  the 
Gael,"  was  still  reigning  there 
as  queen  in  her  own  right.  The 
ancient  Round  Tower,  relic  of 
the  11th  Century,  still  sturdily 
over-looked  the  modern  military 
Camp  of  the  Curragh,  and  the 
ancient  Camp  of  the  Fianna 
Eireann  on  the  storied  and  haunt- 
ed Hill  of  Allen !  It  -is  two  thous- 
and years  siriee^the  Pagan  feasts 
tookr  place,  of  which  Moore  speaks 
when  he  sings-^ 

''The  Avine-cup  is  circling  in 
Allen's  high  hall." 


St.  Brigid  of  Kildare,  'The 
Mary  of  the  Gael.' 


but  the  country  is  still  held 
by  the  ever-enduring  Celt,  and 
while  the  Celt  endures,  the  saintly  memory  of  "Brigid  the 
Daughter  of  Dubtach"  shall  continue  to  be  held  in  benediction 
and  reverence. 


0  Brigid !  Virgin  of  Ireland ! 

Glory  and  joy  of  the  Gael ! 
Whisper  a  word  of  comfort 

When  our  hearts  are  fain  to  fail. 
Tell  us  of  days  before  us, 

When  the  fight  is  fought  and  won, 
When  you'll  lead  us  home  at  evening 

To  Mary  and  Marj^'s  Son. 
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By  REV.  JOHN  B.  O'REILLY,  S.T.L., 

Professor  of  English  and  History,  St.  Augustine's  Seminary,  Toronto. 

President  of   English   Section   Canadian   Catholic 

Historical  Association. 


T  N  the  heart  of  the  City  of  Toronto  lies  St.  Michael's  Cathe- 
-'-    dral,  daily  visited  by  countless  suppliant  worshippers  and 
sanctified  by  the  prayers  and  sacrifices  of  hundreds.     Over 
the  doorway  of  this  historic  structure  between  the  sculptures 
of  King  Edwin  and  Saint  Paulinus  might  well  be  inscribed, 
"Remember  the  days  of  old,  consider  the  years  of  past  genera- 
tions."   The  annals  of  this  cathedral  are  replete  with  historic 
memories  of  great  achievement    and    noble    example.       The 
saintly  bishops  who  laid  the  foundations  and  planned 
the  sacred  edifice,  the  zealous  and  self-sacrificing  clergy 
and  laity  who  completed  the  work  have  left  for  gen- 
erations to  come  a  surpassing  inheritance,  and  there 
hovers  in  this  place  the  spirit  of  our  Church's  history. 
Here  were  held  the  public  sessions  of  a 
synod  and  provincial  council  convened  to 
consolidate  and  promote  the  work  of  the 
church  in  this  diocese  and  province.   Mag- 
nificent ceremonies  have  been  carried  out 
within  the  sanctuary  presided 
over  by  Princes  of  the  Church, 
Cardinals  Taschereau  of  Quebec 
and  Logue  of  Armagh.     From 
the  pulpit  have  been  heard  the 
noble  words  of  great  prelates 
and   future   cardinals,    Francis 
Bourne  of  London  and  Raphael 
St  Michael's  CathedraJ,  Toronto.         Merry  del  Val.     St.    Michael's 
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Cathedral  enjoys  a  liturgical  primac\'  of  honour  as  the 
Mother  Church  of  the  diocese,  the  oldest  ecclesiastical  struc- 
ture in  Toronto,  from  whose  Cathedra,  for  well  nigh  a  cen- 
tury bishops  and  archbishops  have  taught  their  flock  the  Gospel 
of  Christ  and  have  promulgated  the  solemn  definitions  of  the 
teaching  Church,  the  dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  and 
the  decrees  of  the  Vatican  Council. 

TORONTO  AN  EPISCOPAL  SEE. 

The  early  history  of  St.  Michael's  Cathedral  is  an  integral 
part  of  the  first  chapter  of  our  diocesan  history.  On  Decem- 
ber 17,  1841,  Pope  Gregory  XVI  erected  the  Western  section 
of  Upper  Canada,  which,  until  this  date  was  part  of  the  juris- 
diction of  the  Bishop  of  Kingston,  into  a  new  diocese  directly 
subject  to  the  Holy  See.  At  the  same  time  he  appointed  Father 
Michael  Power,  parish  priest  of  Laprairie,  P.Q.,  bishop  of  this 
new  ecclesiastical  division  and  authorized  him  to  establish  his 
See  in  a  centre  where  he  could  best  provide  for  the  needs  of 
his  scattered  flock.  On  the  morning  of  his  consecration,  May 
8,  1842,  Bishop  Power  announced  his  decision  to  take  his  title 
from  the  City  of  Toronto,  and  there  established  his  Episcopal 
See.  Seven  weeks  later,  June  25th,  the  new  bishop  was  en- 
throned by  Bishop  Gaulin  of  Kingston,  in  St.  Paul's  church, 
the  only  Catholic  church  in  the  city.  Having  completed  the 
preliminary  work  of  appointing  a  Curia,  the  holding  of  a  Dio- 
cesan Synod,  and  the  allotment  of  diocesan  priests  and  Jesuit 
fathers  to  numerous  missions,  Bishop  Power  turned  at  once  to 
a  task  which,  from  the  beginning  of  his  episcopate,  he  consider- 
ed to  be  of  paramount  importance.  This  was  the  grave  respon- 
sibility of  providing  a  suitable  cathedral  church  for  a  diocese 
which  to-day  is  divided  among  four  bishops.  In  the  opening 
years  of  the  Roaring  'Forties,  Toronto  was  a  rapidly  growing 
city.  Hundreds  of  settlers  came  from  the  old  world  to  cast 
their  lot  with  the  new.  Among  these  were  many  Irish  Catho- 
lics, poor  in  worldly  goods  but  rich  in  the  possession  of  that 
faith  which  has  ever  been  the  pre-eminent  virtue  of  the  build- 
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ers  of  a  great  nation.  These  pioneers  of  Western  Upper  Can- 
ada found  in  their  bishop  a  Prophet  of  Better  Hope.  For  few 
men,  if  any,  visualized  with  greater  accuracy  than  he,  the  tre- 
mendous development  of  this  city  and  province  in  the  imme- 
diate years  to  come.  Bishop  Power  was  essentially  a  man  of 
action.  He  instituted  a  Sunday  penny  collection  as  the  nucleus 
of  a  cathedral  building  fund,  sought  with  the  greatest  care 
a  suitable  site  for  this  project,  and  planned  the  noble  edifice 
which  is  to-daj',  after  a  century  of  progress  in  church  building, 
one  of  Canada's  finest  cathedrals. 


THE    CATHEDRAL    SITE. 

Among  the  old  colonial  estates  in  the  suburbs  of  early  To- 
ronto was  the  extensive  property  of  Captain  John  McGill  of  the 
Queen's  Rangers,  situated  in  the  fields,  east  of  Yonge  Street, 
at  the  southern  extremity  of  a  stretch  of  forest  with  frontage 
on  Lot  Street,  as  Queen  Street  was  caiUed  in  those  days.  Cap- 
tain McGill  bequeathed  his  property  and  spacious  home  to  his 
nephew,  Peter  McCutcheon,  who,  following  a  well  established 
Victorian  custom,  took  the  family  name  of  his  benefactor  and 
henceforth  was  known  as  the  Hon.  Peter  McGill.  In  the  spring 
of  1845,  Bishop  Power  purchased  the  northern  portion  of  his 
property,  used  for  a  market  garden,  as  the  site  for  the  new 
cathedral.  The  price  paid  was  £1,900,  a  part  of  which  was 
advanced  from  the  bishop's  modest  savings.  Criticism  was 
rife;  the  location  was  too  far  from  the  city.  Events  moved 
so  fast  that  there  were  soon  many  other  topics  to  discuss.  The 
first  sod  was  turned  on  April  7th,  and  through  the  financial 
assistance  and  organizing  ability  of  the  Hon.  John  Elmsley,  the 
excavation  was  made  in  an  incredibly  short  time.  AVhile  Wil- 
liam Thomas,  the  cathedral  architect,  put  the  final  touches 
on  his  plans,  John  Harper,  the  contractor,  rushed  to  complete 
the  crypt  and  foundation  by  May  26,  1845,  the  date  specified 
in  the  contract.  The  price  agreed  upon  was  £474,  subject  to 
certain  reductions  if  the  work  were  not  completed  at  the  sche- 
duled time. 
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THE  LAYING  OP  THE  CORNER-STONE. 

The  corner-stone  of  the  new  building-  was  laid  on  May  8th, 
the  feast  of  the  Apparition  of  St.  Michael  on  Mount  Gargano 
and  the  third  anniversary  of  the  bishop's  consecration.  On 
that  day,  May  8,  1842,  Bishop  Power  chose  the  Sacred  Heart 
of  Jesus  and  the  Most  Pure  Heart  of  Mary  as  the  first  and 
second  patrons  of  his  new  diocese.  This  dedication  is  of  un- 
usual historical  interest  for  Toronto  diocese  was  one  of  the 
first,  if  not  the  first,  in  the  world  to  be  so  dedicated.  On  the 
evening  previous  to  the  laying  of  the  cathedral  corner-stone. 
Bishop  Power  made  a  third  dedication,  placing  the  City  of 
Toronto  under  the  care  of  the  great  Archangel  St.  Michael. 
On  the  following  day,  surrounded  by  ten  missionary  priests 
and  by  the  laity  whose  daily  toil  and  sweat  of  brow  made  the 
ceremony  possible.  Bishop  Power  declared  the  corner-stone 
well  and  truly  laid.  With  a  silver  trowel  he  sealed  within  the 
stone  some  fragments  of  a  stone  pillar  from  the  nave  of  the 
Cathedral  of  York,  in  England,  and  some  small  pieces  of  the 
English  oak  roof  of  the  same  structure  built  in  1340.  These 
relics  were  the  gift  of  the  Hon.  John  Elmsley,  who  possessed 
a  rare  appreciation  for  historical  associations.  The  ceremony 
thus  completed  by  the  first  bishop  of  Toronto,  appointed  by 
Pope  Gregory  XVI,  united  the  historic  memories  of  this  cathe- 
dral city,  which  was  called  York  until  1834,  with  York  Mins- 
ter in  England,  a  Cathedral  whose  history  dates  back  to  St. 
Paulinus,  first  bishop  of  York,  who  was  sent  to  England  by 
another  Pope  Gregory,  known  in  history  as  Pope  Gregory  the 
Great. 

No  account  of  the  laying  of  the  corner-stone  of  St.  Michael's 
Cathedral  would  be  complete  without  recording  the  names  of 
the  clergy  who  attended  and  special  mention  of  two  distin- 
guished laymen.  The  list  is  headed  by  Rt.  Rev.  William  Peter 
MacDonald,  V.G.,  founder  and  editor  of  the  first  English 
Catholic  paper  in  Canada,  and  Rev.  John  J.  Hay,  Archdeacon 
of  Toronto  and  the  bishop's  secretary.  Present  also  was  Rev. 
William  P.  McDonough,  Pastor  of  St.  Paul's,  witli  his  assistant. 
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Rev,  William  Nightingale.  Toronto  Gore  was  represented  by 
Rev.  Eugene  O'Reilh-,  M.Ap.,  Adjala  by  Father  Dwyer,  New- 
market and  Barrie  by  Rev.  James  Quinlan.  Prom  the  Niagara 
district  came  that  great  missionary  and  church  builder,  Rev. 
Edward  Gordon,  MAp.,  and  Rev.  John  Carroll,  nephew  of  the 
first  bishop  of  Nova  Scotia,  Rt.  Rev.  Edward  Burke,  D.D. 
The  list  is  closed  with  the  name  of  Father  Timlin,  Coming 
to  the  laity,  one  looks  in  vain  among  the  memorials  on  the 
walls  of  St,  Michael's  Cathedral  for  a  tablet  on  which  is  in- 
scribed the  names  of  the  Hon.  John  Elmsley  and  Samuel  G. 
Lynn,  Esq,,  Par  Nobile  Fratrum.  This  omission  is  not  so  seri- 
ous when  one  realizes  the  Cathedral  of  to-day  is  a  monument 
to  these  two  indefatigable  converts  from  Anglicanism  who,  for 
several  years,  gave  their  time,  directive  talent,  and  personal 
fortunes  to  the  erection  of  the  structure.  They  saved  the 
cathedral  from  the  receiver's  hands  in  the  particularly  diffi- 
cult years  between  the  death  of  Bishop  Power  and  the  coming 
of  his  successor,  Rt.  Rev.  Armand  Comte  de  Charbonnel. 
Finally  they  assumed  the  responsibility  for  the  entire  debt 
that  the  cathedral  might  be  consecrated  and  not  merely  blessed 
for  the  worship  of  God. 

THE   WORK   OF    BISHOP    POWER. 

For  three  years  the  faithful  of  the  diocese  of  Toronto  la- 
boured Avith  the  zeal  and  enthusiasm  of  mediaeval  workmen 
in  building  their  Cathedral.  Expenses  mounted  as  the  con- 
tracts were  completed;  bills  were  submitted,  to  John  Gibson, 
plasterer,  £1,105,  to  John  Harper,  contractor,  £6,411.  To  these 
delDts  was  added  the  cost  of  the  Cathedral  house,  built  con- 
currently with  the  Cathedral,  which  following  an  old  Italian 
custom,  was  designated  as  a  palace.  This  structure  was  bless- 
ed on  December  7,  1846,  and  the  bishop's  chapel  within  it  was 
dedicated  to  St.  Ambrose  of  Milan.  Generous  collections  were 
contributed  to  the  building  fund  from  all  parts  of  the  diocese, 
Toronto,  Guelph,  Sandwich,  London,  Hamilton,  Barrie  and 
Niagara.  The  proverbial  widow's  mite  was  not  missing,  for 
the  Irish  servant  girls  were  among  the  most  constant  and  gen- 
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eroiis  contributors.  Early  in  January.  1847,  Bishop  Power 
left  for  Europe  to  seek  priests  and  additional  funds  for  his 
rapidly  growing  diocese.  The  Society  for  the  Propagation  of 
the  Faith,  in  France,  which  had  contributed  12,000  francs, 
Nov.  16,  1842,  toAvards  the  establishment  of  the  diocese,  gave 
further  magnificent  donations.  Through  the  influence  of  Car- 
dinal Reisach,  Archbishop  of  Munich,  and  Edward  Milde,  Arch- 
bishop of  Vienna,  the  Leopoldine  Association,  a  mission  society 
similar  in  purpose  and  organization  to  the  Propagation  of  the 
Faith,  contributed  generously  to  the  cause.  Bishop  Power  re- 
mained in  Europe  almost  six  months,  seeking  assistance  in 
many  parts.  At  his  final  audience  with  Pope  Pius  IX.  he  re- 
ceived directly  from  the  hands  of  this  saintly  pontiff,  his  En- 
cyclical Letter  on  the  Famine  in  Ireland.  This  letter  was  an 
eloquent  appeal  to  the  entire  world  for  help  for  the  sore  stricken 
Irish  people.  A  few  weeks  later,  Bishop  Power  visited  Ireland, 
and  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  grim  realities,  starvation  and 
death  on  all  sides,  so  graphically  described  by  the  Father  of 
Christendom.  The  Bishop  then  returned  to  Toronto.  Three 
months  later  another  page  was  added  to  the  saddest  chapter 
of  Ireland's  tragic  history.  On  October  1,  1847,  Bishop  Power 
lay  dead  of  the  typhus  fever  brought  to  his  Episcopal  City  by 
the  Irish  Famine  refugees.  His  remains  were  laid  to  rest  in 
the  crypt  of  the  unfinished  Cathedral  and  a  marble  tablet  was 
erected  to  his  memory  on  the  pillar  to  the  right  of  the  chancel. 

THE   CONSECRATION   OF   THE    CATHEDRAL. 

Though  the  name  of  Michael  Power,  first  bishop  of  Toronto, 
has  passed  into  the  custody  of  the  ages,  his  noble  work  as*  a 
cathedral  builder  was  carried  to  completion  by  zealous  helpers 
who  revered  his  memory,  A  year  rolled  slowly  by ;  this  House 
of  God  was  prepared  for  hallowing  anointing.  'Twas  Michael- 
mas, September  29,  1847.  Once  more  the  clergy  and  laity  as- 
sembled; this  time  to  assist  at  the  opening  and  consecration 
service  of  their  Cathedral.  The  administrator  and  acting  or- 
dinary of  the  diocese,  Father  John  Carroll,  invited  Rt.  Rev. 
Ignace  Bourget,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Montreal,  to  perform  this 
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sacred  rite.  This  distinguished  prelate  was  assisted  by  Ahbe 
J.  J.  Vinet,  Cure  of  Sault  au  Recollet,  and  Father  Madden, 
priest  of  the  diocese  of  Kingston  and  professor  of  Regiopolis 
College.  The  sermon  was  preached  by  Rt.  Rev.  Patrick 
Phelan,  D.D.,  coadjutor  bishop  of  Kingston.  Rt.  Rev.  Joseph 
Guigues,  D.D.,  bishop  of  Ottawa,  Rt.  Rev.  John  Charles  Prince, 
D.D.,  then  coadjutor  bishop  of 
Montreal  and  later  first  bishop 
of  Ste.  Hyacinthe,  P.Q.,  and  Rt. 
Rev.  Remigius  Gaulin,  D.D., 
bishop  of  Kingston,  were  also 
present.  While  the  choir  sang 
"The  bodies  of  the  Saints  are 
interred  in  peace  and  their 
names  shall  live  for  ever,"  the 
relics  of  St.  Clement  and  St. 
Peter,  Martyrs,  were  sealed  in 
the  sepulchre  in  the  main  altar. 
When  this  ceremony  was  com- 
pleted. Bishop  Bourget  celebrat- 
ed for  the  first  time  within  the 
Cathedral,  the  Holy  Sacrifice 
of  the  Mass. 


Window  behind  the  main 
altar  in  St.  Michael's  Cathe- 
dral. 


ST.  MICHAEL'S  IN  THE  FIELDS. 

On  that  morning  St.  Michael's 
Cathedral  presented  a  much  dif- 
ferent appearance  both  ex- 
teriorly   and    interiorly    from 

that  of  to-day.  Without  a  tower  and  steeple,  without  the 
morning  chapel  and  sacristy,  without  the  florid  Gothic  decor- 
ations added  by  Bishop  de  Charbonnel,  the  structure,  white 
from  tlie  mason's  hand,  dominated  the  whole  countryside, 
magnificent  in  its  lines.  The  style  of  architecture  was  an  adap- 
tation of  early  14th  century  Gothic ;  the  design  of  the  sanctuary, 
Avith  the  enormously  wide  and  high  window,  was  inspired  by  the 
chancel  of  York  Minster,  England,  This  was  a  suggestion  of  the 
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Hon.  John  Elmsley.  The  interior  was  painfully  bright.  The 
whiteness  of  the  freshly  plastered  walls  was  heightened  by  the 
flood  of  light  from  the  many  plain  glass  windows.  The  sanc- 
tuary, though  plain,  was  a  model  of  liturgical  appointment.  Be- 
hind the  main  altar  was  the  great  white  window,  soon  to  be  re- 
placed by  Thevenot's  masterpiece,  the  Crucifixion.  On  the  wall 
directly  beneath  it  hung  a  large  painting,  a  reproduction  of 
Leonardo  da  Vinci's  Last  Supper,  Avhich  formed  the  reredos 
to  the  main  altar,  low  in  height  and  removed  some  distance 
from  the  walls.  On  February  10,  1860,  Bishop  de  Charbonnel 
consecrated  the  large  altar  stone  of  the  present  flamboyant 
altar.  The  installation  of  this  "grand  altar,"  as  it  is  described 
in  diocesan  history,  was  scarcely  happy.  The  enormous  new 
i'eredos,  attached  to  the  back  of  it,  blocked  out  one  of  the 
finest  stain  glass  windows  in  Canada  and  ruined  the  archi- 
tect's original  plan.  It  necessitated  the  removal  of  the  paint- 
ing of  the  Last  Supper,  which  was  given  to  St.  Patrick's 
church,  Toronto  Gore,  where  it  hung  until  the  present  church 
was  built  by  Father  Francis  McSpiritt. 

DECORATION  OF  THE  CATHEDRAL. 

During  the  ten  years  of  Bishop  de  Charbonnel's  episcopate 
in  Toronto,  St.  Michael's  Cathedral  was  a  particular  object  of 
his  pastoral  solicitude.  He  collected  funds  from  the  Archdio- 
cese of  Baltimore  and  made  over  the  whole  of  the  de  Char- 
bonnel family  estate,  which  he  had  inherited,  to  assist  in  liqui- 
dating the  Cathedral  debt.  At  his  direction,  Canon  Filbert, 
his  fellow-countryman,  made  windows  for  the  Cathedral  sanc- 
tuary. Two  examples  of  his  craftsmanship  may  still  be  seen 
side  by  side  of  Thevenot's  masterpiece.  A  large  altar  was 
erected  in  the  transept  on  the  Epistle  side  and  was  dedicated 
by  the  bishop  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  the  first  patron  of 
the  diocese.  The  transept  on  the  opposite  side  went  through 
a  process  of  evolution,  a  doorway,  a  mortuary  chapel,  and 
finally  the  Blessed  Virgin's  Altar,  Archbishop  Lynch  continued 
the  work  of  his  distinguished  predecessors  by  the  erection  of 
the  tower  and  graceful  steeple,  260  feet  in  height.     He  ap- 
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pealed  successfully  for  the  Cathedral  bells.  One  of  these  was 
donated  by  Mrs.  Charlotte  Elmsley  in  memory  of  her  dis- 
tmguished  husband,  the  Hon.  John  Elmsley.  The  original 
organ,  given  to  the  Cathedral  by  this  great  benefactor,  was 
replaced  by  the  present  pipe  organ  which  before  its  installa- 
tion at  Toronto  had  won  the  grand  prize  at  the  Philadelphia 
Exposition.  The  sacristy  and  choir  stalls  were  added.  At 
the  entrance  to  the  stalls  (now  removed)  to  the  left  and  right 
of  the  chancel  were  altars  dedicated  to  our  Blessed  Mother 
and  St.  Joseph.  Archbishop  Walsh  added  a  spacious  morning 
chapel,  dedicated  to  St.  John,  connected  by  a  cloister  to  the 
Cathedral  house  to  which  additional  rooms  had  been  added  bj- 
Bishop  de  Charbonnel  to  serve  as  the  first  St.  Michael's  Col- 
lege. The  interior  painting  of  the  Cathedral,  dimmed  to-day 
by  time  and  city  dust,  was  the  final  Avork  of  Archbishop  Walsh, 
who  invited  Rt.  Rev.  Bernard  McQuaid,  D.D.,  first  bishop  of 
Rochester  to  preach  at  the  formal  re-opening,  June  7,  1891. 
Pre-eminent  among  the  Cathedral  benefactors  at  this  period 
of  its  history  was  Sir  Eugene  O'Keefe,  Knight  of  St.  Gregory, 
who  worshipped  for  many  years  within  its  walls.  This  most 
distinguished  layman  loved  the  beauty  of  this  House  of  God 
and  from  his  munificent  hand  flowed  a  constant  stream  of  prince- 
ly gifts.  The  stately  memorial  windows  which  bear  his  family 
name,  the  numerous  church  appointments  so  generously  given, 
the  records  of  his  many  donations,  should  call  forth  a  prayer 
for  his  noble  soul  and  a  lasting  remembrance  of  his  gTcat  work 
within  this  Archdiocese,  as  benefactor  of  St.  Michael's  Cathe- 
dral, builder  of  churches,  and  donor  of  St.  Augustine's  Semin- 
ary, a  work  whose  benefits  are  enjoyed  to-day  not  only  by 
thousands  within  this  city  and  province  but  also  by  hundreds 
throughout  Canada,  Newfoundland,  United  States  and  Foreign 
Missions  afar. 

REQUIESCANT   IN    PACE. 

Within  the  crypt  of  St.  Michael's  Cathedral  are  interred 
the  last  remains  of  several  families  and  illustrious  dead  who. 
in  their  day,  gave  all  that  was  best  for  God   and   country. 
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The  memorial  tablets  on  the  walls  of  the  Cathedral  above 
remmcl  the  worshipper  of  their  mortal  presence.  There  are 
many,  however,  buried  within  the  crypt,  most  worthy  of 
remembrance,  to  whom  no  monuments  have  been  reared  to 
recall  their  names.  Rt.  Rev,  William  Peter  MacDonald,  V.G., 
w^as  the  first  to  be  buried  in  the  unfinished  Cathedral,  April 
5,  1847.  Two  days  later  Sir  Charles  Chichester,  commander  of 
the  garrison,  was  laid  to  rest  close  to  Monsignor  MacDonald, 
Both  had  served  their  country  for  years  in  Spain,  the  former 
at  Irun,  the  latter  at  Madrid.  Bishop  Power  sleeps  his  last 
rest  beneath  the  sanctuary  not  far  from  his  faithful  secretary, 
Archdeacon  Hay.  The  memorial  window  on  the  Gospel  side, 
near  the  Chancel,  to  Archbishop  Lynch,  donated  by  the  third 
bishop  of  Peterborough,  Rt.  Rev.  Richard  O'Connor,  D.D.,  re- 
calls the  last  wish  of  this  prelate  to  be  buried  out  in  the  sun- 
shine in  the  garden  of  the  Cathedral  cloister.  His  successor, 
Archbishop  Walsh,  was  the  last  prelate  interred  in  the  Cathe- 
dral crypt.  This  year  of  grace  1937  is  a  centennial  year  of 
uncommon  local  interest.  One  hundred  years  ago,  Charles  Don- 
levy  founded  the  Toronto  Mirror,  Toronto's  first  Catholic  pa- 
per. After  twenty-two  years  of  ceaseless  labour,  for  the  wel- 
fare of  his  fellowmen,  he  was  laid  to  rest,  July  26,  1858,  be- 
neath the  northern  aisle  of  the  Cathedral,  The  Boulton  family 
vault  is  of  unusual  historical  interest.  It  was  erected  by  order 
of  Mrs.  Eliza  Jones  Boulton,  Her  brother,  Mr,  Justice  Jonas 
Jones,  her  brother-in-law,  Hon.  Justice  Levius  P.  Sherwood, 
and  her  husband,  John  Henry  Boulton,  were  three  of  the  most 
prominent  members  of  the  Family  Compact  whose  actions  pre- 
cipitated the  Upper  Canadian  Rebellion  of  1837.  The  Hon.  Jus- 
tice Sherwood's  daughters,  who  followed  the  faith  of  their 
Catholic  mother,  were  married  to  most  distinguished  Toron- 
tonians,  Amelia  to  Dr.  John  King,  M.R.C.S.,  an  eminent  Irish 
Catholic  physician,  Charlotte  to  Hon.  John  Elmsley,  Helen 
to  John  Willoughby  Crawford,  Lieutenant-Governor  of  On- 
tario, 1873-1875.  The  remains  of  all  the  Catholic  parties  here 
mentioned  were  buried  with  their  aunt  and  relative  in  the 
Boulton  vault.    Mrs.  Helen  Crawford  Avas  the  last  lay  person 
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to  be  interred  in  the  Cathedral  crypt  Avhieh  in  former  years 
housed  a  mortuary  chapel,  where,  March  11,  1859,  a  Way  of 
the  Cross  was  erected. 

THE  HOUSE  OF  GOD  AND  GATE  OF  HEAVEIN. 

"Remember  the  days  of  old,  consider  the  years  of  past 
generations."  The  historic  memories,  which  we  have  passed 
in  review,  the  recollections  of  great  achievement  and  noble 
example  are  far  more  significant  than  a  mere  narration  of  local 
history,  though  local  they  may  seem.  "Ask  thy  father  and  he 
will  show  thee,  thy  elders  and  they  will  tell  thee."  The  martyr- 
bishop  and  heroic  fathers,  who  laid  the  foundation  of  this 
ecclesiastical  province,  were  men  who  valued  tradition  and  the 
sacred  history  of  the  past.  From  the  dawn  of  Christian  An- 
tiquity, a  cathedral  has  ever  been  a  source  of  unity  and  the  cen- 
tre of  diocesan  life.  Here  the  bishop  teaches  with  the  commis- 
sion of  Peter,  priests  are  ordained,  and  the  sacramental  oils  are 
consecrated.  It  is  the  church  of  all  the  clergy  and  laity  united 
with  their  bishop,  the  source  of  diocesan  unity.  In  a  day  when 
one  must  grasp  the  moorings  of  the  past,  may  the  memories  of 
this  Cathedral  be  an  inspiration  for  the  future.  May  they 
quicken  an  appreciation  for  supernatural  realities.  St.  Michael, 
great  Archangel,  still  keeps  his  ancient  place  as  Guardian  of 
this  Cathedral  city  Avhere  shines 

".  .  .  the  traffic  of  Jacob's  ladder 
Pitched  betwixt  Heaven  and  Charing  Cross." 
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DUBLIN    SLUMS 

By  MOST  REV.  P.  J.  MAGENNiIS,  O.Carm. 

EVERY  hig  city,  every  fairly  large  town,  every  populous 
village,  has  its  streets,  and  lane^,  and  alleys,  into  which 
the  stranger  seldom  wanders — and  the  seldomer  the  better  for 
the  good  repute  of  the  inhabitants  of  those  important  centres. 
Tumble-down  houses,  rickety  stairs,  dark  hallways,  patch-Avork 
panes  in  the  windows — if  there  be  such  evidences  of  civilization 
— panel-broken  doors,  grimy  walls,  and  torn,  soiled  curtains 
meet  riotously  in  those  slumlands.  And  it  seems  so  peculiar 
that  they  do  congregate  in  the  one  neighborhood,  as  if  they 
were  not  ashamed  to  consort  together.  The  journals — par- 
ticularly in  the  "silly"  season — write  columns  about  the  slums 
and  the  soap-box  orator  denounces  them.  The  armchair  Com- 
munist moves  his  hearers  to  tears  and  his  readers  to  indigna- 
tion against  the  slums.  The  reasons  for  their  presence  in  those 
important  centres  are  as  lucid  and  as  cogent  as  the  methods 
for  their  disappearance,  as  suggested  by  the  journalist  and 
tfie  orator  and  the  thinker  in  the  armchair.  Dublin  slums  must 
be  somewhat  different  from  all  other  slums,  if  we  are  to  believe 
the  above-mentioned  authorities,  because  one  grows  to  love 
them.  True,  indeed,  we  find  in  the  slums  of  Dublin  the  jail- 
like courts,  the  narrow  streets,  the  dark  halls,  the  creeky 
stairs,  the  glass-shattered  windows,  the  panel-smashed  doors 
and  nearly  all  the  external  signs  of  slumland.  But  once  you 
push  your  way  through  the  crowds  of  little  ones  and  then 
enter  the  darksome  hall  and  mount  the  narrow  stairs,  you  find 
yourself  in  a  cheery  room — over-populated  if  you  will — but  its 
atmosphere  is  neither  repellent  nor  disgusting.  A  strange 
light  illumines  the  tiny  prison-like  room.  A  smile  comes  easily 
to  the  face  of  slum  motherhood — no  matter  how  care-worn  or 
drawn  the  features  of  the  women  may  be — there  is  ever  the  look 
of  expectant  triumph  to  that  which  her  offspring  is  destined 
in  the  race  of  life,  the  place  left  vacant  by  the  empty  cradles  of 
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tinseled  respectability,  of  selfish  pleasure  and  of  Providence- 
hating  unions.  We  have  been  assured  on  unquestionable 
authority  that  the  ''fear  of  the  Lord  is  the  beginning  of 
wisdom,"  and  these  matrons  of  the  slums  fear  the  Lord  and 
time  will  show  their  wisdom.  Every  little  one  is  a  gift  from 
heaven  and  if  the  good  God  fills  the  scanty  space  with  His 
gifts — well,  then.  He  will  make  the  way  for  His  own  handi- 
work in  the  years  to  come !  The  slum  mother  is  prepared  for 
sacrifices  and  when  they  come — as  well  they  may — then  she 
has  only  a  mother's  duty  to  do.  The  charm  of  all  motherhood 
is  that  its  devotees  are  prepared  to  face  even  death  for  the 
object  of  its  love — and  here  in  the  slums  we  see  the  grandest 
of  all  exhibitions  of  what  gives  the  charm  to  the  very  name 
of  mother.  The  toiling,  struggling  "man  of  the  house"  or, 
perhaps  better,  '  'man  of  the  room ;"  and  the  noisy  youngsters 
are  all  held  together,  without  their  adverting  to  the  fact,  by 
that  mysterious  charm  begotten  of  motherhood. 

The  children  of  the  Dublin  slums  are  not  quite  angels,  but 
I  make  bold  to  say  that  they  are  the  nearest  approach  to  the 
denizens  of  the  celestial  courts,  although  formed  of  a  cruder 
material.  A  smile  that  fades  not  comes  to  their  tiny  features 
and  the  sweet  little  voice  salutes  you  with  the  age-old  greeting, 
"God  and  Mary  with  you,"  and,  of  course,  it  is  in  the  tongue 
of  the  ancient  Gael.  If  you  wish  to  deepen  the  smile  and  add 
another  note  of  cheerfulness  in  the  youthful  answer,  then  give 
the  return  salutation  in  the  tongue  of  your  fathers.  If  you 
chance  to  be  a  Priest  or  a  Bishop  or  even  a  Cardinal,  the  boy 
seizes  the  little  hairy  top-knot  decorating  his  brow  and  tells 
you  most  sincerely,  "God  bless  you.  Father."  And,  if  the 
youthful  passer-by  be  a  little  girl,  then  she  reverently  blesses 
herself  before  she  utters  the  same  pious  salutation.  These  be 
the  makings  of  Nature's  genuine  aristocracy. 

Sometimes  you  must  make  your  way  through  a  crowd  of 
little  ones  playing  hop-scotch  or  swinging  from  a  lamp  post, 
then  it  is  that  you  have  the  duty  of  saluting  each  separately, 
and  if  you  miss  one,  or  dismiss  one  less  ceremoniously,  you 
have  lost  a  friend.     The   children   of  the   slums   demand   as 
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hearty  a  greeting  as  they  generously  extend.  Occasionally  one 
comes  on  a  crowd  of  boys  engaged  in  mischievous  work,  but 
the  presence  of  a  stranger  is  sufficient  to  postpone  damaging 
operations.  The  children  of  the  slums  never  beg  in  their  own 
neighborhood.  Now  and  then,  and  I  must  confess,  rarely  is 
the  Priest  or  the  Nun  asked  for  "a  medal"  or  a  "holy  picture," 
although  the  giving  of  one  of  those  pious  objects  is  a  danger 
to  one's  future  peaceful  passage  through  the  slums.  Any 
little  present  of  such  kind  is  cherished  and  then  desired  by 
every  little  urchin  who  has  learned  of  one's  generosity.  Priests 
and  Sisters  often  bring  this  annoyance  on  themselves.  Any 
child  having  the  propensity  for  "begging"  tries  its  luck 
in  one  of  the  leading  thoroughfares,  the  child  would  be  very 
audacious  who  would  try  to  solicit  alms  in  the  slumland — it  is 
not  the  etiquette. 

See  the  slum  child  on  the  occasion  of  its  First  Communion 
or  when  there  is  a  procession  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  or  a 
May  procession,  and  you  will  at  once  see  the  superiority  of  the 
Dublin  slums  to  all  other  slumlands.  Clean  and  neat,  and 
tidily  dressed,  are  the  little  marchers.  Of  course,  the  material 
forming  the  dress  is  of  a  cheap,  flimsy  nature,  but  as  a  decora- 
tion to  the  well-washed  face  and  the  carefully-arranged  hair, 
it  is  an  heroic  attempt  to  defy  poverty.  The  visitors  to  the 
Eucharistic  Congress  of  a  few  years  ago  Avere  surprised  and 
edified  at  the  religious  atmosphere  of  the  slums  —  houses 
beautifully  decorated,  archways  made  into  colorful  passages, 
derelict  yards,  front  and  back,  made  into  flower  gardens,  holy 
pictures  hanging  from  every  angle  of  the  tumbling-down 
houses,  altars  erected  in  the  little  squares  of  alley  and  lane, 
where  the  very  narrowness  of  the  place  helped  to  add  to  the 
daintiness.  As  one  foreign  Prelate  remarked :  "  Those  who  had 
not  visited  the  slums,  had  not  seen  the  real  Catholic  spirit  of 
Ireland."  The  slums  had  given  the  "widow's  mite"  to  the 
national  expression  of  a  people's  love  for  Christ  in  the  Sacra- 
ment of  His  love. 

Those  occasions  for  showing  the  faith  within  them  are,  no 
doubt,  red-letter  days  in  the  life  of  every  inhabitant  of  slum- 
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land,  but  let  us  remember  that  in  those  very  slums  there  are 
well-equipped  rooms  and  halls  and  dispensaries,  attended  bj' 
well-paid  officials — all  destined  for  the  one  purpose  of  robbing 
the  men  and  women  and  children  of  the  faith  of  their  fathers. 
Those  proselytizing-  centres  will  indeed  relieve  poverty  and 
enrich  avarice,  but  always  at  the  expense  of  the  faith  of  the 
recipient.  For  three  centuries  that  process  has  been  going  on 
and  Irish  Protestantism  has  been  nibbling  the  crumbling,  de- 
caying edges  of  slumland,  subsidized,  of  course,  by  English 
money.  By  the  special  mercy  of  God,  the  efforts  of  these 
destroyers  of  souls  have  been  of  little  avail  and  slumland  looks 
down  with  unfeigned  contempt  on  the  traitors  of  the  faith  of 
Patrick,  Brigid  and  Columkille.  To-day  they  sing  after  those 
renegades,  just  as  Avas  sung  after  similar  weakling  decades  of 
years  ago : 

"They  sell  their  souls  for  penny  rolls, 
And  tripe  and  hairy  bacon." 

In  slumland  dialect,  it  is  "sowls"  and  "rowls."  It  is  only  in 
the  mouth  of  the  slum  child  the  couplet  gets  its  true  spirit  of 
satire. 

What  is  to  be  deplored  is  the  fact  that  the  Protestant 
schools  in,  and  near,  the  slums  are  so  many  effective  oppor- 
tunities for  proselytizing.  No  class  of  Christians  have  ever 
withstood  attacks  on  their  faith  as  the  men  and  Avomen  of  the 
Dublin  slums.  With  them,  it  was  and  is:  "All  these  will  I 
give  thee,  if  falling  down  thou  Avilt  adore."  It  is  not  to  be 
understood  that  there  is  no  poverty  in  the  slums.  Of  course 
there  is.  But  the  neighborly  charity  of  the  one  to  the  other 
is  amazing  and  the  various  Catholic  Societies  do  what  they  can 
with  their  slender  means  to  assist  genuine  poverty,  and  the 
grinding,  down-right  poverty  of  the  slums  of  big  cities  like 
London  and  New  York,  and  such  centres,  is  utterly  unknown. 
Poverty,  such  as  is  exploited  by  the  soap-box  orators  and  the 
communist,  does  not  exist  in  Dublin. 

The  "housing"  question  is  a  real,  live  issue,  for  we  often 
visit  families  of  from  four  to  ten  in  one  room — and  that  room 
not  at  all  spacious.  Gradually  that  menace  to  health,  and 
even  morality,  is  being  removed.     The  Government  and  the 
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Corporation,  as  well  as  private  companies,  are  busily  engaged 
in  supplying  a  great  need.  The  congestion  in  slumland  is 
easily  understood  Avhen  we  recall  the  evictions  once  so  com- 
mon in  the  land — not  all  the  evicted  had  sufficient  money  to 
pay  "passage"  to  other  lands,  so  they  were  crowded  together 
in  the  cheapest  lodgings  in  the  cities.  This  fact  also  largely 
accounts  for  the  robust,  religious  spirit  of  people  housed  there ; 
and  also  for  the  extraordinary  high  standard  of  morality 
under  conditions  that,  in  any  other  people,  must  entail  ruin 
of  souls  as  well  as  degradation  of  bodies.  In  those  densely- 
packed  homes,  moral  delinquency  is  practically  unknown.  In 
the  streets,  alleys  and  lanes,  scandals  are  rare  indeed,  and,  if 
at  all,  are  the  acts  of  late-arrivals  or  visitors  to  the  slums. 
These  few  words  are  written  in  a  room  in  the  centre  of  slum- 
land  and  the  writer  marvels  at  the  multitude  of  the  "hidden 
saints"  of  the  slums.  Hundreds  of  laboring  men,  poorly  clad, 
])oorly  fed,  on  their  way  each  morning  to  earn  a  pittance  for 
wife  and  family,  rush  into  the  church  to  make  a  brief  visit  to 
Our  Lord  in  the  Tabernacle.  Some  have  barely  time  to  dip 
the  fingers  into  the  holy-water  font  and  make  the  sign  of  the 
cross,  uttering  at  the  same  time  a  short  aspiration ;  but  others 
have  time  to  remain  for  Holy  Mass.  From  the  minute  the 
church  is  opened  until  half-past  seven,  the  scene  is  not  only 
edifying,  but  very  heart-moving.  Hundreds  of  women  come 
later  on  to  Mass  and  to  make  their  visits,  for  then  they  have 
the  children  at  school  and  the  husband  at  work.  It  is  easily 
seen  where  Dublin  Slumland  gets  its  patience,  peace  and  con- 
tentment. 

Those  who  know  the  slums  of  places  outside  Ireland,  where 
religion  is  not  practised  and  where  God  is  practically  un- 
known, can  form  no  idea  of  Dublin  slums.  Visitors  to  the 
city  have  not  really  seen  the  Irish  character  in  its  noblest 
form,  that  is  to  say,  struggling — and  without  doubt,  struggling 
successfully — with  poverty  and  social  inconveniences  of  every 
kind  and  all  the  time  faithful  to  religion  and  family  life — to 
God  and  country. 

In  a  future  number  of  "St.  Joseph's  Lilies"  we  shall  present 
another  aspect  of  the  Dublin  slums. 
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CAN  ROME  LEAN  TOWARDS  SOCIALISM? 

By  J.  P.  SULLIVAN, 
St.  Augustine's  Seminary. 

PARISH  churches  and  liturgical  prayer  which  give  us  spir- 
itual joy,  private  property  and  family  life  Avhich  give  us 
sensitive  pleasure,  are  Christian  signs  of  contradiction  to  Com- 
munism and  will  remain  as,, monuments  to  the  final  victory 
over  Sovietism.  For  although  Communism  lives  in  the  spirit 
of  the  movement  by  which  it  sv,'eeps  over  the  world,  it  is  dead 
in  itself,  and  in  timie,  is  destined  to  come  to  nought.  Creation 
was  an  act  proper  to  God,  and  in  His  Hands  rests  the  re- 
creation of  the  world,  which  we  await  with  Old  Testament 
lojiging.  In  this,  the  Godhead  will  use  agents,  but  they,  will 
not  be  the  inopiated  henchmen  of  the  Scarlet  Queen,  rather 
they  will  be  the  zealous  apostles  of  the  social  gospel  of  the 
Mystic  Christ.  This  re-creation  is  to  come  through  the  estab- 
lishment of  Justice,  Truth  and  Charity ;  not  through  the  over- 
throw of  the  age-old  systems  of  government,  the  scrapping 
of  a  time-honoured  order  of  economics,  or  the  obliteration  of 
revealed  religion.  Nevertheless  Satan  fires  Russia's  constancy 
to  her  cause ;  hell's  wind  blows  the  poisoned  aroma  of  Redism 
to  the  opposite  horizons;  and  it  would  be  stranger  than  fiction 
if  mere  men  did  not  succumb.  In  this  fettered  hour  of  chaos, 
myriad  hands  have  fallen  on  Dudley's  "Monster,"  and  now 
cling  to  it  as  their  protector  and  pet.  Others  groping  for- 
ward, with  the  dimmed  lamp  of  traditional  faith,  hesitate  and 
ask  a  hundred  questions  epitomised  in  the  following  query: 
To  what  extent  could  the  Church  go  in  her  ai)proval  of  Com- 
munism, if  it  could  be  considered  as  an  economic  theory, 
divorced  from  all  political  and  religious  aspects? 

THE  HISTORICAL  VISTA  OF   REVOLUTION. 

With  the  Communism  of  ancient  Crete  as  his  raw  material, 
the  law-giver  Lycurgus  Avove  into  the  constitution  of  Sparta 
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many  communistic  threads.  Yet  Plato  and  Xenophon,  the 
champions  of  this  Communism,  were  cemented  in  their  aris- 
tocracy. The  idea  of  equality  was  alien  to  that  state,  where 
slaves  formed  half  the  population,  and  women  were  considered 
of  inferior  status.  There  was  the  Voluntary  Christian  Com- 
munism of  Jerusalem,  but  the  aim  of  such  communities  was 
poverty  rather  than  prosperity.  The  characteristics  of  Medie- 
val Monastic  Houses  focus  attention  in  this  regard,  but  the 
whole  thing  was  hardly  a  shadow  cast  before,  for  the  Com- 
munism which  the  Catholic  Church  condemns  is  essentially 
the  growth  of  modern  times  and  conditions. 

The  sixteenth  century  saw  many  important  changes  in  the 
lives  of  men.  Papal  authority  waned,  and  the  religion  of  the 
Reformers  spread  as  a  wind-fanned  forest  fire.  Money  Avas 
sought  for  its  own  sake,  and  every  heart  pulsated  with  a  desire 
for  material  gain.  Feudalism  fell  before  the  sheep  industry, 
and  the  Guild  system  paled  with  inertia.  From  this  womb 
of  circumstances  came  Capitalism,  beautiful  in  its  babyhood 
artd  prosperous  in  its  youth.  Two  centuries  passed,  and  the 
genius  of  inventors  set  the  stage  for  that  great  bulletless  re- 
volution of  industry,  the  Industrial  Revolution.  Home  indus- 
tries faded  from  the  routine  of  daily  life;  factory  smoke  rose 
as  incense  to  its  God ;  and  children  swooned  at  the  close  of  a 
sixteen  hour  labour  day.  Capitalism  was  cancering  into  sen- 
ility. 

The  French  Revolution  broke  out  and  in  its  precursors  we 
had  the  pioneers  of  Socialism,  although  the  results  of  the  up- 
heaval were  at  variance  with  their  ideals.  Reform  laws  fol- 
lowed one  another  in  double-time  parade,  but  the  eleventh 
hour  had  passed,  and  a  revolutionary  movement  was  on  foot, 
which  was  soon  to  receive  a  new  impetus.  The  big  moment 
came  in  the  late  eighteen  forties,  when  Karl  Marx,  the  philo- 
sophical aristocrat  of  Bonn,  threw  himself  into  the  struggle 
against  Capitalism.  Eight  years  later,  Marx  and  his  relative- 
friend  Engels  published  the  "Manifesto  of  the  Communist 
Party,"  a  figment  of  philosophically  morbid  brains,  in  which 
may   be   found    the   bedrock    ideas    of   Modern    Communism. 
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Through  the  years  the  Manifesto  enjoyed  mereasmg:  success, 
for  then  as  now  there  was  a  social  problem.  A  few  lived  in  the 
effeminacy  of  palatial  homes ;  thousands  existed  in  the  shadow 
of  destitution.  Periodic  unemployment,  the  world  conflict,  the 
rise  of  Lenin  and  Stalin,  stock  deflation,  and  the  devotion  of 
Russia  to  a  self-imposed  duty,  aggravated  conditions  to  their 
hell-heat. 

SOCIALISM   AND   COMMUNISM — DO   THEY   DIFFER? 

In  ordinary  speech  Socialism  and  Communism  are  used 
at  free  choice,  but  there  is  a  difference  noticeable  even  in  con- 
versation, where  Socialism  falls  more  gently  upon  our  ears. 
Socialism,  in  the  gist  of  its  definition,  is  the  abolition  of  pri- 
vate ownership  of  productive  property,  and  maybe  in  some 
cases  of  non-productive  goods,  with  an  organized  and  equal 
distribution  of  the  necessities  of  life,  and  the  fruits  of  labour. 
Communism,  in  its  utter  extremity  is  the  virile  expression  of 
Socialism.  It  is  that  system  which  would  abolish  private  own- 
ership of  productive  and  non-productive  property,  introducing 
what  is  called  a  Community  of  goods.  To  maintain  this  a 
political  dictatorship  of  the  minority  or  more  perfectly  of  the 
majority,  would  be  established  and  supported  by  mailed  fists. 
On  these  forms  of  Marxism  falls  the  condemnation  of  Eternal 
Rome,  and  the  ridicule  of  brilliant  minds. 

Likewise  is  cast  aside  the  anarchism  of  Bakunin,  with  its 
denial  of  all  authority,  its  abolition  of  private  ownership,  and 
its  transmission,  not  to  the  state,  but  to  an  independent  and 
confederate  federation  of  labour.  There  is  rejected  the  agrar- 
ianism  of  Henry  George,  who  advocated  the  nationalization 
of  land  and  the  payment  of  a  tax  to  the  State  by  the  tenants. 
Also  the  collectivism  of  the  disciples  of  Marx,  with  its  public 
use  and  administration  of  the  means  of  production,  its  con- 
trolled output,  and  its  distribution  according  to  equity  or  ne- 
cessity. Rome  could  not  give  the  nod  of  approval  to  any  of 
these  systems — but  what  about  that  most  talked  of  all  sys- 
tems? 
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MODERATE   SOCIALISM. 

This  offspring  would  contrive  by  peaceable  ways,  that 
sooner  or  later  all  capital  (i.e.  that  part  of  wealth  which  is 
used  for  the  purpose  of  obtaining  more  wealth  and  is  not  for 
consumption)  and  all  means  of  production  or  sources  of  in- 
come, should  pass  over  into  the  controlling  hands  of  the  State. 
It  is  what  most  men  mean,  when  undernourished  in  penury 
and  spiteful  in  idleness,  they  clamour  for  the  transportation 
of  private  capitalistic  property  in  the  means  of  production, 
that  is  land,  mines,  raw  materials,  machinery,  tools,  raihva^'s, 
etc.,  into  common  property  for  Socialistic  production.  Remem- 
bering the  words  of  Pope  Pius  XI,  "For  it  is  rightly  contended 
that  certain  forms  of  property  must  be  reserved  to  the  State, 
.since  they  carry  with  them  an  opportunity  of  economic  dom- 
ination, too  great  to  be  left  to  private  individuals  without  in- 
jury to  the  community  at  large,"  can  Rome  back  these  de- 
mands? Can  She  stretch  a  few  points  and  meet  these  bleached 
Reds  hand  in  hand,  closing  once  and  forever  this  bitter  strug- 
gle? 

The  State  is  a  collection  of  homes,  just  one  big  family, 
and  what  is  necessary  for  the  home  is  necessary  for  the  State. 
It  is  a  true  and  perfect  society,  having  by  nature  the  right  to 
those  things  necessary  for  its  end,  namely  the  protection  of 
man's  rights  and  the  amelioration  of  the  conditions  of  life. 
Therefore  the  State  may  possess  productive  property  and 
some  such  ownership  is  required,  but  it  must  not  be  made 
to  the  detriment  of  the  family  which  precedes  the  State.  There- 
fore to  the  far  too  sweeping  demands  of  Moderate  Socialists 
we  must  answer  with  the  celebrated  Fisherman  in  the  nega- 
tive. And  this  opposition  of  the  Church  is  motivated  in  no 
way  by  anj^  stubborn  obstinacy  towards  Moscow.  The  question 
of  private  property  is  no  mere  branch  of  Church  discipline, 
which  Rome  could,  if  She  would,  change  in  a  certain  setting. 
It  is  a  matter  of  Natural  Law,  not  in  its  primary,  but  in  its 
secondary  requirements,  and  over  these  the  Church  has  no 
power,  save  that  of  interpretation.     Parallel  to  this  in  more 
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ways  than  one  is  the  item  of  clothes.  In  the  original  paradise 
of  pleasure  and  perfection,  Natural  Law  was  not  oifended  by 
the  nudity  of  the  first  couple,  nor  broken  by  its  general  com- 
munity of  goods, — paradise  was  for  all  and  each  of  its  inno- 
cent and  happy  inhabitants.  But  now,  that  man  is  in  a  fallen 
state.  Nature  and  the  Author  of  Nature,  God,  decree  that  for 
public  decency  modest  garments  must  be  worn;  and  for  the 
sake  of  security,  order,  and  peace,  private  property  must  be 
possessed  by  men.  The  fact  that  Catholic  missionaries  fostered 
community  of  goods  in  Uruguay  is  swept  aside  by  the  very 
primitive  state  of  conditions  there.  On  the  same  score,  this 
communism  is  certainly  permissable  in  the  ice-bound  north- 
land,  where  Eskimos  live  in  common  and  hunt  together  in  an 
effort  to  ward  off  starvation  and  death.  But  in  average  cir- 
cumstances, the  demands  of  Moderate  Socialism  relative  to 
public  ownership,  are  exaggerated  bej^ond  the  forbidden  de- 
gree. 

Moreover,  if  a  graphic  recording  were  at  hand,  we  would 
see  many  rises  and  falls  in  the  State's  pursuit  of  its  end,  but 
the  peaks  are  in  no  way  explained  by  an  entire  public  owner- 
ship of  productives.  Nor  can  it  be  seen  how  they  could  be 
surpassed  or  even  equalled  by  such  a  state  possession,  rather 
it  looks  like  the  stepping-stone  to  a  Russian  Gehenna.  More- 
over, if  the  opposite  fact  could  be  established,  the  whole  scheme 
would  be  misted  with  impossibility;  ^  What  is  very  simple  in 
theory  is  supremely  difficult  in  practice.  We  speak  of  produc- 
tive and  non-productive  property,  knowing  what  Ave  mean, 
but  any  wide  and  certain  stamping  of  articles  as  such  is  im- 
possible. Circumstances  of  time  and  place  make  one  article 
fruitful  and  its  sister  sterile.  A  sewing  machine  in  a  bache- 
lor's attic  is  non-productive;  the  same  machine  in  an  apparel 
factory  would  be  most  productive. 

THE    SOCIALISTIC    TENDENCIES. 

Remember,  the  Church  long  before  anyone  else,  sought  to 
aid  the  masses,  and  long  ago  condemned  the  abuses  of  govern- 
ments and  regimes.    Papal  fire  of  the  last  great  social  ency- 
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elical  scorched  Rugged  Individualism  and  its  successor,  Econo- 
mic Dictatorship  in  the  lines,  "Free  competition  is  dead,  eco- 
nomic life  has  become  hard,  cruel  and  relentless  in  a  ghastly 
measure,"  Rome  has  no  program  of  universal  reform,  but 
She  has  principles  upon  which  must  be  rebuilt  the  social  life  of 
all  nations  according-  to  their  environment.  She  has  preached 
and  tried  to  effect  a  moral  reformation  of  individuals,  an  obe- 
dience to  the  precepts  of  Justice,  and  Charity,  a  reverence 
for  the  bond  of  social  intercourse.  Yet  Her  sociologists  claim 
that  although  private  property  is  their  keyword,  certain  types 
of  property  should  belong  to  the  State  for  the  sake  of  the 
common  good,  that  common  good  which  is  always  Her  interest. 
We  are  familiar  with  this  ownership  and  control  for  it 
exists  on  a  minor  or  major  scale  in  every  country.  The  days 
of  the  Pony  Express  have  paled  into  the  past;  to-day  the  cor- 
respondence of  a  nation  is  continually  carried  on  by  State 
service.  East  is  bound  to  West  by  ties  of  steel  along  which 
speed  State  flyers.  But  consider  something  not  so  common- 
place. Socialists  speak  about  nationalization  of  mines,  which 
is  a  large  order.  Here  in  Canada,  the  nationalization  of  coal 
mines  could  be  allowed,  for  all  who  seek  a  living  within  her 
far-flung  borders  must  be  warmed  from  the  biting  blasts  of 
her  winters.  In  other  words  the  Church  grants,  that  all  those 
things  which  touch  in  some  way  and  influence  the  majority  of 
the  citizens  of  a  given  country  might  ethically  be  placed  in 
the  hands  of  the  State.  Rome  does  not  say  what  these  things 
are ;  She  leaves  that  to  a  cabinet  of  judicious  men.  Note  well 
the  word  "  ethically" ;  there  is  no  guarantee  of  economic  se- 
curity. Between  the  two  there  is  a  difference.  Political  eco- 
nomy is  very  variable,  and  what  is  wrong  in  one  country  may 
be  right  in  another.  Its  province  is  governed  by  the  legislative 
assembly  of  a  country  and  its  business  experts.  To  this  Rome 
has  nothing  to  say.  What  is  ethically  justifiable  may  be  eco- 
nomically dangerous.  The  principles  of  Ethics  are  of  Divine 
and  Natural  Law,  that  remain  forever.  Here  the  Church  stands 
and  declares  to  a  wilful  world,  **Thou  shalt  not  pass."  In 
certain  European  countries  and  even  here  in  America,  govern- 
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ment  ownership  of  railways  has  not  been  a  financial  success. 
The  classic  example  for  the  opposite  view  is  the  State  owner- 
ship of  the  Hydro.  In  certain  of  our  Western  provinces  the 
telephone  system  is  government  owned  to  the  satisfaction  of 
all.  The  Church  stands  in  the  middle  between  Communism 
and  Capitalism.  She  will  move  towards  neither,  but  in  Her 
teachings  there  are  tendencies  which  may  be  called  socialistic. 
Remember,  Socialism  is  a  word  not  applied  in  the  same 
sense  to  all  its  objects.  Rome  has  socialistic  tendencies  be- 
cause She  seeks  the  elevation  of  the  proletariate  by  the  lifts 
of  Christian  principles.  In  the  lexicon  of  Lenin,  Redism  is 
a  system  of  utter  despair,  heresy  to  one's  religion  and  treason 
to  one's  countrJ^  For  that  reason  it  sank  deep  into  the  quag- 
mire of  Russian  life.  For  that  reason  it  should  never  con- 
quer Canada.  Ours  is  not  only  a  country  with  a  future,  but 
one  with  a  present  that  rates  with  the  best  of  the  age.  Ours 
is  a  flourishing  Catholicity,  sown  by  martyrs,  blessed  by  un- 
canonized  saints,  and  watched  over  by  the  provident  St. 
Joseph.  Ours  is  a  native  land  doubly  dear  to  our  hearts, 
for  it  adopted  our  fathers  when  troubles  pressed  them  hard 
in  the  past.  We  are  proud  of  Canada,  and  proud  to  be  citizens 
of  this  daughter  dominion.  Surely  that  pride  will  never  al- 
low us  to  go  as  cattle  at  feed  time  to  a  public  crib. 


Now,  when  one  theory  after  another  thus  rises  and  falls, 
and  one  Utopian  promise  after  another  is  made  and  broken,  it 
is  not  comprehensible  that  some  of  us  think  it  is  well  to  save 
even  a  solitary  man  from  starvation,  while  the  world  is  making 
up  its  mind  how  many  centuries  it  will  take  for  starvation  to 
disappear? — "As  I  Was  Saying,"  Chesterton. 
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MIKE    LEADS  THE    WAY 

By  PAT  DALY. 

EVERYONE  agreed  that  it  was  a  calamity  when  Father 
Biyan  was  stricken  with  paralysis  on  the  riglit  side,  and 
all  but  bereft  of  speech.  So  famous  a  speaker  ^vho  had  filled 
cJiurches  and  halls  to  overflowing  could  ill  be  spared  and  com- 
plaints came  from  everyone  except  the  "poor  man"  himself. 

lie  sat  serenely  in  a  wheel  chair  in  St.  Mary's  Rectory 
garden,  guarded  by  a  fierce  Irish  terrier,  "Mike,"  and  both 
seemed  so  happy  that  young  Hugh  Allen  on  the  other  side  of 
the  hedge  who  just  no-w  was  far  from  happy,  often  felt  a  wild 
desire  to  throw  things.  Hugh  had  spent  months  of  intense 
work  designing  an  army  model  plane  which  at  the  ci-ucial 
moment  failed  and  before  his  eyes  had  crashed  to  the  ground, 
killing  his  best  friend.  After  that,  a  black  cloud  had  shut 
down  on  him  through  which  he  could  see  only  the  pity  of  liis 
friends,  the  fancied  scorn  of  his  enemies.  Eventually  he  liad 
given  way  under  the  strain  and  was  now,  under  protest,  fol- 
lowing his  doctor's  orders  to  regain  his  health  in  the  country. 
Small *M'onder  he  felt  like  throwing  things. 

However,  for  he  was  really  quite  a  fine  chap,  he  resisted 
these  impulses  and  even  ventured  to  make  a  few  inquiries  from 
his  housekeeper,  Mrs.  O'Gorman,  about  the  odd  pair  next  dooi*. 
That  voluble  lady  informed  him  that  His  Reverence  was  cer- 
tainly a  saint  but  she  declined  to  express  her  opinion  of  the 
dog.  He  had,  Hugh  learned,  dug  up  her  tomato  plants,  chewed 
washing  hung  out  to  dry,  and  once  frightened  her  heart  clean 
out  of  her  body  by  suddenly  hurtling  over  the  hedge  and 
landing  in  her  ample  lap. 

After  thiq,  Hugh  had  lost  his  desire  to  throw  things  and 
had  entertained  a  secret  hankering  to  meet  the  saint  and  his 
irrepressible  dog.  His  chance  came  one  day  when  finding 
Mike  industriously  chewing  up  prize  tulip  bulbs,  he  decided  to 
escort  him  home  before  further  damage  was  done.     Father 
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Bryan  received  the  culprit  with  a  hopeless  shake  of  liis  head 
and  drew  up  a  chair  for  Hugh,  who  had  suddenly  become  awk- 
ward in  spite  of  the  friendliest  smile  in  the  world  and  a  dis- 
tinct glint  of  humour  in  his  eye.  "Thank  you,"  said  that  amaz- 
ing man,  "for  not  throwing  things  at  us  after  all." 

Hugh  gasped.     "How  did  you  know?" 

"I've  felt  that  way  myself,"  confided  Father  Bryan.  "Wi> 
all  do,  you  know,  even,"  he  added  with  a  glance  at  Mike,  "that 
angel-on-earth,  Mrs.  O'Gorman." 

For  the  first  time  in  six  months  Hugh  laughed  and  quite 
suddenly  he  felt  completely  at  ease  as  with  an  old  friend. 
Thej^  talked  for  an  hour  but  Hugh  said  nothing  about  him- 
self and  Father  Bryan  asked  no  questions.  It  was  when  he 
got  up  to  go  that  Father  Bryan  with  a  glance  at  his  withered 
right  hand  said  simply,  "I  found  my  happiness  at  the  feet  of 
God."  But  Hugh  felt  the  black  cloud  pressing  down  on  him 
again  and  he  cried  bitterly,  ' '  Well,  I  cannot.  He's  too  far  from 
me,"  and  abruptly  left. 

After  that  he  avoided  the  Rectory  garden  and  his  friend, 
but  Mike,  who  having  found  a  friend,  meant  to  keep  him,  came 
over  frequently  with  a  ball  in  his  mouth  and  coaxed  (as  ojd.v 
an  Irishman  can)  for  a  game  until  Hugh  gave  in.  In  the  same 
way  the  boy  was  inveigled  into  walks  which,  however,  he  took 
in  the  opposite  direction  to  the  Rectory.  Once  when  Mike 
had  taken  to  chasing  rabbits,  they  found  themselves  lost. 
Darkness  came  on.  Hugh  started  off  briskly  but  stepped 
suddenly  in  a  hole  and  fell  heavily  to  the  ground  unconscious. 
It  seemed  to  him  hours  later  when  he  sat  up  and  found  th(; 
dog  licking  his  face.  He  stood  up,  reeled  a  little  and  started 
after  Mike,  who  was  whimpering  and  running  back  and  forth. 
He  wondered  dully  where  they  were  going  but  it  did  not  seem 
to  matter.  What  a  long,  long  walk !  He  was  so  tired  and  weary 
but  kept  on,  fearing  to  lose  sight  of  the  little  dog.  The  black 
cloud  had  come  again  and  blotted  him  out.  His  thoughts 
were  baffling  .  .  .  whom  was  he  following?  .  .  .  Mike?  .  .  .  No, 
there  was  someone  else  he  tried  to  reach  .  .  .  Who?  .  .  .  then  all 
was  clear.  It  was  God  he  sought  and  he  wondered  whv  he  had 
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not  looked  to  God  before.  He  stumbled  again,  dazzled  by  a 
blaze  of  light ;  he  was  in  a  crowd  of  kneeling  people  and  be- 
cause he  could  no  longer  stand,  he  knelt  too.  He  did  not  know 
it  was  a  Corpus  Christi  procession  in  St.  Mary's  church  nor 
did  he  realize  that  it  had  halted  for  some  reason  for  a  moment 
just  in  front  of  him;  he  only  knew  that  he  had  come  from 
darkness  into  light  and  looking  up,  had  found  himself  at  the 
feet  of  Christ — his  God. 

A  few  weeks  later,  catechism  lesson  finished,  Hugh,  who 
had  completely  recovered  from  the  slight  concussion  occa- 
sioned by  his  fall,  said  to  his  instructor,  Father  Bryan: 
"Well  of  course  the  rational  explanation  would  be  that  Mike 
brought  me  to  the  church  that  night  because  you  were  there, 
but  I  firmly  believe  that  that  was  God's  own  way  of  bringing 
me  to  Him ;  and  Mike  was  His  instrument." 

An  uproar  in  the  next  yard  caught  Father  Bryan's  atten- 
tion and  he  chuckled  wickedly.  The  instrument  of  God  was 
chasing  the  O'Gorman  cat  through  the  tomato  plants. 


PROVIDENCE. 


Into  each  life  some  rain  must  fall. 

For  God  plans  everything. 
He  sends  the  snow  to  let  us  know 

It  can't  be  always  spring; 

He  sends  the  flowers  raid  summer  showers, 
Each  rose  must  bear  its  thorn, 

Through  shadow  oft  time  comes  the  light, 
A  soul  again  is  born, 

Marie  Wyllie. 
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BOOKS    AND   THEIR    DESTINY 

By  MRS.  WINTROP  CHANLER.* 

FEW  things  beneath  the  moon  seem  more  inscrutable  than 
the  relation  of  books  and  their  authors  with  publishers  and 
public.  What  is  it  that  makes  the  raging  favorite  sweep  the 
country  as  a  ''best  seller"  only  to  be  forgotten  a  year  or  two 
later,  while  another  better  work  lies  unheeded,  hidden  for 
decades  among  the  seeds  of  time,  to  be  discovered  as  a  master- 
piece by  a  younger  generation?  Publishers  are  often  blamed 
for  their  want  of  discrimination,  too  often  they  have  rejected 
books  that  were  destined  to  become  famous.  They  have  their 
finger  on  the  pulse  of  the  moment  and  are  all  too  anxious  to 
discover  new  talent  that  will  appeal  to  current  taste.  But  as 
the  old  nursery  rhyme  says,  disregarding  all  rules  of  grammar : 

You  nor  I  nor  nobody  knows 

How  oats,  wheat,  beans  and  barley  grows.* 

and  taste  grows  and  changes  in  the  same,  not  to  say  even  more 
impenetrable  ways.  We  should  not  blame  the  publishers  too 
much,  they  have  the  financial  side  of  the  matter  to  consider, 
and  long  experience  to  guide  and  shelter  them  from  the  risk  of 
yielding  to  personal  enthusiasm.  The  very  elect  are  just  as 
frequently  deceived. 

Horace  Walpole,  man  of  letters,  collector  of  antiquities,  who 
built  his  house  at  Strawberry  Hill  in  Gothic  style  and  prided 
himself  as  a  patron  of  talent,  was  taken  in  by  Thomas  Chat- 
terton's  imitation  of  old  English  ballads.  Chatterton  had 
written  them  on  old  parchment  in  mediaeval  script,  and  pre- 
tended to  have  found  them  in  an  ancient  chest  in  a  muniment 
room  in  Bristol.  He  signed  them  T.  Rowly.  Walpole  was 
thrilled  to  discover  a  new  long-buried  poet  and  asked  for  more 
MSS  out  of  the  same  chest.    When  an  expert  pronounced  the 


*  Mrs.    Wintrop    Chanler    is    the    author    of    "Roman    Spring"    and 
"Autumn  in  the  Valley." 
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document  a  forgery,  he  was  outraged  at  having  been  duped 
and  refused  all  further  help  to  the  living  poet.  Chatterton  Avas 
eighteen  at  the  time  and  had  done  the  thing  light-heartedly, 
I  like  to  think,  almost  in  the  spirit  of  a  lark.  But  Walpole 
would  not  see  him  again,  no  publisher  would  print  his  verses 
or  give  him  employment.  He  had  no  friends  in  London,  where 
he  had  gone,  full  of  bright  hopes  for  name  and  fame.  He  would 
not  ask  for  help  from  his  family  in  Bristol,  but  starved  alone 
in  a  garret.  Desperate  and  penniless,  the  poor  boy  took  a  dose 
of  arsenic  and  killed  himself.  Too  late,  the  world  realized  that 
it  had  lost  a  real  poet,  but  no  English  anthology  can  leave  him 
out  of  the  company  of  the  immortals. 

Byron,  from  the  high  throne  of  his  ephemeral  glory,  hounded 
John  Keats  to  his  early  grave.  Bizet's  Carmen  lay  for  twelve 
years  on  a  dusty  shelf:  no  impresario  would  undertake  its 
production,  no  publisher  would  print  it,  until  the  year  of  his 
death,  since  when  it  has  held  the  operatic  stage  against  all 
comers. 

These  ^tories  are  too  sad  and  far  too  numerous  to  find  place 
in  this  little  article,  but  they  are  good  to  remember,  alike  for 
the  successful  and  for  those  who  wait  on  success. 

Let  us  turn  to  lighter  cases.  When  my  brother,  Marion 
Crawford,  was  at  the  height  of  his  popularity,  a  popularity 
achieved  at  a  bound  by  the  first  book  he  ever  wrote,  Mr.  Isaacs, 
he  had  the  same  publisher  as  Henry  James.  Macmillan 
brought  out  their  books  year  by  year  in  England  and  America. 
Henry  James  had  what  the  French  call  a  success  of  esteem, 
while  Marion's  was  essentially  a  "Best  Seller"  success.  Mr. 
Brett,  the  head  of  the  Macmillan  firm  in  iNew  York,  used  to 
tell  Marion  that  Mr.  James'  books  rarely  paid  for  their  publica- 
tion, while  the  Crawford  volumes  went  into  very  large  figures. 
They  pleased  the  immediate  many  and  were  good  books  in 
their  way,  some  few  of  them  hav«  survived  for  their  excellent 
stories  and  pleasant  reading,  but  there  is  no  doubt  that  Henry 
James  has  far  more  enduring  right  to  fame.  His  contemporaries 
Avere  slow  to  recognize  him. 

I  remember  meeting  Henry  James  once  just  after  reading 


ST.  JOSEPH  LILIES 369 

one  of  his  books,  not  one  of  his  great  novels ;  it  was  the  life  of 
W.  W.  Story,  not  a  very  important  work,  but  it  contained  a 
lovely  description  of  Rome,  the  Roman  sunshine  and  the  life 
of  the  American  artists  there,  Avho  had  reversed  the  voyage  of 
their  pilgrim  fathers  to  make  their  home  in  the  land  of  beauty. 
I  told  him  how  much  I  had  liked  the  book  and  how  I  had 
almost  written  him  about  it,  but  had  not  quite  found  the  cour- 
age. I  did  not  at  the  time  know  him  as  well  as  I  came  to  know 
him  later,  and  he  was  always  to  me  an  august  personage.  "Hoav 
I  wish  you  had  written,"  he  said,  ''for  ray  books  alwaj's  seem 
to  fall  into  a  great  silence.  I  never  know  if  anj^  one  has  read 
them,  I  never  know  if  any  one  has  liked  them."  This  must  have 
been  a  figure  of  speech,  for  I  cannot  remember  the  time  when 
he  did  not  have  an  inner  circle  of  ardent  admirers;  but  "fan 
letters"  were  infrequent  in  those  days,  and  perhaps  others,  like 
myself,  felt  shy  about  writing  to  such  a  master  of  English.  I 
often  hope  that  a  comforting  breath  from  this  side  of  eternity 
reaches  him  among  the  shadows  to  tell  him  how  his  cult  has 
spread,  how  many  of  us  still  delight  in  what  he  wrote. 

To  come  down  from  Olympus  to  my  own  modest  experience, 
I  will  confess  that  nothing  ever  surprised  me  more  than  the 
kind  reception  the  public  gave  to  my  Roman  Spring.  The  book 
was  written  for  my  children  at  their  earnest  and  repeated  re- 
quest. One  of  them  got  me  a  large  loose-leaf  copy-book  as  an 
inducement;  they  made  me  promise  I  would  set  to  work,  -and 
after  some  hesitation,  I  did.  In  those  days  of  "easy  money," 
the  plan  was  to  have  it  privately  printed  for  the  family  and 
the  few  friends  whom  it  might  interest.  By  the  time  it  was 
finished,  conditions  had  changed  and  such  an  outlay  was  out 
of  the  question.  I  showed  the  MSS  to  a  great  friend,  who 
happened  to  be  a  reader  for  Macmillan,  and  asked  her  if  there 
were  any  chance  of  having  it  published.  Her  verdict  was  that 
it  would  be  a  nice  book  for  my  family  and  intimate  friends, 
but  that  there  was  nothing  in  it  that  could  possibly  interest  the 
common  reader.  This  discouraged  me  from  further  efforts 
towards  publicity,  but  I  went  on  tinkering  with  the  MSS.  I 
had  become  interested  in  it.     Presently  one  of  the  big  New 
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York  publishers  heard  of  the  book  and  asked  to  see  it.  He 
returned  it  to  me  with  thanks,  and  a  few  words  of  balm,  he 
could  not  publish  it.  I  was  only  half  disappointed,  and  sup- 
posed he  knew  his  business.  About  a  year  later,  the  Atlantic 
Monthly  asked  to  see  it  and  it  took  my  friend,  Mr.  Sedgwick's, 
fancy.  There  was  nothing  half-hearted  about  his  approval. 
He  chose  the  chapters  he  liked  best,  made  three  articles  of  them 
for  his  magazine,  his  associate  firm  of  Little  and  Brown  brought 
it  out  in  September,  1934,  and  people  seemed  to  like  it. 

The  triangle  formed  by  the  Avriter,  the  publisher  and  the 
public,  is  hard  to  forecast,  too  many  independent  variables  are 
involved.  When  Solomon  said  that  of  writing  many  books 
there  v/as  no  end,  he  little  knew  of  the  truth  of  his  prophecy, 
or  did  he  see  in  a  vision  the  torrents  of  volumes  that  were  to 
be  poured  forth  in  a,  to  him,  unimaginable  future?  Too  many 
— too  many,  it  would  seem,  but  nature  loves  waste  and  every 
little  book  has  its  own  fate.  Each  one  represents  a  hope  that 
among  the  many  called,  it  may  be  one  of  the  few  chosen,  and 
here  and  there  the  hope  is  fulfilled.    Habent  sua  fata  libilli. 


ECCENTRIC. 


A  heap  of  the  lowly  creature  clay, 
A  breath  from  Almighty  God, 

And  spirit  and  clay  v/ere  wed  one  day 
In  a  man  of  soul  and  sod. 

God  made  the  clay  to  serve  the  man 
Unto  His  Glory,  on  that  day ; 

But  graceless  man,  upsetting  God's  plan. 
Despised  the  Potter,  adored  the  clay. 
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THE   BIRTHPLACE    OF  RESPONSIBLE 
GOVERNMENT 

By  FRED  W.  BEARD. 

NESTLED  close  under  the  rugged  heights  of  Queenston 
and  within  the  precincts  of  the  village,  there  has  stood 
for  many  years  the  ruined  walls  of  an  old  building  bearing 
the  inscription,  "The  Home  of  William  Lyon  Mackenzie.  The 
Birthplace  of  Responsible  Government."  It  was  from  this 
building,  more  than  one  hundred  years  ago,  that  the  grand- 
father of  the  present  Prime  Minister  of  Canada,  first  issued 
his  newspaper,  "The  Colonial  Advocate,"  and  launched  his 
attacks  upon  the  government  of  the  time;  a  campaign  that 
ultimately  resulted  in  many  reforms  in  our  government  and 
marked  William  Lyon  Mackenzie  as  a  leader  in  the  advanced 
political  thought  of  his  day. 

One  hundred  years  ago,  William  Lyon  Mackenzie  led  the 
rebellion  in  this  country  and  for  many  years  following,  any 
reference  in  commendation  of  his  action  was  looked  upon  in 
some  quarters  as  an  indication  of  tainted  loyalty.  More  mature 
judgment  has  proved  that  it  was  an  economic  and  social  move- 
ment, a  stirring  of  unseen  forces  which  every  worth-while 
country  has  at  some  time  to  experience,  bitter  as  that  experi- 
ence may  be. 

Recently,  the  Niagara  Parks  Commission  has  restored  the 
old  building  and  it  is  to  be  used  as  the  nucleus  of  a  museum, 
housing  all  articles  that  may  be  collected  relating  to  Mac- 
kenzie and  those  who  risked  their  all  in  the  rebellion  of  '37. 

In  early  times,  Queenston  Village  was  on  the  line  of  the 
trade  route  from  the  western  posts,  being  the  northern  terminus 
of  the  great  portage  around  Niagara  Falls.  Travellers'  tales 
recall  great  activity  there  in  stage-coach  days.  It  was  there 
that  Mr.  Mackenzie  came  with  a  stock  of  goods  and  from  there 
he  left  his  private  life  as  a  merchant  to  engage  in  that  of  poli- 
ties. 
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No  part  of  Canada,  save  old  Quebec,  is  so  rich  in  liistorie 
lore  as  is  the  Niagara  gateway.  During  the  turbulent  times  of 
1812  and  1814  fire  and  sword  moved  through  the  village  of 
Queenston  according  to  the  varying  fortunes  of  the  armies  and 
it  ■\^'as  almost  upon  the  ground  now  occupied  by  the  old  build- 
ing, that  Brock  received  his  mortal  wound.  Within  close  dis- 
tance stands  the  old  home  of  Laura  Secord  from  which  she  so 
bravely  set  forth  to  deliver  the  warning  message  to  the  British 
outpost;  and  nearby  in  a  secluded  plot  lie  many  who,  in  the 
early  times,  bore  the  heat  and  burden  of  the  day.  ■  '< 


JOSEPH'S   GLORIES. 

What  golden  goodness  shone  in  thee 
That  Mary  chose  thy  bride  to  be, 
And  Christ  thy  foster-child ; 
That  angels,  forth  from  heaven  sent, 
Woke  oft  thy  love  and  wonderment, 
Thy  grief  and  care  beguiled ! 
Take  heart,  ye  lowly  and  ye  poor; 
For  Joseph's  glories  more  endure 
Than  wits  and  counsels  keen, 
lie  from  a  cottage  knew  to  rise 
Above  the  natives  of  the  skies, 
The  consort  of  their  Queen ! 

— Father  Garesche,  S.J. 
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PURGATORY-- IN    THE    POEM    OF 
DANTE    ALIGHIERI 

VIII. 

Seventh  Cornice:    The  Sins  of  Lust. 

DANTE  wishes  to  know  how  spiritsi,  that  need  no  corporeal 
nourishment,  can  become  thin  and  lean  from  lack  of  food. 
Virgil  gives  him  an  idea  how  this  can  be  possible,  first,  by  a 
parallel  drawn  from  Mythology,  and  again  by  a  simile  drawn 
from  nature.  Then  he  calls  on  Statins  to  explain  more  fully 
the  matter. 

The  parallel  from  Mythology  is  Meleager.  At  the  birth  of 
Meleager,  the  Fates  were  present  and  predicted  his  future 
greatness.  Clotho  said  that  he  will  be  brave :  Lachesis,  that  he 
will  be  strong;  and  Atropas,  that  he  will  live  as  long  as  the 
brand,  that  was  then  burning  in  the  hearth.  After  this,  the 
Fates  vanished  out  of  sight,  but  his  mother  sprang  hastily 
from  her  bed,  quenched  the  burning  log,  and  hid  it  away  with 
care,  so,  that,  as  long  as  the  log  did  not  burn  out,  her  child 
would  live.  Meleager  distinguished  himself  in  the  Argonautic 
expedition  and  again  in  the  hunt  of  Calydon,  where  he  killed 
the  famous  bear  and  presented  the  boar's  head  to  Atlanta. 
His  uncles,  however,  wanted  that  head  and  tried  by  force  to 
take  it,  so  he  killed  them.  On  hearing  this  and  seeing  the 
dead  bodies,  his  mother,  in  her  rage,  fetched  the  brand  from 
its  hiding  place  and  threw  it  on  the  fire,  and,  as  it  burned  to 
ashes,  Meleager  also  withered  away  and  died. 

Swinburne,  in  "Atlanta  in  Calydon,"  makes  the  dying 
Meleager  say : 

Mother,  I  dying  with  unforgetful  tongue, 
Hail  thee  as  holy  and  worship  thee  as  just, 
Who  art  unjust  and  unholy :  and  with  my  knees 
Would  worship,  but  thy  fire  and  subtlety 
Dissundering  them,  devour  me ;  for  these  limbs 
Are  as  light  dust  and  crumblings  from  mine  urn 
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Before  the  fire  has  touched  them ;  and  ray  face 
As  a  dead  leaf  or  dead  foot's  mark  on  snow, 
And  all  this  body  a  broken  barren  tree 
That  was  so  strong,  and  all  this  flower  of  life 
Disbranched  and  desecrated  miserally, 
And  'minished  all  that  god-like  muscle  and  might 
And  lesser  than  a  man's;  for  all  my  veins 
Fail  me,  and  all  my  ashen  life  burns  down. 

By  this  example,  Virgil  wants  to  show  how  mail  can  not 
only  become  thin,  but  also  waste  away  entirely  from  other 
causes  than  from  lack  of  food.  As  an  unseen  power  consumed 
Meleager,  so  also  a  mysterious  power  makes  thin  the  aerial 
bodies  of  the  gluttons. 

Example  from  Nature,  the  aerial  body  of  the  spirits  is,  as 
it  were,  the  mirror  of  their  souls ;  and  as  the  mirror  reproduces 
minutely  every  movement  of  the  person  facing  it,  so  the  aerial 
body  repeats  and  portraj's  all  the  movements  of  the  soul,  which 
gives  it  life.  If,  therefore,  the  soul  undergoes  any  kind  of 
torture,  the  body  appears  to  suffer  the  same.  Hence  the  starva- 
tion of  the  soul  is  echoed  in  the  body,  which  then  appears 
famished  and  gaunt. 

Statins  explains  further  how  bodies  that  are  impalpable  and 
not  in  need  of  food  may  become  lean  and  emaciated.  He 
begins  by  giving  the  Scholastic  idea  of  the  generation  of  man. 
Here  it  is  in  Longfellow's  translation  (Dante,  Canto  25, 
vs.  37-57). 

The  perfect  blood,,  which  never  is  drunk  up 
Into  the  thirsty  veins,  and  which  remaineth 
Like  food  that  from  the  table  thou  removest. 
Takes  in  the  heart  for  all  the  human  members 
Virtue  informative,  as  being  that 
Which  to  be  changed  to  them  goes  through  the  veins. 
Again  digest,  descends  it  where  'tis  better 
Silent  to  be  than  say;  and  then  drops  thence 
Upon  another's  blood  in  natural  vase. 
There  one  together  with  the  other  mingles. 
One  to  be  passive  meant,  the  other  active. 
By  reason  of  the  perfect  place  it  springs  from ; 
And  being  conjoined,  begins  to  operate, 
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Coagulating'  first,  then  vivifying 

What  for  its  matter  it  had  made  consistent. 

The  active  virtue,  being  made  a  soul 

As  of  a  plant   (in  so  far  different, 

This  on  the  Avay  is,  that  arrived  already). 

Then  works  so  much,  that  now  it  moves  and  feels 

Like  a  sea-fungus,  and  then  undertakes 

To  organize  the  powers  whose  seed  it  is. 

At  this  stage  in  the  process  of  generation,  the  foetus  is  in  the 
condition  of  a  sea-fungus,  or  zoophyte,  but  with  the  poten- 
tiality of  further  development :  from  an  animal  embryo  it  be- 
comes a  human  creature  by  the  creation  of  the  soul  by  God. 

.     .     .     Just  as  soon  as  in  the  foetus 
The  articulation  of  the  brain  is  perfect. 
The  Primal  Motor  turns  to  it  well  pleased 
At  so  great  art  of  nature  and  inspires 
A  spirit  new  with  virtue  all  replete. 

(Canto  XXV). 

The  origin  of  the  human  soul  is  so  difficult  to  understand  that, 
omitting  the  opinions  of  pre-Christian  philosophers,  even  the 
Fathers  of  the  Church  tried  three  different  ways  to  explain 
it. — Origen  and  his  followers,  accepting  the  Platonic  doctrine 
of  the  pre-existence  of  souls,  taught  that  all  souls  were  created 
by  God  at  the  beginning  of  the  world,  and,  as  men  are  born, 
are  imprisoned  in  their  bodies.  This  doctrine  is  condemned  by 
the  Church  as  erroneous. — Tertullian  and  his  followers .  seem 
to  have  held  a  doctrine,  called  Generationism,  according  to  which, 
at  the  moment  that  parents  generate  the  body  of  the  child, 
their  souls  also  generate  the  soul  of  the  child,  in  the  same  fashion 
as  a  lighted  candle  lights  another  candle.  This  explanation 
also  is  wrong.  Nor  could  a  soul  be  formed  by  the  physical 
bodies  of  the  parents,  (this  theory  is  called  Tradicciaimm) ,ior 
it  is  impossible  that  a  spiritual  substance,  as  the  soul  is,  could 
be  made  out  of  matter.  With  Lactantius  and  St,  Augustine, 
the  Scholastics  taught  the  doctrine  of  Creatwnism,  according  to 
which  every  human  soul-  is  directly  created  by  God  and  infused 
into  the  body,  at  the  moment  of  conception,  according  to  some, 
or  as  soon  as  the  foetus  is  fit  for  it,  according  to  others. 
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When  man's  life  on  earth  is  at  an  end  (when  Lachesis  hath 
spun  the  thread),  the  human  soul,  with  its  properties,  intel- 
lect, memory  and  will,  leaves  the  body.  The  other  sensitive 
faculties,  whose  existence  depends  on  the  senses,  such  as  sight, 
hearing,  feeling,  etc.,  become  dead,  when  the  sensitive  organs 
are  destroyed  by  death.  The  soul,  without  a  pause,  falls  of 
itself,  in  some  marvelous  way,  either  on  the  shore  of  Acheron 
leading  to  Hell  (Inferno  III,  122)  or  on  the  shore  of  the  Tiber 
(Purgatorio  II,  100)  leading  to  Heaven. 

There  it  is  first  cognizant  of  its  road. 

As  soon  as  the  soul  has  arrived  at  one  of  the  two  shores, 
and  is  bounded  by  space,  its  formative  virtue  acts  on  the  air 
which  is  around  it,  in  the  same  way  as  in  life  it  had  acted  on 
its  body  and  builds  for  itself  an  aerial  body.  The  aerial  body 
is  formed  by  the  action  of  the  soul  on  the  surrounding  air, 
as  the  rainbow  is  formed  by  the  action  of  the  sun,  "Avhen  the 
air  is  full  of  rain."  This  new  body  is  called  a  shade  and  it 
has  every  sense  that  the  human  body  had,  such  as  sight, 
hearing,  feeling,  etc.  Hence  those  spirits  can  speak,  laugh, 
shed  tears,  and  so  on,  and  according  as  the  soul  is  impressed 
by  desire  or  pleasure  or  torture,  so  also  its  shade  presents  the 
features  of  one  who  desires,  is  pleased,  or  suffers.  Hence  tlio 
souls,  that  are  punished  with  hunger,  communicate  that  suf- 
fering to  their  shades  and  thus  our  Poets  saw  lean  spirits 
walkiiig  about  and  casting  hungry  and  thirsty  glances  at  the 
apple-tree  and  the  sparkling  waters.  Thus  does  Statius  an- 
swer Dante's  question:  ''How  can  spirits  that  need  no  cor- 
poreal nourishment  be  subject  to  hunger?"  It  is,  however,  to 
be  observed  here  that  the  Poet  gives  a  body  to  spirits  to  suit 
the  demands  of  his  poem  and  of  his  artistic  purposes,  and  not 
to  state  his  belief,  because  he  believed  with  St.  Thomas  (Summa 
Theol  III.  Suppl.  69)  that  "The  soul,  once  sei)arated  from  the 
body,  has  no  longer  a  body  whatsoever." 

And  now  the  Poets  have  arrived  at  the  last  of  the  seven 
circles,  where  the  sins  of  lust  are  punished.  The  mountahi  shoots 
forth  flames  of  fire  which  envelope  the  circle,  except  a  luivrow 
strip  of  it  bordering  the  precipice.     Up  from  the  precipice  a 
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blast  of  air  is  blown  which  keeps  that  narrow  strip  all  around 
the  circle  clear  of  fire.  Walking  on  this  narrow  path,  the  poets 
see  the  spirits,  who  in  life  sinned  by  lust,  roaming  in  the  fire 
which  envelopes  the  greater  part  of  this  place.  They  sing 
the  hymn  "Summae  Deus  Clementiae"  (O  God  of  Mercy), 
which  is  the  beginning  of  Saturday's  Matin  in  the  Roman 
Breviary.  It  is  a  prayer  for  protection  against  lust.  At  i\w 
closing  of  the  hymn  they  shout :  "I  do  not  know  man" :  words 
pronounced,  once  upon  a  time,  by  the  blessed  Virgin  Mary  to 
assert  her  chastity  (Luke  I,  34).  Then  they  sing  again  the 
same  hymn,  which  once  more  ended^,  they  cry :  **Diana  ran 
to  the  wood  and  drove  Callisto  out,  because  she  had  drunk 
Venus'  poison,"  that  is,  she  had  yielded  to  carnal  love.  Diana, 
by  driving  Callista  away  from  her,  proved  that  she  had  a 
horror  against  lust  and  hatred  for  loose  companionship.  Then 
they  re-sing  the  hymn:  then  they  recite  the  praises  of  chaste 
husbands  and  wives.  They  will  never  cease  from  this  proce- 
dure, as  long  as  Divine  Justice  keeps  them  in  these  flames. 
While  the  Poets  are  walking  along  the  narrow  strip,  the  pre- 
cipice on  one  side  and  the  raging  fire  on  the  other,  Virgil 
often  warns  his  companion  to  watch  his  step  lest,  by  leaning 
one  way,  he  falls  down  the  precipice,  or,  by  overstepping  on 
the  other  side,  he  is  set  on  fire.  At  this  time  the  sun  is  not 
far  from  its  setting,  (it  is  about  4  p.m.)  ;  it;s  clear  light  shades 
a  white  tinge  on  the  air,  and  on  the  red  flames.  The  shadow 
of  the  Poet,  as  he  walks  along  intercepts  the  rays  of  the  sun, 
so  that  the  flames  look  redder  at  the  point  where  he  passes. 
Many  spirits  marvel  at  such  an  unusual  sight,  and  say :  "he 
seems  not  an  empty  shadow,  but  a  real  substance." 

.     .     .     Tell  us  how  it  is  that  thou  makest  thyself 
A  wall  against  the  sun,  as  thou  not  yet 
Into  the  inextricable  toils  of  death 
Hadst  entered? 

(Canto  26). 

So  one  crowd  goes  and  the  other  comes,  and  each  resumes 
its  first  song,  the  hymn,  and  its  several  shouts.    When  Dante 
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tells  these  souls  that  he  is  still  alive,  they  look  and  gaze  at 
him  with  their  mouths  wide  open,  as  a  peasant  does  when  he 
enters  a  large  city  for  the  first  time.  One  of  these  spirits  is 
Guido  Guinizelli,  a  famous  poet  of  the  13th  century,  the  fore- 
runner and  originator  of  the  "new  style"  in  poetry.  Dante, 
recognizing  him,  would  run  and  embrace  him,  but  for  the  fire. 
The  other,  taken  aback  by  that  great  show  of  affection,  ex- 
claims: ''What  causes  you  to  love  me  so?"  Dante  replies: 
"It  is  those  sweet  lays,  which  as  long  as  our  tongue  shall  last, 
will  make  us  love  the  very  ink  that  traced  them."  "Brother"— 
Guinizelli  cries,  and  points  at  another  shade  before  him — "there 
is  one  to  whom  our  language  owes  more  than  to  me :  he  stands 
without  a  rival  in  love  ditties  and  tales  of  prose.  He  is  the 
Provencal  poet  Arnaut  Daniel,  a  greater  man  than  ever  Giraut 
de  Borneil  of  Limoges.  If  you  are  so  privileged  as  to  gain  en- 
trance 'to  the  cloister  whereof  Christ  is  Abbot  of  the  College' 
say  to  him  one  Pater  Noster  for  me."  As  soon  as  he  had  said 
this,  Guinizelli  vanished  through  the  fire,  as  a  fish  through 
the  deep  water.  Dante  then  has  a  few  words  with  Arnaut 
Daniel,  who  speaks  in  his  Provencal  language,  and  who  soon 
after  also  disappears  through  the  flames. 

It  was  sunrise  at  Jerusalem,  midnight  in  Spain,  noon  iu 
India,  and  sunset  on  the  mountain  of  Purgatory.  The  Angel 
of  God  (the  Angel  of  purity)  appears  before  the  wandering 
poets:  Joy  Vv^as  in  his  mien.  He  stands  on  the  brink,  out  of 
the  fire,  and  with  a  voice  whose  liveliness  and  clearness  sur- 
pass any  human  voice,  sings:  "Blessed  are  the  pure  in 
heart,"  and  as  the  poets  come  nearer  to  him,  he  says:  "You 
cannot  go  any  further,  if  you  are  not  first  purified  by  this 
fire :  walk  through  it,  and  listen  to  the  voice  which  comes  from 
the  other  side  of  this  fire ;  its  sound  will  serve  you  as  a  guide." 
Dante  is  terrified  at  the  idea  of  having  to  cross  that  burning 
fire,  and  Virgil  says  to  him :  "My  son,  that  fire  will  burn,  but 
will  not  kill  you:  do  believe  me:  I  have  brought  you  here 
safely  through  Hell  and  Purgatory ;  now,  that  I  am  nearer  to 
God,  will  you  not  trust  me?"  Still  Dante  cannot  make  up 
his  mind  and  gather  enough   courage  to   step   into   the  fire. 
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Virgil  subjoins:  ''Only  this  wall  of  fire  divides  you  from 
Beatrice!"  Hearing  that  beloved  name,  Dante  walks  right 
into  the  fire,  preceded  by  Virgil  and  followed  by  Statins. 
Tlie  intensity  of  that  fire  is  so  great  that  he  would  have  cast 
himself  into  molten  glass  to  cool  his  burning  limbs.  The 
most  scorching  fire  that  man  can  imagine  in  this  world  is 
cold  water  compared  with  the  fire  of  Purgatory.  Virgil,  to 
comfort  him,  speaks  of  Beatrice.  He  says:  "Her  eyes  even 
now  I  seem  to  view."  They  hear  a  voice  from  the  other  side 
and  are  able  to  follow  in  the  direction  of  it,  until  they  finally 
emerge  from  the  fiery  pit  into  an  open  path  that  leads  up- 
wards. At  the  same  time  they  hear:  "Come,  come  blessed 
of  my  Father."  These  words  issue  from  within  a  light  so 
radiant  that  Dante  cannot  endure  it.  Of  all  the  Angels  he 
met  in  Purgatory,  this  one  is  the  most  resplendent,  because 
lie  is  much  nearer  to  God.  It  is  not  said  that  this  angel  blotted 
out  the  lost  P  from  Dante's  forehead:  was  this  P  burnt  out 
while  the  Poet  was  crossing  the  fire? 

They  mount  up  a  narrow  stairway  between  two  walls  of 
rock.  Night  overtakes  them  and,  according  to  the  laws  in 
Purgatory,  they  must  stop  and  lie  down  to  sleep.  Dante  has 
a  dream : 

A  lady  young  and  beautiful,  I  dreamed 
Was  passing  o'er  a  lea;  and,  as  she  came, 
Methought,  I  saw  her  ever  and  anon 
Bending  to  cull  the  flowers,  and  thus  she  sang : 
"Know  ye,  whoever  of  my  name  would  ask. 
That  I  am  Leah:  for  my  brow  to  weave 
A  garland,  these  fair  hands  unwearied  ply. 
To  please  me  at  the  crystal  mirror,  here 
I  deck  me,  but  my  sister  Rachel,  she 
Before  her  glass  abides  the  livelong  day. 
Her  radiant  eyes  beholding,  charm'd  no  less 
Than  I  with  this  delightful  task;  her  joy 
In  contemplation,  as  in  labour  mine. 

(Canto  27). 

At  dawn  the  Poets  wake  and  find  themselves  at  the  entrance 
of  the  Garden    of    Eden,  or  Earthly    Paradise.       Virgil    thus 
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addresses  Dante:  "My  son,  you  have  seen  both,  the  eternal 
and  temporal  fire,  that  is,  Hell  and  Purgatory,  and  we  have 
arrived  at  a  place  where  'my  ken  no  longer  reaches' :  expect 
no  more  from  me :  You  may  do  what  you  like,  sit  down  or 
walk,  until  Beatrice  arrives  to  take  my  place  and  to  escort  you 
further.    She  will  replace  me  as  your  guide." 

I  invest  thee  then 
With  crown  and  mitre,  sovereign  o'er  thyself. 

(End  of  Canto  XXVII) 


SAINT  JOSEPH'S  MONTH. 

Saint  of  the  Childhood  and  the  Hidden  Life, 

Why  is  it  that  thy  month  is  always  Lent, 

What  hadst  thou  with  the  Passion  ?    Mary  went 

To  Calvary  with  Jesus ;  but  the  knife 

Of  that  fierce  sorrow  was  spared  thee.    Thy  strife 

In  anxious  care  and  fostering  patience  spent. 

Now  to  a  stable,  now  to  Egypt  sent. 

And  then  long  years  with  humblest  labour  rife. 

But  this  thy  portion  of  the  coming  Cross — 

Which  o'er  thy  path  its  forward  shadow  threw. 

And  is  not  ours  like  thine — to  walk  content 

In  that  long  shadow,  counting  all  things  loss 

Save  what  for  Jesus  we  endure  or  do  ? — 

To  teach  us  this  thy  month  is  always  Lent. 

E.  H. 
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SAN    JUAN    CAPISTRANO 
Jewel  of  the  Missions 

By  A.  McGUANE. 

SIXTY  miles  south  of  Los  Angeles,  and  a  few  miles  inland 
from  the  great  Pacific,  nestled  in  the  rolling  hills,  stands  a 
quaint  old  Mission,  which  has  rightly  been  called  "the  jewel 
of  the  missions." 

On  expulsion  of  the  Jesuit  Order  in  1767  from  Spanish 
Dominion,  it  was  decided  to  send  a  band  of  Franciscans  to 
California  to  take  charge  of  the  Jesuit  Missions  there.  Band 
No.  16  was  organized,  with  Father  Junipero  Serra  in  charge, 
and  as  a  result  of  his  unceasing  efforts,  nine  missions  were 
founded  by  him  prior  to  his  death  in  1784. 

San  Juan  Capistrano  Mission,  about  which  our  story  centres, 
was  the  seventh  of  these  nine  missions  and  was  completed  in 
1776.  After  thirty-six  years  of  prosperity,  the  mission  was. 
reduced  to  ruins  by  an  earthquake  in  the  year  1812.  In  1818, 
the  altar  treasures  were  stolen  by  an  Argentine  pirate,  and  in 
1845,  during  the  Mexican  regime,  it  was  sold  illegally  at  auction 
by  the  Governor  of  California.  In  1865,  it  was  restored  to  the 
Catholic  Church  by  Abraham  Lincoln. 

With  such  a  tragic  history  as  this,  it  is  a  great  wonder  that 
the  mission  was  able  to  survive.  Its  adobe  walls  were  little 
more  than  ruins  when  it  was  taken  over  by  Reverend  St.  John 
O'Sullivan,  who,  with  untiring  energy,  restored  it  to  its  natural 
beauty.  Here  we  may  now  sit  under  the  shade  of  the  old  olive 
or  pepper  trees  and  dream  of  bygone  days  or  of  the  Modern 
Miracle  which  takes  place  yearly  and  which  of  late  has  caused 
the  eyes  of  the  world  to  become  focused  upon  it.  As  we  dream 
on,  we  are  reminded  of  the  legend  which  the  surviving  Indians 
in  the  surrounding  hills  still  tell  to  their  children. 

On  St.  Joseph's  Day,  March  19,  1776,  the  last  adobe  brick 
was  set  into  place,  and  as  the  Indian  workman  finished,  he 
saw  a  tiny  swallow  perched  on  the  tiles  of  the  roof  of  the 
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mission.  As  he  watched  it,  it  spread  its  wings  and  flew  away 
straight  toward  the  ocean.  Never  had  he  seen  a  bird  of  such 
beautiful  coloring.  Within  an  hour  it  had  returned  with  a 
flock  of  some  three  thousand  of  its  kind  and  they  quickly  set 
about  making  their  homes  under  the  eaves  of  the  church. 

For  seven  months  peace  and  contentment  reigned  among 
the  birds,  and  then  one  day,  a  restlessness  was  noticed  and  on 
October  23i'd  (St.  John's  Day),  they  left  their  nests  and  headed 
out  to  sea.  The  following  year,  on  March  19th,  the  swallows 
returned,  preceded  by  a  small  scouting  force.  They  found  their 
nests  had  been  appropriated  by  sparrows  and  swifts.  The 
swallows  withdrew  and  held  a  council  of  war  a  short  distance 
from  the  mission.  A  bitter  battle  ensued,  but  the  swallows 
were  victorious  and  moved  in  for  another  seven  months. 

True,  this  is  only  a  legend,  but  certainly  it  must  be  based 
on  some  truth,  as  for  the  last  sixty-nine  years,  the  padres  have 
kept  written  records  of  the  comings  and  goings  of  the  swallows 
each  year  on  March  19th  and  October  23rd.  People  are  now^ 
coming  from  all  parts  of  the  world  to  witness  this  miracle,  which 
takes  place  twice  a  year.  These  little  birds  never  miss,  and  even 
more  surprising  is  the  fact  that  leap  year  makes  no  difference. 
They  always  arrive  and  leave  on  time,  only  it  has  been  noted 
on  sunny  days  their  arrival  is  usually  in  the  morning  and  on 
stormy  days  in  the  evening  or  late  at  night,  always  preceded 
by  a  scouting  force. 

As  Ave  sit  within  the  shadow  of  the  mission,  we  dream  on, 
and  a  thousand  questions  come  into  our  thoughts.  Where  do 
these  birds  come  from?  Where  do  they  go  Avhen  they  leave? 
Why  do  they  come  and  go  on  days  especially  significant  to  this 
mission,  completed  on  St.  Joseph's  Day  and  named  for  St. 
John?  Swallows  are  a  known  migratory  bird,  but  nowhere  do 
they  come  and  go  with  such  regularity.  Efforts  to  trace  them 
to  their  winter  home  have  so  far  been  to  no  avail.  The  world 
asks  ''why,"  and  Father  A.  J.  Hutchinson,  who  has  been  in 
charge  of  the  mission  since  the  death  of  Father  O'Sullivan  in 
1933,  repeatedly  answers  these  questions  with  the  suggestion: 
''Only  God,  or  perhaps  St.  Joseph  or  St.  John,  can  answer." 
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THE    PORT    OF   COVE:    IRELAND 


O 


H  City  set  above  the  Ocean  Gate, 


Bright  limned  against  thy  slopes  of  tender  green, 
How  oft  a  radiant  vision  thou  hast  been    9' 

To  homing  wanderers !     Returning  late, 

They  are  the  conquerors  of  niggard  Fate, 

And  though  their  time  for  thankfulness  be  brief. 
Still  have  they  gained  surcease  of  ancient  grief; 

What'er  betide,  their  happiness  is  great. 

Yet  who  can  number  what  afflictions  fall 

Here  where  the  Emigrants  their  woes  proclaim. 
Weighed  down  with  sorrows  and  beset  with  fears? 
Thou,  with  thy  beauty  that  bewilders  all,  "^^ 

Dost  brim  their  cup  with  anguish !    Then  thy  name 
Is  ''ERIN'S  BABEL-MANDEB" :  GATE  OF  TEARS! 
Rt.  Rev.  Monsignor  Bollard,  P.D. 


TO    COLEEN 

"npHE  land  o'  the  leal"  to  me 

-■-       Is  the  Isle  of  Emerald  Green — 
Go  ye  by  land  or  go  ye  by  sea, 

No  name  so  dear  you'll  find,  Coleen. 
For  every  Gaelic  heart  was  born 

With  it  fast  graven  there, 
Since  first  that  blessed  morn 

St.  Patrick  breathed  Ireland's  air. 

Even  as  your  grandsire  did  love 
To  speak  as  soft  as  cushat  dove 

That  name — keep  it  ye  as  thine,  Coleen, 
And  deed  to  your  grandchild 

Its  heritage  of  Shamrock  green 
To  bloom  for  aye  on  Emerald  Isle." 

Marie  Austin  Major. 
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CALL  TO    COLORS— 1937 


Flag  of  Christ  the  King. 

THE  Saviour  calls,  a  heavenly  plea. 
Defend  our  Christianity, 
Unfurl  His  banner,  fling  it  free, 
From  Pole  to  Pole,  o'er  land  and  sea. 

For  Nation's  cause,  men  do  and  die, 
A  widow's  tears,  an  orphan's  cry, 
Is  scant  reward,  no  cause  for  joy 
Like  sacrifice  for  King  on  High. 

Bethlehem  Birth,  nor  Calvary's  Cross, 
Were  wrought  in  vain  for  human  loss 
Through  sin.    For  priceless  cost. 
His  sacrifice.    We  love  the  Cross. 


Christ's  enemy  of  hate  and  greed. 
On  human  souls  doth  long  to  feed. 
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Now,  scatters  wide  ungodly  creed 
Of  falsehood.    Satan  sows  his  seed, 

Rise,  Knights  of  old,  from  dreamy  sleep. 
Renew  the  pledge  you  swore  to  keep. 
Protect  the  Shepherd  and  His  sheep. 
A  Cross  to  sow,  a  Crown  to  reap. 

Rev.  Dr.  R.  J.  Williams. 


UPGRADE 


THE  knarled  and  wind-rocked  trees  are  bare;  abroad 
Roams  Winter  yet,  with  chilly  breath  and  hand. 
Days  darken  early,  still;  the  starry  horde 
Illumes,  with  amber  gleam,  the  solemn  land. 

But  though  a  hush  reigns  o'er  the  country,  now, 
Save  for  the  coursing  gull's  low,  plaintive  cry ; 

And,  snow-begemmed's  the  kingly  upland's  brow. 
For  Spring's  first  languorous  note,  we,  eager,  sigh. 

And,  looking  forward  to  fair  summery  bowers, 
While  woods  lie  leafless,  drear;  or  clasped  with  snow. 

Are  happy  victims  of  Hope's  darts,  and  floAvers, 
Imaginary,  rise  up,  row  on  row ! 

And,  often,  too,  our  thoughts  may,  fervent,  rise 
Above  this  bourne  of  mingled  boon  and  blight. 

To  shrines  of  many-mansioned  paradise, 
Where  all's  eternal  Easter,  psalm,  delight! 

Frederick  B.  Fenton. 


fommumtg 


We  have  the  great  distinction  in  this  number  of  offering 
our  readers  a  personal  Christmas  greeting  from  Eamon  de 
Valera,  President  of  the  Irish  Free  State. 

Our  modest  magazine  feels  the  high  honour  conferred  upon 
it  for  this  personal  notice  of  the  great  patriot  of  Ireland.  When 
history  gives  him,  in  the  future,  his  proper  perspective,  his 
great  services  to  Ireland  and  his  high  personal  qualities  will 
come  to  their  true  historical  value. 


Sir>^Af 

T  r^ 

^  **'3'*f"  ^^^^*»f    'jT  /»*i 

'y  f»z 

«t* 

T^ai^Lxix 

I'**  ^««.«a<.t«t 

^jrx 

*"5"/'  ^'*  ***  ^^"w*  «»»»■ 

AtM«a(*»wt 

2tx*i\9.,^ 

"i^Ykt^ 

/V^^Zmj 

'f^&. 

Translation : 

Maij  Happiness,  and  Peace  and  Joy, 

Success,  Good  Cheer, 
Be  with  you  now,  this  Christ  mast  ide. 

And  thro'  the  coming  year. 

Eamon  de  Valera.    Christmas,  1936. 


A  Mass  was  celebrated  on  January  5th  at  the  House  of  Pro- 
vidence to  commemorate  the  Golden  Jubilee  of  Sister  M.  Cres- 
centia.     Her  relatives  and  large  numbers  of  the  Community 
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assisted,  during  the  festal  day,  making'  it,  by  their  gifts  and 
congratulations  a  festival  long  to  be  remembered.   • 

Fifty  years  of  faithful  service  chiefly  spent  in  the  care  of 
God's  favourite  ones,  the  poor,  the  aged  and  the  sick,  merited 
the  commendation  of  friends.  May  many  useful  years  be  add- 
ed to  those  fifty  while  our  Jubilarian  awaits  the  final  "Well 
done"  of  the  Master. 


On  the  fifth  of  January  the  following  Sisters  celebrated 
the  Silver  Jubilee  of  their  Profession — Sister  Josepha,  Comox, 
B.C. ;  Sister  St.  Brigid  and  Sister  Immaculate  Conception,  Van- 
couver, B.C.;  Sister  St.  Charles,  St.  Alphonsus,  Winnipeg; 
Sister  Annetta,  House  of  Providence,  Toronto ;  Sister  Marj' 
of  the  Nativity,  Sister  Colombiere,  Sister  St.  Fergus,  St. 
Joseph's  Convent,  Toronto.  For  these  Sisters  we  beg  God's 
choicest  blessings  and  offer  them  our  sincere  congratulations. 


On  January  5th  a  ceremony  of  Profession  was  held  in  the 
Convent  Chapel,  St.  Albans  Street.  Mgr.  McCann  presided  at 
the  ceremony  and  received  the  vows  of  the  Sisters ;  the  Rever- 
end Father  Doyle  was  the  celebrant  of  the  Mass.  The  follow- 
ing Novices  were  admitted  to  Final  Profession :  Sister  St. 
Gabriel  Lalemant  Barry,  Toronto;  Sister  St.  Nilus  Barnett, 
Toronto ;  Sister  ^I.  Everildis  Doyle,  Toronto ;  Sister  Mary 
Patrick  McKeever,  Montreal.  The  Novices  admitted  to  their 
First  Profession  were  Sister  M.  Fidelma  Hackett,  Ireland; 
Sister  M.  Dolores  Walsh,  Winnipeg;  Sister  M.  Florian  Tatter- 
sal,  Toronto;  Sister  M.  Bonaventure  White,  Toronto. 


The  Guild  of  Catholic  Nurses  held  its  first  general  meeting 
in  the  nurses'  residence  of  St.  Michael's  hospital  recently. 
More  than  150  registered  nurses  were  present.  A  short  busi- 
ness meeting  and  an  address  by  the  chaplain  of  the  guild. 
Rev.  W.  P.  Smith,  preceded  the  inspirational  words  of  Rt. 
Rev.  James  C.  McGuigan,  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  who  re- 
minded those  present  of  the  Christian  ideals  of  their  profes- 
sion, and  the  benefits  to  be  derived  from  an  organization 
such  as  the  guild.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  meeting  the  mem- 
bers were  privileged  to  meet  the  Archbishop  personally,  after 
which  tea  was  served,  followed  by  benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament. 

The  first  Canadian  Convention  of  the  Confraternity  of 
Christian  Doctrine  held  its  meetings  in  Columbus  Hall.  To- 
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ronto,  Jan.  29,  30  and  31.  The  large  attendance  at  all  sessions 
and  the  enthnsiasm  displayed  throughout  augurs  well  for  the 
realization  of  the  hopes  and  the  ideals  of  His  Grace,  Archbishop 
McGuigan,  regarding  the  better  knowledge  of  Catholic  doc- 
trine in  the  Archdiocese. 

On  Friday  evening  of  the  Convention  ^ve  had  the  honour 
of  entertaining  at  dinner  the  Archbishop  and  his  guests,  dis- 
tinguished prelates  and  priests  from  various  parts  of  Ontario 
and  the  United  States  and  the  members  of  the  executive  to 
whose  energy  and  zeal  is  due  the  unquestionable  success  of  the 
Convention, 

Saturday  was  devoted  primarily  to  the  interests  of  teachers 
of  religion.  The  Sisters  from  our  houses  outside  the  city 
were  present  and  these  together  with  representatives  from 
St.  Joseph's  in  London  and  in  Peterboro,  the  Congregational 
Sisters,  and  the  Sisters  of  the  Holy  Cross  from  Penetang  and 
Lafontaine,  numbered  about  one  hundred  in  our  cafeteria  at 
lunch  time. 

An  interesting  and  instructive  feature  of  the  convention 
was  the  exhibition  of  religious  projects — books,  posters,  hand- 
craft, etc.,  done  by  the  children  in  our  schools. 

There  was  also  an  exhibition  of  Communistic  literature, — 
posters,  cartoons,  magazines  and  papers.  Its  blasphemous  na- 
ture is  beyond  description  and  plainly  bespeaks  its  satanie 
origin. 


His  Excellency  P.  T.  Ryan,  Bishop  of  Pembroke,  was  a 
Avelcome  visitor  to  St.  Joseph's  during  the  recent  Convention. 


Our  Community  has  lost  another  dear  and  revered  friend 
from  the  ranks  of  the  clergy  in  the  death  of  Rev.  Dr.  L.  A. 
Barcelo,  which  occurred  on  Jan.  25th,  at  St,  Mary's  Hospital, 
Toronto. 

Our  friendship  for  Dr.  Barcelo  was  founded  upon  gratitude 
for  his  unfailing  kindness  to  our  Sisters  in  Lafontaine  and 
Penetanguishene  in  the  days  of  his  pastorate  at  Midland.  In 
those  days,  too,  he  was,  for  many  years,  the  donor  of  a  valu- 
able medal  at  the  annual  commencement  exercises  of  our  con- 
vent school.  Thus  did  he  encourage  youthful  students  for 
whom  he  had  a  genuine  affection,  to  acquire  that  broad  cul- 
ture which  he  himself  possessed  in  such  an  eminent  degree. 

His  friendship  for  and  interest  in  us  continued  even  to  the 
end.  His  was  a  familiar  and  will  be  a  much  missed  figure  in 
our  sanctuary  at  all  religious  functions  both  sad  and  joyous. 
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May  his  kindly,  courtly  soul  enjoy   everlasting^  rest  and 
l)eace! 


Surely  the  Christ  Child  looks  after  Ilis  little  ones!  The 
Sacred  Heart  Orphanage  had  a  delightful  Christmas  enter- 
tainment provided  by  a  number  of  artists  in  the  city.  A  grand 
climax  in  the  fun  was  the  arrival  of  a  real  Santa  Claus.  He 
gave  beautiful  presents  to  each  boy  and  girl.  His  Grace  the 
Archbishop  and  a  number  of  priests  and  Christian  Brothers 
were  present  and  enjoyed  the  evening  very  much. 


On  the  afternoon  of  Thursday,  January  21,  a  group  of  twen- 
ty young  men  and  women,  students  in  the  Social  Service  De- 
partment of  the  University  visited  the  Orphanage.  They  were 
keenlj'  interested  in  all  problems  of  behaviour  and  discipline, 
and  the  recreational  and  study  activities  of  the  children.  As 
they  visited  the  various  rooms  they  passed  many  highly  com- 
plimentary remarks.  Before  leaving  they  were  served  after- 
noon tea,  and  an  informal  discussion  in  the  reception  room 
terminated  the  happy  little  visit. 


Community  Missions. 

ST.  CATHARINES,  ONTARIO. 

At  their  Christmas  party,  St.  Catherine's  School,  the  pupils 
invited  the  younger  members  of  their  families  to  join  them. 
Carols  were  sung  and  between  numbers  all  kinds  of  goodies 
rapidly  disappeared.  "Scrooge's  Christmas,"  dramatized, 
closed  the  programme. 

On  January  twenty-second  St.  Catherine's  School  heard 
with  ])ride  the  Collegiate  results  of  their  graduates,  Kathryn 
Gammage,  Hope  McSloy,  Mary  Gorth,  Agnes  Garner,  Marie 
Dugas,  Yvette  Tessier,  Mary  Fitzgibbon,  Joanne  Quinlan, 
Kathleen  Magarian,  Helen  Cheevers,  and  Mary  McNamara. 
Congratulations. 

During  the  week  of  the  children's  mission  Father  Kearney, 
C.S.C.,  gave  a  talk  each  day  to  the  pupils.  The  children  en- 
tered into  all  the  exercises  with  enthusiasm,  which  augured 
well  for  the  future. 

Early  in  December  the  Crusaders  of  St.  John's  held  their 
last  meeting  for  the  year  nineteen  thirty-six.     The  guests  of 
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honour  were  Rev.  Fathers  H.  Callaghan,  Cassiii  and  Sweeney. 
The  Crusaders  made  an  offering'  of  their  sacrifices  and  prayers 
during  Advent  that  the  mission  work  of*Father  O'Dea,  Bell,e- 
vue,  lAJberta,  would  be  successful.  Since  then  Father  O'Dea 
has  sent  a  much  appreciated  letter  of  thanks  to  the  C.C.  of 
St.  John's. 

In  two  games  of  Junior  boys'  basketball  at  St.  John's 
tied  against  St.  Joseph's  and  lost  one.  Intermediate  scores 
were  13-9  and  10-8  in  favour  of  St.  John's.  In  the  Senior 
game  with  St.  Mary's  the  latter  won  8-6.  The  following  play- 
ers deserve  special  mention :  John  Shoultz,  Andrew  Cooke, 
Walter  Nazurek  and  Anthony  Temedio. 


PRINCE  RUPERT,  BRITISH  COLUMBIA. 

Santa  Claus !  Santa  Claus !  Wliat  a  welcome  visitor  he  was 
at  St.  Joseph's  Academy  in  Prince  Rupert,  B.C.,  on  December 
the  eighteenth.  Down  from  the  skies  he  came  with  much  ring- 
ing of  bells  and  many  a  backward  call  to  his  champing  rein- 
deer. After  a  song  of  welcome  from  the  kindergarten  class, 
spell-bound  at  the  sight  of  him — he  presented  each  with  an 
appropriate  gift  and  a  Christmas  stocking.  All  enjoyed  his 
short  visit  from  the  biggest  student  in  the  Commercial  Class 
to  the  smallest  in  the  kindergarten. 

Annunciation  School  had  their  annual  Christmas  enter- 
tainment on  Dec.  17th  and  18th.  The  Primary  children  were 
given  an  ovation;  a  play,  the  Bookland  Party;  the  Harmonic 
Band,  and  the  Balloon  Dance  were  on  the  programme.  A  re- 
verent silence  prevailed  during  the  one-act  play,  "The  Christ- 
mas Story."    Santa  Claus  appeared  the  second  evening. 


WINNIPEG,  MANITOBA. 

Recently  the  children  of  St.  Joseph's  School  staged  a  con- 
cert, the  success  of  which  was  proven  by  the  re-appearanee  of 
the  audience  for  the  second  performance  two  nights  later. 
The  tiny  tots  introduced  us  anew  to  a  Mother  Goose  Play.  The 
girls  of  grades  three  and  four  went  to  a  tea  party  with  their 
dolls,  while  Brownies  from  the  same  room  taught  us  how  to  be 
thoughtful  for  others.  Much  fun  was  provided  by  a  darkie 
boys'  review  which  was  in  marked  contrast  with  the  dainty 
steps  of  a  Scandinavian  dance.  A  wooden  brigade  of  soldiers, 
heralded  by  a  wooden  soloist,  marched  stiffly  into  place  and 
showed  the  audience  the  principles  of  a  M'ooden  drill.     Older 
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boys  and  girls  danced  a  minuet  and  in  their  powdered  wigs 
and  colourful  costumes  looked  as  if  they  had  stepped  out  of 
a  medieval  picture.  The  higher  grades  put  on  a  play  in  which 
there  was  much  ado  over  the  adoption  of  a  nephew.  Between 
acts  the  audience  was  entertained  with  piano  selections  by  the 
music  pupils  in  the  school. 

A  strong  wind,  Avhich  blew  the  snow  across  the  smooth 
ice,  leaving  a  poAvdery  blanket  of  several  inches  in  depth, 
greeted  the  skating  partj^  organized  by  the  higher  grades  of 
St.  Joseph's  School,  But  the  boys  quickly  cleared  it  off  and 
all  had  a  jolly  time  on  the  ice.  The  non-skaters  helped  to  pre- 
pare the  refreshments,  after  which  all  joined  in  community 
singing. 

Early  this  year  the  sodality  of  St.  Agnes',  in  St.  Joseph's, 
was  reorganized.  At  the  initial  meeting  the  following  officers 
were  elected :  Hon.  President,  Rev.  Father  Warnke ;  President, 
Miss  Irene  Keroak ;  Vice-President,  Miss  Theresa  McGavock ; 
Secretary,  Miss  Mary  Ottenbreit ;  Treasurer,  Miss  Viola  Loster ; 
Sports  Captain,  Miss  Mary  Forkheim;  Entertainment  Com- 
mittee :  Miss  Eleanor  Kelsch,  Miss  Gertrude  Marticak,  Miss 
Phyllis  Ullman. 

On  January  21st  at  four  o'clock  a  reception  of  new  members 
into  the  Sodality  of  St.  Agnes  took  place.  The  pastor,  Rev. 
Father  Ueberberg,  officiated  and  gave  an  inspiring  talk  on  St, 
Agnes.  At  the  close  of  the  ceremony  a  hymn  to  St.  Agnes 
(specially  composed  for  the  occasion)   was  sung. 

On  December  18th  and  19th,  1936,  the  children  of  St.  Al- 
phonsus'  School  held  a  Christmas  Sale  in  the  form  of  a  minia- 
ture Bazaar. 

Some  of  the  ladies  kindly  gave  their  assistance  in  the  man- 
agement of  the  booths,  and  the  affair  was  financially  a  suc- 
cess. The  proceeds  were  a  school  contribution  to  the  parish 
funds. 

On  January  6th,  a  Christmas  Tree  entertainment  for  the 
children  of  the  St.  Alphonsus'  Parish  was  held  in  the  school 
hall,  Santa  Claus  distributed  candy  and  oranges,  and  then 
a  moving  picture  provided  enjoyment  for  the  children.  At 
three  o'clock  they  dispersed  to  attend  the  usual  Wednesday 
devotions  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help. 

Reverend  Daniel  Higgins,  C.SS.R,  of  Chicago,  international 
authority  on  the  teaching  of  deaf  mutes,  gave  an  interesting 
lecture  to  the  children  in  St.  Alphonsus'  School  Hall  on  Friday, 
January  15th.  Father  also  gave  an  enjoyable  exhibition  of 
shadoAv  pictures  and  sleight  of  hand  tricks. 
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VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

On  Jaiiuarj^  8th  we  enjoyed  a  short  visit  from  Father  A. 
Mogan  of  Welland,  Ontario,  on  his  way  to  the  Eueharistic 
Congress  at  Manila,  whose  "half-way  house"  we  are.  Father 
Mogan  was  delighted  to  find  representatives  of  the  "Penin- 
sula"— Sisters  Marguerite  and  Ethelburge — out  here  on  the 
Pacific  Coast,  and  we  were  equally  pleased  to  hear  of  home. 
Father  remained  for  dinner  and  then  left  to  complete  arrange- 
ments for  sailing  the  next  morning. 

The  next  morning  Father  Sabourin  of  St.  Boniface,  Man., 
also  on  his  way  to  the  Congress,  said  Mass  for  us.  The  whole 
Congress  party,  after  most  hospitable  entertainment  by  the 
clergy  of  Vancouver,  left  on  the  Empress  of  Japan  on  Jan.  9th. 
The  Empress  had  been  specially  equipped  with  a  beautiful 
chapel  constructed  under  the  rubrical  direction  of  Father 
Boniface,  O.F.M.,  of  Vancouver. 

During  the  Church  Unity  Octave  as  usual  St.  Patrick's 
Church  held  its  Annual  Mission.  Rev.  D.  J.  Moriarity,  O.F.M., 
and  Rev.  P.  Monohan,  O.M.I.,  were  the  speakers  and  the  whole 
fabric  of  their  sermons  and  instructions  Avas  woven  around 
the  theme  of  Devotion  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  There  was 
a  "Non-Catholics'  Night,"  a  short  "Children's  Mission"  and 
finally  a  full  day's  Exposition,  closing  with  a  Holy  Hour.  Most 
Rev.  Bishop  P.  Fallaize,  O.M.I.,  Coadjutor  of  Mackenzie  Vicari- 
ate, was  present  the  last  evening  and  gave  a  short  account  of 
his  work  in  the  Arctic  among  the  Eskimos. 


A   UNIQUE   EVENT. 

At  the  close  of  the  Mission  in  St.  Catherine's  Church,  given 
by  the  Holy  Cross  Fathers,  the  children  of  seven  years  and 
under  were  to  be  in  the  church  at  two  o'clock.  They  were  all 
there  and  as  Father  Kearney  said  that  they  could  do  what  they 
liked,  they  did.  The  blessing  of  the  Holy  Father  was  given  and 
the  babies  two  years  and  under  were  brought  to  the  railing.  A 
medal  of  tlie  Immaculate  Conception  on  a  blue  ribbon,  blessed 
by  the  Holy  F"ather,  was  placed  around  the  neck  of  each. 

If  the  babies  were  not  proud  of  the  honour  conferred  on 
them,  their  mothers  Avere. 


^lumna^ 


The  quarterly  meeting  of  St.  Joseph's  Alumnae  was  held  in 
the  alum]iae  rooms  at  the  Convent  on  January  10th.  Mrs.  J. 
Reid,  President  of  the  Alumnae,  was  in  the  chair. 

The  guest  speaker  for  the  afternoon  was  Rev.  Charles  B. 
Lanphier,  Director  of  the  Radio  League  of  St.  Michael's.  Father 
Lanphier  congratulated  the  AUimnae  on  their  large  attendance 
and  on  the  good  work  they  have  been  doing  in  the  furtherance 
of  education.  He  also  pointed  out  the  power  and  moral  force 
such  a  body  of  women  has  in  the  world  to-day.  Father  Lan- 
phier then  treated  the  audience  to  a  very  interesting  and  en- 
lightening talk  on  Communistic  activities  both  at  home  and 
abroad,  and  stressed  the  great  need  at  the  present  time  of  par- 
ticipation by  the  laity  in  "Catholic  Action." 

The  meeting  Avas  then  favoured  with  a  vocal  selection  ren- 
dered by  Mrs.  W.  J.  O'Hara  with  Miss  Maybelle  Jeanette  at  the 
piano. 

After  the  meeting  the  members  adjourned  to  the  reception 
room  for  tea,  the  beautifully  decorated  tea  tables  being  pre- 
sided over  by  Mrs.  J.  J.  Daley,  Mrs.  J.  F.  Killoran,  Mrs.  M. 
Lellis  and  Miss  Teresa  O'Connor.  The  tea  hostess  for  the  af- 
ternoon was  Mrs.  C.  F.  Riley  (Rosalie  Harris),  assisted  by  Mrs. 
Harry  McDermott,  Mrs.  J.  K.  McKenzie,  Miss  Julia  O'Connor, 
Mrs.  William  Wallis  and  Mrs.  Grattan  Giblin. 

The  afternoon  was  then  brought  to  a  close  with  Benediction 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  the  Convent  Chapel. 


Many  members  of  the  Alumnae  were  noticed  at  the  Confra- 
ternity of  Christian  Doctrine  Convention  held  at  Toronto  in 
January.  The  Friday  evening  session,  at  which  the  Most 
Rev.  E.  V.  O'Hara,  Bishop  of  Great  Falls,  Montana,  was  the 
principal  speaker,  was  held  in  our  own  auditorium.  We  hope 
one  of  the  results  of  the  Convention  will  be  an  enthusiastic 
participation  by  the  members  in  the  Alumnae  Study  Clubs 
under  the  direction  of  Mrs.  F.  Pujolas. 
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At  a  meeting-  of  the  Executive,  held  on  January  26th,  Miss 
Emily  O'Regan  was  appointed  to  act  as  our  Press  Secretary. 

Miss  Evelyn  Krausman  visited  Toronto  recently. 

Also,  Mrs.  Mugele  (Helen  McGrath)  of  Syracuse,  motored 
over.    Reports  are  that  Helen  loves  her  new  home. 

Mrs.  Charles  H.  Pearson  (Margaret  McDonald)  has  two 
darling  children,  Elizabeth  Anne  and  John  McDonald. 

Mrs.  Gahan  (Margaret  Keenan),  spent  two  weeks  in  To- 
ronto with  Keenan  who,  although  only  two,  has  grown  to  be  a 
big  boy  and  talks  quite  plainly. 

Miss  Jeanne  Pare  is  on  the  relief  staff  of  Separate  Schools 
and  enjoys  her  teaching. 

Mrs.  W.  J.  Prevost  (Alice  Connors)  of  Buffalo  has  a  daugh- 
ter in  High  School  now. 

Mrs.  Roy  Caldwell  (Eileen  Phillips)  tells  us  of  her  young 
daughter  Janet  who  tells  everyone  her  name  is  Mary. 

We  hear  that  Mrs.  J.  Carter  (Clotilde  Prunty)  from  Larder 
Lake,  is  spending  a  month  in  Bermuda  with  her  husband  and 
the  Barringtons. 


Congratulations ! 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  B.  J.  Unser  (Rita  Rowe),  on  the  birth  of 
a  daughter. 

To  Mrs.  John  Barrington  (Doris  Prunty)  and  her  husband, 
on  the  arrival  of  a  baby  girl,  Mona. 

To  Mrs.  P.  J.  McGarry  (Henrietta  Phillips)  on  her  appoint- 
ment to  the  Kitchener-Waterloo  Collegiate  Board. 

To  Mrs.  A.  J.  McDonagh,  Diocesan  President  of  the  Catho- 
lic Women's  League,  on  the  formation  of  a  new  Toronto  Sub- 
division, and  to  Miss  Mable  Abrey  on  being  elected  to  the 
executive  of  the  new  subdivision. 

To  the  Women's  Auxiliary  of  St.  Michael's  Hospital,  on 
their  successful  Fall  season.  Many  of  our  Alumnae  are  mem- 
bers of  this  Association. 

To  the  Catholic  Junior  League  on  their  successful  bridge 
and  fashion  show.  Miss  Bernadette  Carolan  was  on  the  com- 
mittee. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Henry  Kennedy  (Mabel  Rowe),  who 
were  married  on  Feb.  5th  at  Holy  Rosary  Church.  We  wish 
them  happiness! 


We  offer  our  sincerest  sympathy  to  Mrs.  John  Granery 
(Marie  Fenn)  on  the  death  of  her  father. 
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We  were  g-lad  to  receive  news  of  a  number  of  our  Alumnae 
who  have  embraced  the  Religious  life. 

On  January  14th  of  this  year  Miss  Mary  Maloney  received 
the  habit  of  the  Grey  Nuns  (Ottawa)  and  is  now  Sister  Mary 
Henry. 

In  St.  Joseph's  Community,  London,  Out.,  we  have :  Rev. 
Mother  M.  Constance  Dunn,  Sister  M.  Agnes  McGrath,  Sister 
M.  Herman  Murphy,  Sister  M.  Majella  Conway,  Sister  M.  An- 
selm  Langan,  Sister  M.  Bertrand  Langan,  Sister  M.  Gonzaga 
Langan,  Sister  M.  Thecla  McKinley,  Sister  M.  Petronilla  Bauer, 
Sister  M.  Estelle  Mclntyre,  Sister  M.  St.  Catherine  O'Leary, 
Sister  M.  Sylvia  Troy,  Sister  M.  Stanislaus  Bauer,  Sister  Mary 
Louis  McSherry. 

From  the  Precious  Blood  Monastery,  Toronto,  we  hear  of 
the  following : 

Sister  Mary  of  the  Sacred  Heart  (Rose  Fullerton)  died 
May,  1932. 

Mother  Immaculate  Heart  (Genevieve  MacGuire)  is  Superior 
in  EJdmonton. 

Sister  St.  Gertrude  (Margaret  Sullivan),  Toronto. 

Sister  Imelda  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  (Ettie  Johnson) 
entered  at  Toronto,  but  is  now  in  Portland,  Oregon. 

Sister  Mary  Thomas  (Helen  MacKenna)  entered  at  Toron- 
to, but  went  on  a  mission  to  Brooklyn,  She  is  now  in  Van- 
couver, but  will  be  returning  to  Brooklyn  in  1937. 

Sister  Mary  Verda  (Sarah  MacKenna)  entered  in  Brook- 
lyn. 

Sister  Mary  of  Good  Counsel  (Anna  Fitzgerald),  a  former 
Commercial  pupil,  entered  at  Toronto  in  1928. 

Sister  Mary  of  the  Five  Wounds  (Hilda  Meyer)  entered  at 
Toronto  in  1928. 

Sister  M.  of  the  Guardian  Angel  (Mary  Fitzgerald),  gradu- 
ated in  1928,  entered  in  1930. 


In  December  the  Junior  Alumnae  held  a  Fashion  Show  and 
Tea.  At  the  Supper  held  in  October  the  Executive  asked  for  a 
practical  but  unique  feature  for  a  December  event.  The  pro- 
mise of  a  dollar  for  the  idea  chosen  Avas  won  by  Miss  Muriel 
Mullay.  Fashion  houses  were  most  generous  in  lending  wraps, 
coats,  day  and  evening  dresses,  suits  and  accessories  for  our 
mannequins.  The  general  opinion  of  our  guests  was  that  our 
girls  could  grace  any  drawing  room. 

The  affair  was  held  at  the  home  of  Miss  Nora  Phelan  with 
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Mrs.  Harry  Roesler  and  Mrs.  William  Phelaii  pouring  tea. 
The  committee  conveners  were  Miss  Laiireen  O'Brien,  IMiss 
Eileen  Zeasrman  and  Miss  Genevieve  Conlin. 


Sister  Superior's  Feast  Day  occurred  this  year  on  Thurs- 
day, so  the  Junior  Alumnae  held  a  Communion  Breakfast  with- 
in the  octave  at  the  Convent.  Sister  Superior  was  presented 
Avith  a  Spiritual  Bouquet.  The  kind  wishes  of  every  member 
of  the  Alumnae  are  extended  to  Sister  Superior  because  of 
the  interest  she  takes  in  the  Alumnae.  May  you  have  many, 
many  more  happy  Feasts,  dear  Sister  Superior ! 


"What  date  is  the  Dance?"  "When  is  the  Junior  Alumnae 
dance?"  "I  wonder  if  I  can  manage  a  new  dress?''  Well,  it 
is  over  now  but  we  had  a  wonderful  party.  Mrs.  Basil  Hall 
was  the  convener  and  the  Executive  wishes  to  thank  her  for 
her  able  management. 

The  date  was  December  7th,  the  place,  the  Royal  York 
Hotel,  the  music  by  Horace  Lapp — the  gay  crowd — the  mem- 
bers of  the  Junior  A«lumnae.  The  happy  throng  filled  the  room 
and  made  dancing  only  an  opportunity  to  get  around  and  see 
people.  Everyone  was  there  and  everyone  knew  everj'one 
else,  so  the  atmosphere  was  one  of  joyful  relaxation. 

Our  thanks  is  due  to  the  Committee  who  planned  such  an 
evening;  to  the  patrons  and  patronesses  and  our  friends  who 
attended. 


Recently  Mrs.  Blanchette  (Marjorie  Farley)  called  at  St. 
Joseph's.  We  were  glad  to  hear  of  the  success  of  her  two  boys, 
Edward  and  Gerald. 

We  hear  Miss  Eileen  M.  McGuire  is  enthused  with  her  work 
in  St.  Mary's  Hospital,  Philadelphia,  where  she  has  a  position 
of  responsibility. 

On  February  5th  Mother  Helen  Grant,  Convent  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  Detroit,  left  New  York  for  Rome,  on  the  "Rex," 
where  she  will  spend  the  next  six  months  prior  to  her  final 
profession  in  August. 

Mrs.  Jack  Burns  (Veronica  Ronan)  of  Caledon  East  attend- 
ed the  Catechetical  Convention  and  called  on  friends  at  St. 
Joseph's. 

Visitors  during  Christmas  holidays:  Ruth  Agnew,  Smith 
College,  Northampton,  Mass.;  Mary  McNamara,  Post-graduate 
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work   in   French   at   McGill   University,   Montreal;    Kathleen 
Young,  Glebe  Collegiate,  Ottawa. 


Your  praj^ers  are  requested  for  our  deceased  friends:  Rev. 
Dr.  Barcelo.  Rev.  Patrick  McEachern,  Rev.  Stephen  Connolly, 
C.SS.R.,  Mrs.  Davies,  Mr.  Dunn,  Mrs.  Macdonald,  Mrs.  Sullivan, 
Mrs.  Rawley,  Mrs.  Nolan,  Mrs.  Quigley,  Mr.  W.  O'llara,  Mr. 
Glover,  Mrs.  S.  Crevier,  Mr.  McCorraick,  Mrs.  Downs,  Miss 
Egerton,  Mr.  Delaney,  Mr.  Brennan,  Mrs.  Fullerton,  R.  B. 
Teefy,  Miss  A.  Johnston,  Mr.  C.  McMahon,  Mr.  James  McCor- 
miek,  Mrs.  McTague,  Mr.  D.  McCurdy,  Miss  A.  Johnston,  Mr. 
Bourke,  Mr.  T.  Gavin,  Mrs.  McLaughlin,  Mrs.  Rosar,  Sister  M. 
Rodriguez,  Miss  Coady,  Mr.  J.  Eagen,  Mr,  E.  Crottie,  Mr.  Feun, 
Mrs.  Devlin,  Mrs.  Delaronde,  Mr.  Glancy,  Mr.  F.  McCarthy, 
Miss  B.  Lavelle,  Mrs.  Whitbeck,  Mr.  J.  Scully,  Mrs.  John 
O'Neill.  Eternal  rest  grant  upto  them,  0  Lord,  and  let  per- 
petual light  shine  upon  them. 


ST.  JOSEPH. 


Be  thou  our  friend,  our  father,  too,  the  guardian  of  our  home, 
Keep  clean  our  hearts,  keep  pure  our  lives,  through  all  the 
years  to  come. 

And  when  at  length  the  dark  of  death  shall  gather  o'er  the 

land, 
O  may  we  feel  in  that  last  gloom  thy  kindly  father-hand. 


(^v^^^^  (^^y^(^>^^^^ 


Holleac 


TPHE  CHRISTMAS  NOVENA.  College  life  is  not  all  work. 
Social  and  religious  contacts  figure  in  it  and  the  "little 
things'  are  important.  We  owe  gratitude  to  our  superiors 
who  have  opened  our  often  unseeing  eyes  to  an  appreciation 
of  these  little  things.  In  the  midst  of  our  selfish  thoughts 
of  making  Christmas  cheery  in  a  material  way,  they  suggested 
to  us  a  spiritual  way.  Nine  days  of  prayer,  assistance  at  the 
Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass  and  reception  of  Holy  Communion 
granted  us  the  privilege  of  being  able  to  offer  to  our  parents, 
living  or  dead,  a  spiritual  gift.  What  greater  joy  than  to 
give  to  those  whom  we  love  more  than  ourselves !  On  the 
final  day  of  the  novena  the  students,  after  Holy  Communion, 
gathered  in  the  St.  Joseph's  common  room  for  breakfast.  Each 
was  presented  with  a  holy  card,  a  souvenir  of  the  novena. 

Anita  Martin. 

\Jf  ISSION  ACTIVITIES.  Our  Mission  Crusade  is  active. 
Monthly  posters  announce  the  special  mission  intention 
for  which  the  Crusaders  are  asked  to  pray.  An  attempt  is  be- 
ing made  to  spread  the  Faith  by  the  distribution  of  spiritual 
books  and  magazines.  Five  packets  of  these  have  already  been 
sent  to  different  places  in  the  West.  The  Crusaders  collect 
used  stamps,  some  of  which  have  already  been  received  with 
thanks  by  the  Mission  Stamp  Bureau.  The  Unit  ^vas  able  to 
cheer  many  young  hearts  in  New  Toronto  by  its  Christmas 
Tree  and  entertainment.  Toys,  books,  and  religious  articles 
were  donated  by  the  girls.  These  were  augmented  by  rosaries 
and  prayer-books  bought  from  the  proceeds  of  the  annual 
Bridge,  which  was  a  social  and  a  financial  success.  The  mem- 
bers are  looking  forward  to  having  a  guest-speaker  here  soon 
for  the  memory  of  addresses  such  as  that  of  Father  Cyprian 
Truss  delivered  last  j'^ear  does  not  easily  fade.  It  is  the  earnest 
desire  of  the  Crusade  to  be  of  further  aid  spiritually  and  ma- 
teriallj'  to  the  great  mission  work  of  the  Catholic  Church. 

Helen  Byrnes. 
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'-pHE  CHRISTMAS  TREE.  Oii  December  the  twentieth  we 
played  hosts  at  a  party  to  the  children  of  St.  Teresa's  School, 
New  Toronto.  The  auditorium  of  the  church  Avas  gaily  decor- 
ated with  the  Christmas  colours  and  a  lighted  tree  was  very 
effective.  The  children  assembled,  three  hundred  in  all,  in 
the  auditorium  and  the  fun  was  on !  Carols  sung  by  the  Col- 
lege girls  opened  the  program.  The  "Story  of  Christmas" 
was  a  very  interesting  reading  and  the  children  proved  to  be 
excellent  listeners.  Besides  tap-dancing  and  ballot  dancing 
there  was  a  piano  accordion  solo.  After  the  singing  of  "Santa 
Claus  is  Coming  to  Town,"  the  rhythm  band,  composed  of 
junior  members  of  the  Toronto  Conservatory  of  Music,  pre- 
sented several  numbers.  More  carols  concluded  the  musical 
portion  of  the  program.  The  pastor,  Rev.  Father  Clancy,  ad- 
dressed the  audience  for  a  few  minutes.  The  children  were  the 
recipients  of  prayer-books,  prayer-beads,  and  toys,  presented 
by  the  College  girls,  and  also  of  candy-bags  and  Eskimo  pies 
presented  by  the  Ladies'  Auxiliary.  It  was  very  gratifying 
to  see  the  joy  of  the  children  and  the  girls  who  helped  with  the 
party  were  glad  they  had  been  able  to  bring  joy  at  the  Christ- 
mas season.  Genevieve  Conlin. 


X^EETINGS  OF  THE  LITERARY  SOCIETY.  Since  the 
opening  of  the  college  year  the  Literary  Society  has  held 
three  closed  meetings  and  two  open  meetings.  It  is  the  plan 
of  the  society  this  year  to  meet  every  two  weeks  for  the  dis- 
cussion of  the  works  of  modern  Catholic  writers,  and  in  this 
way  to  acquaint  the  members  with  the  literature  being  pro- 
duced to-day  by  men  and  women  with  a  Catholic  view  of  life 
and  events.  To  date  the  plan  has  proven  very  successful.  On 
November  17,  Mary  Gertrude  Harcourt  reviewed  "Barchester 
Pilgrimage,"  by  Father  Ronald  Knox,  and  Marion  Mitchell 
presented  an  account  of  "Plato's  American  Republic,"  by  Won- 
droffe.  as  representatives  of  modern  satire,  directed  towards 
contemporary  English  and  American  life  resi)ectively.  At  the 
meeting  of  December,  Gerry  Riley  discussed  G.  K.  Chesterton's 
book  on  Dickens,  and  Katherine  Flanagan  gave  a  talk  on  "The 
Skull  of  Swift,"  by  Shane  Leslie.  The  first  meeting  of  the 
new  year  was  devoted  to  modern  historical  writings,  as  repre- 
sented by  Ililaire  Belloc's  "Miniatures  of  French  History," 
and  Sigrid  Undset's  work  of  fiction,  "Kristen  Lavrensdotter." 
The  former  was  discussed  by  Eileen  Phelan,  the  latter  by  Freda 
Laplante. 

All  the  reviews  have  been  presented  in  an  interesting  and 
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enlightening  manner,  and  the  members  of  the  society  have 
shown  keen  interest  in  the  works  and  authors. 

Dorothy  Jansen. 


QPEN  MEETING.  That  the  best  in  English  literature  is  of 
^^^  Catholic  inspiration  was  the  thesis  of  a  book  reviewed  by 
Dr.  Phelan,  president  of  the  Medieval  Institute  before  the  Liter- 
ary Society.  "The  Well  of  English,"  by  Blanche  Mary  Kelly, 
has  just  been  published  recently. 

Dr.  Phelan  showed  how  Miss  Kelly  traced  English  literature 
from  its  origin  in  the  Anglo-Saxon  legend  of  Arthur  and  the 
Holy  Grail,  through  the  epic  of  Beowulf,  the  dream  poem  of 
Langland,  the  romance  and  chivalry  of  Norman  literature  up 
through  its  various  stages  till  the  present  day,  demonstrating 
the  basic  strata  of  Catholic  thought  throughout  it.  It  was  only 
because  of  Catholic  Christianity  that  the  authors  were  able  to 
distinguish  what  was  right  and  good,  and  Dr.  Phelan  contends 
that  even  present-day  Avriters  of  evil  can  only  comprehend 
evil  because  they  know  what  is  right,  for  evil  is  an  absence  of 
good  and  you  cannot  comprehend  the  one  Avithout  the  other. 

Marie  Tisdale. 


TPHE  "AT  HOME."    The  night  of  January  13th  was  marked 
for  us  by  the  annual  "at-home,"  held  this  year  at  the  Eglin- 
ton  Hunt  Club.    It  proved  of  more  than  ordinary  interest  be- 
cause of  the  new"  setting. 

The  music  of  Len  Whitehouse  provided  the  rhythm  for  the 
dancing  feet  of  the  sixty  couples,  who  thronged  out  to  the 
Club,  despite  inclement  weather.  Supper  was  served  at  long 
tables  in  an  adjoining  room  and  dancing  continued  until 
2.30  a.m. 

The  committee  deserves  hearty  congratulations  for  what 
was  voted  an  ideal  party.  K.  Flanagan. 


A  THLETICS.  With  the  advent  of  the  winter  months  came 
"^  renewed  enthusiasm  to  the  heart  of  your  scribe;  a  scribe 
somewhat  wilted  after  an  autumn  of  no  outstanding  success 
in  the  realm  of  athletics.  Yet  be  it  to  our  credit  that  the  St. 
Michael's  basketball  team  was  the  onl}^  one  to  tie  Vic.  Seniors, 
the  inter-faculty  champions.  And  that  game  went  down  in 
sports  history  as  one  of  the  best,  one  of  the  hardest  fought. 
From  it  St.  Michael's  emerged  with  the  score  10-10;  and  two 
minor  casualties;  a  beautiful  "shiner"  was  sported  by  the  team's 
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Irish  captain,  Gerry  Kyan ;  and  a  mild  concussion  crowned  the 
efforts  of  the  writer.  In  two  grames  U.S.  Fresliies  hit  the  dust 
for  glorious  defeat;  scores  28-16,  and  26-18,  the  second,  and 
vital  game  against  Vic.  Seniors,  gave  them  the  much-contested 
entree  to  the  finals  with  a  six-point  lead,  24-17.  As  Interfaculty 
champions,  we  salute  them ;  but  as  a  great  and  sporting  team, 
one  which  we  are  ever  pleased  to  meet,  Ave  boast  of  our  asso- 
ciation. 

And  now,  the  hockey !  This  popular  sport  is  under  the 
joint  management  of  Marj^  Vining,  and  our  own  Margaret  Con- 
lin.  Despite  untimely  spring  Aveather,  the  schedule  draAvn  up, 
games  are  folloAving  fast.  History  Avas  made  of  late  Avhen  Jean 
Grant  scored  the  first  goal  of  four  years  for  the  St.  Michael's 
hockey  team.  Hilarious  enthusiasm  is  the  keynote  of  the 
sport ;  actual  ability  plays  a  minor  role.  At  that,  St.  Michael's 
rank  Avell  Avith  the  other  teams  of  the  League,  and  may  yet 
emerge  Avitli  a  trophy. 

Still  remains  uninvaded  the  field  of  badmhiton ;  plans  have 
been  made  for  an  inter-faculty  meet ;  from  each  faculty,  three 
teams  of  doubles  Avill  be  selected  and  Avill  play  off  on  March 
5th.  For  St.  Joseph's.  Gert.  Mulcahy  is  anticipated  as  an 
American's  threat ;  versatile  Gerry  ranks  as  another  formidable 
opponent,  Avith  tAvo  others  of  the  Irish.  Norah  Costello  and 
Betty  Gallagher. 

For  another  fcAv  months,  then,  golden  silence.  May  the  next 
report  manifest  more  tangible  victories ! 

S.  McLaughlin,  Athletic  President. 


T  E  CERCLE  FRANCAIS.  At  a  meeting  of  "he  Cercle 
Francais"  on  the  afternoon  of  Thursday,  the  4th  of  Feb., 
]\llle.  Le  Provost  gave  us  an  interesting  conference  on  Paris — 
In  and  Around.  It  Avas  accompanied  by  lantern  slides  Avhich 
revealed  much  of  the  beauty  of  Parisian  landmarks  and  gave 
us  a  complete  resume  of  life  in  that  great  metropolis.  After 
such  a  lecture  Ave  can  scarcely  suppress  the  desire  of  one  day 
A'isiting  this  glorious  city. 


pHURCH  UNITY  OCTAVE.  This  octave  of  prayer  was  ob- 
^^  served  by  the  students  by  general  daily  Communion,  and 
the  recitation  of  the  prayers  of  the  Octave  at  noon  each  day. 
Many  also  attended  the  sermons  delivered  by  Rev.  Father 
Truss,  O.Cap.,  at  St.  Basil's  Church. 
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npHE  RETKEAT.  The  Annual  Retreat  will  be  preached  this 
■*•  year  by  Rev.  E.  C.  LeBel,  C.S.B.,  and  is  the  su'bjeet  of  a  good 
deal  of  consideration  as  Lent  draws  on. 


Recent  additions  to  the  library. 

The  Well  of  English— Blanche  Mary  Kelly  (Harper).  This 
book  was  the  subject  of  an  illuminating  study  given  by  Dr. 
Phelan  to  the  Literary  Society,  noticed  elsewhere. 

The  Moral  Universe — Fulton  Sheen.  The  author  deals  with 
the  necessity  and  foundation  of  Christian  ethics,  with  his  usual 
combination  of  solidity  and  vigour,  and  a  literary  excellence 
which  makes  the  reading-  of  this  book  a  real  pleasure  as  well 
as  a  moral  tonic. 

Chesterton's  Autobiography — has  been  discussed  and  quoted 
around  the  College  as  elsewhere  more  than  any  other  book  of 
the  year.  More  competent  minds  will  no  doubt  discuss  it  with 
the  readers  of  ''The  Lilies." 

"Essays  in  Order"  are  being  brought  out  periodically  by 
Sheed  and  Ward  and  cover  a  wide  range  of  subjects  of  con- 
temporary interest  dealt  with  by  experts.  Convenient  in  size 
(about  100  pages)  and  price  (2/6)  they  are  a  valuable  expres- 
sion of  modern  Catholic  thought.  We  have  received  lately : 
"Form  in  Modern  Poetry,"  Theodor  Haecker;  "The  Modern 
Dilemma,"  Christopher  Dawson ;  "  God  and  Mammon,"  Francois 
Maurice. 

Fiction:  "The  Professor's  House,"  Willa  Cather.  This 
is  one  of  the  author's  earlier  works.  It  shows  the  futility 
of  culture  without  religion.  "The  King's  Good  Servant,"  by 
Olive  B.  White,  deals  with  the  last  six  years  of  St.  Thomas 
More's  life  with  convincing  portraits  of  all  the  prominent  char- 
acters of  the  period.  "The  Full  Circle,"  by  Margaret  Yeo — a 
novel  dealing  with  the  "fin  de  siecle"  mentality  and  morality 
and  bringing  us  up  to  the  period  of  the  Great  War. 


"^OT  long  ago,  the  1936  "Convocation"  Avas  a  goal  seen 
^  through  a  misty  veil  in  the  distant  future.  Now  for  the  class 
of  3T6,  it  is  but  a  happy  memory  of  a  former  triumph.  Already 
the  class  of  3T7  is  on  the  last  lap  of  the  journey  towards  its 
Graduation  Day.  Now  the  class  of  3T6  is  following  new  paths 
in  the  Avorld. 

Elaine  Murray,  Alice  McCarthy  and  Bernice  Hall  are  taking 
secretarial  courses  at  Shaw's. 
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Audrey  Van  Hessell,  Helen  Sim  and  Margaret  Flahiff  have 
decided  to  teach  the  youth  of  the  next  generation  and  are  com- 
pleting their  education  at  O.C.E. 

Mary  Hallinan  and  Mary  Lof  tus  are  taking  a  business  course. 
By  this  time,  Eileen  O'Donnell  is  ready  to  accept  a  position  in 
the  S.AA.C,  office.  Eileen  attended  the  Weller  Secretarial 
College. 

Jean  Macdonald  is  taking  a  course  to  fit  her  for  teaching  the 
deaf  at  Clark's  School  in  Northampton,  Mass. 

Helen  Wallis  and  Madeleine  Wright  find  their  time  fully 
occupied  by  home  duties  and  pleasures. 

Margaret  Whelan  is  finishing  her  post-graduate  work  in 
dietetics  at  St.  Michael's  Hospital.  Later  she  hopes  to  join  the 
permanent  staff  at  the  hospital. 

Mary  Loftus  is  now  engaged  in  the  French  Department  of 
the  Crown  Life  Insurance  Company. 

Mary  Macguire,  '35,  is  on  the  staff  of  the  Children's  Library 
of  the  Toronto  Public  Library. 

Margaret  McCarthy,  '35,  is  teaching  Household  Science  at 
Brescia  Hall,  Universit}^  of  Western  Ontario. 

Be  assured,  dear  graduates,  that  you  carry  with  you  the 
continued  good  wishes  of  both  staff  and  students. 

Noreen  Patricia  Bennett,  3T7. 


U*  OUR  resident  girls  graduated  last  year  and  we  are  so  fortun- 
ate  as  to  have  two  of  them  in  the  house  again  this  year. 
Both  Christine  Kennedy  and  Helen  Kew  are  attending  O.C.E. 
Christine,  with  a  view  to  obtaining  a  specialist's  certificate,  and 
Helen  taking  the  commercial  option.  Betty  Timmons  is  attend- 
ing Shaw's  Business  College,  and  occasionally  we  see  her.  Lucille 
Bonin,  who  also  plans  to  take  a  secretarial  course,  is  as  yet  at 
home. 

We  are  very  glad  to  have  these  girls  in  our  midst  this  year, 
and  we  all  join  in  wishing  them  every  success. 

Mary  Gallagher,  3T7. 


The  Nature  of  Orderly  Catholic  Thinking. 

In  his  address,  "Orderly  Catholic  Thinking,"  Dr.  Gerald  B. 
Phelan  opened  a  series  of  public  lectures,  given  by  the  Institute 
of  Medieval  Studies,  concerning  the  thought,  culture,  and  life 
of  the  Middle  Ages.  Dr.  Phelan  indicated  the  fact  that  the 
thought  of  modern  philosophers  was  remarkable  for  its  lack 
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of  contact  with  reality  itself.  He  showed  how  modern  think- 
ers were  content  to  weave  intellectual  intricacies,  irrespective 
of  the  real  world  about  them.  On  just  this  point,  Medieval 
thought  differed,  and  established  its  superiority.  The  order 
of  thought  of  the  Medieval  philosopher  was  grounded  upon  the 
real  Avorld  about  him,  and  thereby  gained  its  right  to  be  called 
a  philosophy.  Dr.  Phelan  then  went  on  to  show  that  thought 
ordered  itself  to  three  ends:  toward  the  conceptual  content 
of  thought  itself,  which  is  man's  instrument  through  Avhich  he 
may  know  reality;  toward  doing,  Avhich  is  thought  applied  to 
moral  activity;  and  finally,  toward  making,  which  is  thought 
applying  itself  to  matter  through  the  artistic  habitus  and  result- 
ing in  the  artistic  product. 

Dr.  Phelan  continued  his  analysis  by  pointing  out  that  be- 
sides this  natural  order  which  had  just  been  discussed,  the 
Catholic  philosopher  had  at  his  disposal  the  supernatural  order 
which  su])plemented  the  virtues  of  the  natural  order  by  the 
infused  virtues  and  the  gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  Thus,  gra- 
dually, the  hierarchy  of  Catholic  thought  w^as  evolved, — the- 
ology rightfully  accepting  the  position  of  queenship,  since 
she  is  the  Wisdom  of  God;  philosophy  becoming  her  lady-in- 
waiting,  since  she  is  the  highest  human  wnsdom,  and  lastly, 
the  sciences  assuming  their  role  as  servants  since  they  primar- 
ily concern  themselves  with  matter.  To  the  extent,  however, 
that  the  sciences  functioned  under  the  lumen  of  philosophy 
itself,  to  that  extent,  they  gained  a  higher  rank  among  them- 
selves. 

In  conclusion.  Dr.  Phelan  reverted  to  his  discussion  of 
theologj^  and  he  demonstrated  the  importance  of  Christian 
thought  in  that  it  took  Greek  philosophy  and  infused  itself  into 
the  very  tissue  of  that  Greek  thought ;  therebj^  baptizing  that 
thought  forever.  In  the  treatise  of  Mr.  Etienne  Gilson,  "The 
Spirit  of  Medieval  Philosophy,"  Dr.  Phelan  suggested  that  one 
might  gather,  through  a  scholarly  exposition,  the  tremendous 
influence  of  Christian  thought  in  renewing  Greek  thought, 
and  the  great  debt  which  modern  philosophy  owed  to  its  Me- 
dieval heritage. 

Clementine  E.  Wien. 


folleg^^thool 


„  .  #  u  1      1      Monday,  January  eleventh,  the  re-opening  of 

Ke-oi>eniiig  of  ^5cllooI.     ^.j^gggg  ^^g  preceded  by  the  usual  hurry  and 

disturbance.  In  the  gymnasium,  the  "whos,"  "whens"  and  "wheres" 
of  holiday  skiing,  skating  and  parties  were  discussed  with  school- 
girl enthusiasm  before  the  pupils  proceeded  to  their  class  rooms. 

At  9.35,  10.10  and  10.45,  a  few  more  girls  arrived  to  join  those 
who  were  making  vain  attempts  to  work.  Already  some  had  the 
days  counted  until  the  25th  of  March,  when,  once  again,  classes 
would  be  closed,  this  time  for  the  Easter  vacation. 

Margaret  Kane,  IV-B. 


Our  Christmas  Basket. 


At  Christmas  time,  each  class  of  the  school 
prepares  a  basket  of  food  and  toys  for  some 
of  the  less-fortunate  families  of  Toronto.  This  year,  our  class  filled 
two  hampers  to  capacity  with  generous  offerings.  Each  can  or 
package  was  wrapped  in  red  or  white  tissue  paper  and  tied  with 
Christmas  ribbon.  The  hamper,  itself,  was  decorated  with  red  crepe 
paper,  cut  in  a  fancy  manner,  to  make  the  gift  more  attractive.  We 
all  enjoyed  our  own  Christmas  dinner  a  great  deal  more,  knowing 
that  we  had  helped  some  poor  family  to  feast  on  turkey,  Christmas 
pudding  and  cake,  candy  and  all  the  good  things  that  we  are  accus- 
tomed to  consider  a  necessary  part  of  a  Christmas  celebration. 

Helen  O'Brien,  IV-B. 


Our  New  Christmas  Cards. 


The  Christmas  cards,  a  yearly  feature  of 
St.  Joseph's,  were  presented  this  year  in 
a  new  attire.  The  card  was  a  rectangular  in  shape,  leaving  two  sides 
folding  over  the  centre.  The  centre  piece  contained  a  view  of  the 
school  and  bore  Christmas  tidings.  The  overlapping  cover  held  the 
school  crest,  done  in  gold.  We  are  proud  of  our  Christmas  cards, 
that  proved  so  popular,  and  we  hope  to  see  them  again  next  year. 

Mary  Griffin,  IV-B. 


A  Red-Letter  Day. 


Several  weeks  before  Christmas,  there  hovered 
over  Form  IV-C  an  air  of  mystery.  The  heads 
of  various  committees  had  Worked  feverishly  under  cover.  The  pro- 
gramme had  been  arranged  and  re-arranged.  Whispered  plans  were 
often  cut  short  by  the  approach  of  an  outsider.  Friday,  December 
18th,  the  great  secret  was  out.  "Have  you  heard,  Form  IV-C  is 
having  a  Christmas  tree  this  afternoon?" — "They're  inviting  a  class 
of  little  children  from  the  parochial  school." — "Yes!  just  think,  gifts 
and  Christmas  stockings,  too." — "It's  just  like  IV-C  to  think  up 
something  different." — "I  wonder  we  didn't  hear  of  it  before." 

Friday  morning,  the  IV-C  girls  worked  like  Trojans,  and  at  noon 
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gazed  with  satisfaction  upon  a  gaily-lighted  Christmas  Tree,  and  a 
goodly  assortment  of  mysterious  parcels.  It  had  been  arranged  that 
each  girl  would  undertake  to  care  for  one  little  pupil,  and  provide 
her  with  a  gift.  After  a  light  lunch  in  a  brightly-decorated  room, 
the  children  were  escorted  to  the  auditorium. 

As  the  doors  opened,  they  caught  sight  of  the  Christmas  tree  and 
stood  gazing  in  amazement  at  it  for  a  moment,  but  only  a  moment, 
then  twenty-six  pairs  of  eager,  tiny  feet  rushed  to  where  the  great 
tree  stood.  The  "ohs"  and  "ahs"  were  with  some  difficulty  subdued, 
and  the  program  got  under  way. 

To  the  strains  of  "Silent  Night,"  the  curtain  parted  and  the  scene 
at  Bethlehem  was  re-enacted  for  them.  "Christmas  With  the 
Ruggles"  was  presented,  and  Mrs.  Ruggles  (Mary  Marvin)  and  her 
mischievous  children  produced  many  a  laugh.  Then  Santa  Claus 
distributed  gifts  to  each  little  girl. 

If  our  only  recompense  was  the  happy  and  contented  look  in  the 
faces  of  our  little  guests,  we  felt  more  than  repaid  for  the  time  spent 
in  preparing  this  party  for  them.  Monica  Mary  Wall,  IV-C. 


^  ^,        ,^  ,  ,    r      .L  On   the   twenty-fourth   of   January,    the 

Father  Kennedy  s  Lecture,     gj^^^^^  ^^   g^    j^^^^^  ^^^   ^^^  resident 

pupils  were  privileged  to  hear  an  interesting  illustrated  lecture  on 
the  Roman  Catacombs,  given  by  the  Rev.  Father  Kennedy,  C.S.B. 
Father  explained  the  divers  manners  of  burial  in  the  long,  dark 
corridors,  the  walls  of  which  were  decorated  with  frescoes.  Examples 
of  early  Christian  art  were  shown.  Among  these  were  paintings  of 
the  martyrs  who  were  buried  in  the  Catacombs.  Over  some  of  the 
tombs,  chapels  have  been  erected,  as  in  the  case  of  the  Church  of 
St.  Agnes  over  the  tomb  of  the  saint.  Knowledge  of  the  Catacombs 
disappeared  completely  for  many  centuries,  but  was  revived  when 
some  workmen,  digging  out  the  foundation  for  a  building,  acciden- 
tally came  upon  this  underground  cemetery. 

Dorothy  Cooper,  IV-B. 


_        .  Ask  any  girl  in  St.   Joseph's  Academy  what  is  the 

lap-Dancing.  ^^^^^  popular  activity  in  school  life,  and  she  will  tell 
you — tap-dancing.  Moreover,  she  can  prove  it  to  you.  Every  Friday 
afternoon  at  3.15  o'clock,  a  crowd  of  girls  assemble  in  the  gym- 
nasium to  practice  the  steps  of  the  dance.  When  our  teacher  enters, 
all  line  up  along  the  walls  and  the  lesson  begins.  The  hour  devoted 
to  this  lesson  passes  by  very  quickly,  and  many  are  the  regrets  ex- 
pressed that  a  whole  week  must  elapse  before  the  next  lesson..  But 
much  spare  time  between  lessons  is  spent  in  practising  both  at  home 
and  at  school.  Patricia  Kelly,  IV-B. 


-     .  Badminton,  now  the  popular  game  of  our  school,  is 

isadminton.  rapidly  progressing  under  the  able  management  of  our 
instructress.  Miss  Elmsley.  Any  Wednesday  afternoon  from  three 
to  four  o'clock,  one  may  see  many  girls  with  racket  in  hand,  prac- 
tising the  different  strokes  which  have  been  taught.  Although  we 
are  as  yet  amateurs  in  this  sport,  some  are  developing  excellent  skill 
and  show  promise  of  becoming  our  future  stars  in  the  game.  Later 
on,  tournaments  will  provide  an  interesting  entertainment  for  the 
players  and  for  the  spectators.  Alice  Lamb,  IV-B. 
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Our  C-usade  Meetmgs.  Every  two  weeks,  the  girls  of  IV-B  hold 
*  their  Crusade  meeting.  These  meetings 
have  been  especially  interesting  this  year,  because  of  the  variety  of 
works  cafried  on  and  the  great  interest  the  members  have  shown. 
At  our  first  meeting,  it  was  suggested  that  we  do  our  utmost  to  help 
foreign  missions.  We  have  been  collecting  cancelled  stamps,  books, 
toys,  holy  pictures  and  other  things  which  will  be  useful  to  some 
priest  in  his  laborious  work  in  the  mission  field.  At  each  meeting, 
four  girls  are  called  upon  to  give  talks.  The  members  of  the 
executive  give  an  account  of  the  work  done  during  the  two  weeks 
and  make  suggestions  as  to  how  we  may  help  still  more.  Our  meet- 
ings, so  far,  have  been  successful,  and  we  are  putting  forth  effort  to 
keep  up  our  enthusiasm.  Helen   Bradley,   IV-B. 


ST.    BERNARD    OF    CLAIRVAUX. 

St.  Bernard  was  born  near  Dijon  in  1091.  His  contemporaries 
describe  him  as  a  man  of  medium  height,  spare  frame  and  delicate 
features.  Impetuous  by  nature,  he  was  ardent  in  speech  and  quick 
in  action.  Together  with  these  gifts,  he  was  possessed  of  a  keen 
intelligence,  deep  learning,  and  striking  eloquence. 

Blessed  with  a  deeply  spiritual  mother,  St.  Bernard  was  trained 
in  virue.  When  he  was  twenty  years  of  age,  sanctity  of  his 
life  and  his  zeal  for  spiritual  things  so  far  overcame  the  worldly 
ambitions  of  his  kinsmen  and  friends  that  thirty  of  them  followed 
him  to  the  monastery.  At  twenty-four,  he  was  an  abbot  renowned 
for  wisdom  and  holiness. 

New  life  came  to  the  monastery  of  Citeaux  when  St.  Bernard 
arrived.  His  spirit  of  zeal  pervaded  the  whole  cloister,  and  the 
monastery  was  soon  overcrowded  with  those  who  came  to  share  the 
inspiration  of  his  life.  He  was  soon  chosen  to  make  a  new  founda- 
tion. In  a  wild,  desolate  valley,  St.  Bernard  and  his  monks  built  a 
monastery,  and  transformed  this  valley  into  a  garden  of  beauty,  that 
in  later  years  was  called  Clairvaux,  the  Valley  of  Light.  The  fame 
of  St.  Bernard  spread  abroad  until  it  was  impossible  to  accommodate 
all  those  who  sought  admission.  St.  Bernard  received  them  all, 
imbued  them  with  his  spirit  and  sent  them  forth  again  to  found  new 
houses.  In  this  way,  over  sixty-five  monasteries  were  founded  during 
the  forty  years  of  St.  Bernard's  abbotship. 

St.  Bernard  loved  ardently,  and  God  gave  him  the  gift  of  miracles. 
Like  his  Divine  Master,  he  healed  the  lame  and  cleansed  lepers,  gave 
hearing  to  the  deaf,  speech  to  the  dumb,  and  sight  to  the  blind. 

St.  Bernard  is  ranked  among  the  Fathers  and  Doctors  of  the 
Church.  A  deadly  foe  of  heresy,  he  was  ever  ready  to  maintain 
purity  of  faith  and  morals.  Few  have  written  or  spoken  of  God  with 
the  same  vivid  faith;  few  have  ever  written  of  the  Blessed  Mother 
with  the  same  burning  love.  In  1153,  on  his  death  bed.  Our  Blessed 
Mother  appeared  to  him,  accompanied  by  angels.  He  was  canonized 
twenty-one  years  later. 

St.  Bernard's  ideals  and  methods  have  become  the  inspiration 
and  guiding  principles  of  the  whole  Cistercian  Order,  so  that  long 
after  he  had  been  called  to  rest  from  his  labours,  his  spirit  lived  to 
work  a  mighty  and  enduring  effect  upon  the  whole  Church. 

Yolande  Beneteau,  III-A,  S.J.C. 
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From  a  drawing  by  Lucy 
Reuben. 


"HAIL  TO  THEE,  JOSEPH." 

College  Hymn. 

Hail  to  thee,  Joseph,  the  Virgin's  Spouse, 
Hearken    thy    children    who    dwell    in    thy 

house. 
Guardian  of  Jesus,  by  night  and  day. 
Sing  we  thy  praises  for  ever  and  aye. 
Forever  and  aye— For  ever. 

Hail  blest  St.  Joseph,  we  to  thee 
Render  our  homage  lovingly. 
Dwell  in  thy  house  with  us,  we  pray. 
Watch  o'er  thy  children  for  ever  and  aye. 
Forever  and  aye — For  ever. 


A^IMY. 

I  bumped  into  Bill  the  other  day.  He  was  breezing  down  Yonge 
St.  with  a  stride  indicative  of  health  restored  by  a  trip  to  Vimy 
Ridge.  Seeing  me,  he  promptly  jay-walked,  and  after  civilities  were 
exchanged,  said:   "Come  on,  let's  talk  over  a  cup  of  coffee." 

Cosily  ensconced  at  an  end  table  in  a  little  restaurant,  Bill  was 
subjected  to  a  rapid-fire  attack  of  questions  concerning  the  trip.  He 
answered  as  best  he  could,  with  interjections  of  recently  resurrected 
French,  which  brought  back  half  happy,  half  sad  memories  of  those 
"days." 

"Did  you — er— have  a  good  time?"  "Of  course,  but  it  was  not  all 
a  pleasure  trip,  as  some  might  think.  The  Pilgrimage  had  many 
far-reaching  results,  and  one  I  was  fortunately  enough  to  witness." 

"On  board  with  us  was  a  good-looking,  intelligent  fellow,  suffering 
from  loss  of  memory.  He  had  come  to  Canada,  obtained  a  good  job, 
but  remembered  nothing  of  life  prior  to  the  war. 

"He  had  been  eager  to  go  to  Vimy,  in  the  hope  that  the  scenes 
would  awaken  dormant  memories.  All  the  way  over,  he  was  excited, 
praying  that  the  battlefields  would  prove  the  key  to  his  memory. 
But  he  was  doomed  to  disappointment,  for  the  sand-bagged  trenches 
and  shell  holes  appeared  to  him  as  a  person  seeing  them  for  the 
first  time. 

"Striving  not  to  show  his  misery,  he  had  gone  ahead  of  us,  as 
we  wended  our  way  among  the  neat,  white  crosses — mute  attesta- 
tions of  suffering.  A  little  old  lady  dropped  her  handkerchief  as 
he  passed  and  he  bent  and  retrieved  it  for  her.  She  thanked  him, 
and  then,  seeming  to  notice  him  for  the  first  time,  gasped,  then 
clutched  at  his  sleeve,  sobbing:  'Johnny!  Johnny!  Can  it  be  you?' 
We  watched  as  first  wonder,  then  recognition  lit  up  his  face.  We 
turned  away,  moved,  but  not  before  we  saw  that  tall  figure  stoop 
and  sweep  the  little  black-clad  woman  into  his  arms  with  a  cry  of 
'Mother'." 

Well,  that  is  all,  but  daily  mother  and  son,  re-united  after  twenty- 
two  long  years,  thank  God,  Who  in  his  own  way,  used  the  Vimy 
Pilgrimage   to   bring  joy   to   thosfe   two   long-suffering   hearts. 

Margaret  Brown,  III-A. 
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ST.  JOSEPH. 

St.  Joseph  belonged  to  the  House  of  David.  He  was  the  foster- 
father  of  Our  Lord  and  the  humble  spouse  of  Our  Blessed  Mother. 
As  a  simple  carpenter  at  Nazareth,  he  worked,  carefully  guarding 
Jesus  and  Mary. 

St.  Joseph  is  honoured  as  a  great  saint,  because  of  his  many 
virtues.  As  a  poor  carpenter,  he  possessed  a  pure  soul  and  in  his 
heart  burned  a  deep  hatred  of  sin.  The  beautiful  lily  in  his  hand 
is  a  symbol  of  his  purity.  St.  Joseph  humbled  himself  by  substi- 
tuting for  his  riches  the  lowly  position  of  a  carpenter.  Even  in  the 
devotion  of  the  Church,  he  did  not  become  prominent  until  the 
Middle  Ages.  His  obedience  is  clearly  shown  when  the  Angel 
appeared  to  him  while  sleeping  and  told  him  to  flee  to  Egypt  with 
Jesus  and  Mary.  Without  hesitation,  he  took  Jesus  and  Mary  and 
travelled  to  Egypt.  His  devotedness  to  his  family  is  striking.  He 
cared  for  them  tenderly  and  was  willing  to  do  anything  for  them. 

St.  Joseph  is  the  patron  of  all  Catholics.  He  died  probably  at 
Nazareth  and  in  the  presence  of  Jesus  and  Mary.  Many  invoke 
him  for  a  happy  death.  The  sick  pray  to  him  and  thousands  are 
cured  through  his  intercession.  Working  men  venerate  him  as 
their  model.  Christians  who  wish  to  live  a  pure  life  united  with 
Jesus  and  Mary,  invoke  St.  Joseph. 

His  protection  is  cherished  by  all  good  Catholics.  Schools  are 
placed  under  his  protection  as  well  as  churches  and  homes.  Many 
countries  are  consecrated  to  St.  Joseph  and  the  Universal  Church 
is  under  his  tender  patronage. 

St.  Joseph,  one  of  the  greatest  of  the  Church's  saints,  is  honoured 
specially  on  two  feast-days — March  19th,  as  Spouse  of  Our  Lady, 
and  two  weeks  after  Easter,  as  Universal  Patron.  Many  other 
saints  speak  highly  of  the  Patron  of  Our  School,  but  St.  Theresa 
particularly  honours  him,  by  her  far-reaching  eulogy  of  him. 

Margaret  Ann   Moffet,    IB. 


PEACE. 

I  sat  at  morning  on  a  hill. 
All  emerald  green  and  daisy  strewn, 
A  little  streamlet  ran  below. 
Murmuring  its  silvery,  mellow  tune. 

A  beetle  sat  upon  a  stone 

An  ant  came  up  and  looked  at  him; 

A  lady-bird  sat  in  a  rose. 

That  hung,  with  dew  filled  to  the  brim. 

A  bird  trilled  forth  his  morning  song, 
High  out  of  sight  in  some  tall  tree; 
A  rabbit  peeped,  I  did  not  stir. 
He  ate  his  morning  meal  by  me. 

And  there  I  stayed  till  noon  was  come. 
Drinking  my  fill  of  Nature's  charm; 
For  here  was  peace,  and  peace  I  sought, 
Free  from  the  city's  mad  alarm. 

Anonymous,  IIIB. 
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CATHOLIC    ARCHITECTURE. 

The  Christian  multitudes  who  erected  cathedrals  in  the  early 
ages,  sought  to  express  their  love  and  gratitude  toward  God  by  the 
splendour  of  the  buildings,  and  endeavoured  to  give  expression  to 
their  faith  by  symbolizing  their  beliefs  in  architecture  and  orna- 
mentation. 

The  ancient  basilicas  had  wooden  roofs  and  flat  wooden  ceilings, 
but  later  the  aisles  and  nave  of  the  church  were  of  stone,  and  the 
walls  had  to  be  thick.  A  series  of  arches  resting  on  pillars  supported 
the  heavy  roof,  and  prevented  light  from  reaching  the  body  of  the 
church.  Later  the  arches  were  carried  across  the  aisles  in  a  series 
of  transverse  vaults.  This  permitted  higher  and  larger  windows. 
Where  the  transept  crossed  the  nave,  four  piers  were  built  and  the 
central  portion  of  the  building  was  carried  upward  in  a  square  tower, 
which  sometimes  tapered  toward  the  top  in  a  spire  surmounted  by 
a  cross. 

To  remedy  the  defects  and  ugliness  of  the  church,  the  size  of  the 
piers  were  reduced  and  curves  were  made  to  make  clusters  of 
columns.  Walls  were  no  longer  necessary,  as  the  roof  rested  on 
beautiful  pillars.  The  spaces  between  the  pillars  formerly  occupied 
by  walls  were  now  occupied  by  great  windows  of  stained  glass.  An 
immense  arch  was  built  at  one  end  of  the  church,  through  which  the 
main  doors  opened.  Here  at  the  front  of  the  church  was  frequently 
erected  a  high  tower,  in  which  hung  the  bells,  and  later  for  sym- 
metry, two  towers  were  built  instead  of  one. 


ALONE. 


Everyone  in  the  house  has  gone  out;  I  settled  down  to  read  a 
book,  which  I  had  left  on  the  shelf  until  I  might  have  a  few  happy 
hours  alone  to  enjoy  it.  Just  as  I  came  to  an  exciting  part,  I  was 
disturbed  by  noises  coming  from  the  adjoining  room.  I  turned  on 
the  radio,  trying  to  forget  them,  but  they  kept  on.  I  became  so 
frightened  that  I  seized  the  poker  from  the  fire-place,  and  holding 
it  tensely,  I  sat  there  waiting.  When  the  family  returned,  they 
found  me  fast  asleep  with  the  defending  weapon  still  in  my  hand. 

Bernice  Nealon,  IIIC. 


A  BEAUTIFUIi  SUNSET. 

Last  evening  I  was  sitting  at  my  window  reading  "Little 
Th6r6se,"  when  a  strange  light  on  the  page  caused  me  to  look  up. 
Looking  through  the  cherry  orchard  and  beyond  the  most  beauti- 
ful sunset.  The  sky  near  the  horizon  was  flaming  red,  and  above 
the  fleecy  white  clouds  were  changing  to  pink,  violet,  gold,  and 
crimson.  In  a  few  moments  the  scene  changed.  The  vivid  red 
disappeared;  a  lake  of  exquisite  blue  with  silver,  spread  over  the 
sky;  pink,  violet,  and  gold  gradually  faded  away  and  while  I 
watched  in  breathless  admiration,  the  sky  cleared;  twilight  deepened, 
and  the  bright  stars  appeared.  "Just  such  a  sunset  at  'Little  Th^r^se 
would  love,"  I  said  to  myself.     "And  now  she  is  looking  forever  on 

endless  beauty  in  heaven!"  „  ..     „  , 

Betty  Baker,  Jr.  IV. 
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THE   AVESTERN   PRAIRIES. 

The  prairies  of  the  United  States,  though  practically  unknown 
to  so  many  before,  are  made  familiar  by  the  genius  of  Longfellow, 
and  we  seem  to  be  walking  along  beside  him  as  he  describes  the 
wonders  of  the  Great  Western  Lands.  The  eternal  mountains  stand 
before  us,  peaked  with  dazzling  snow,  set  like  a  crown  on  the  head 
of  some  majestic  ruler  who  gazes  serenely  from  his  high  throne 
upon  the  valleys  below.  Down  from  the  jagged,  deep  ravines,  open, 
broad  gorges  as  gateways  through  which  the  rough  wheels  of  the 
emigrant's  wagon  might  pass. 

To  the  westward,  flow  the  rivers  whose  names  remind  us  of  the 
inhabitants  who  originally  dwelt  on  our  continent,  the  Oregon, 
Walleway,  and  Owyhee.  Eastward,  bubbling  over  rocks  and  peb- 
bles, and  roaring  over  cascades,  in  a  crooked  path  through  the 
Wind-River  Mountains,  flows  the  Nebraska.  In  a  southern  direction, 
from  the  Fontaine-qui-bout  to  the  Spanish  Sierras,  are  countless  tor- 
rents, patterned  with  pebbles  and  stones  and  fanned  by  the  desert 
breeze.  The  torrents  have  a  never-ending  sound  and  seem  like 
the  chords  of  a  harp. 

Unfolding   before   our    eyes   is    the   picture    of    the    beautiful    and 
limitless  prairies. 

The  grain  and  grasses  roll  to  the  feathery  finger  of  the  wind 
and  they  are  like  giant  waves  in  a  bay.  Too,  on  these  prairies 
are  brilliant  flowers  of  every  hue  and  colour.  Over  all,  wander 
herds  of  buffalo,  elk,  roebuck,  wolves,  and  riderless  horses.  Be- 
sides the  wild  animals  wander  over  the  plains  the  scattered  tribes 
of  Indians.  Here  and  there  rises  smoke  from  camps,  and  in  the  dark 
ravines  lie  the  grim  bears. 

And  overhead,  the  azure  sky  is  flecked  with  fleecy  clouds  like 
the  protecting  hand  of  God  inverted  above  them. 

Anne   Golden,    IB. 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

When  I  was  very  young  my  home  was  very  dark,  but  warm  and 
comfortable.  I  never  suffered  from  lack  of  care  as  I  received  re- 
freshing drinks  of  water  frequently.  Many  crawling  friends  lin- 
gered around  and  mingled  with  the  others  I  associated  with.  Every- 
one was  friendly.  I  was  happy  in  the  ground,  but  the  other  children 
grew  rapidly  to  maturity;  while  my  growth  halted  and  I  was 
deserted  and  lonely. 

I  finally  matured  into  a  beautiful  rose.  I  am  not  vain,  but  I 
was  pleased  with  the  praise  given  me  by  the  gardener,  who  tended 
the  grounds  of  a  rich,  old  gentleman  who  lived  alone.  As  I  was 
very  small,  special  care  was  taken  of  me  and  the  lonely  old  gen- 
tleman, himself,  plucked  me.  He  carried  me  to  a  little  chapel, 
depositing  me  in  a  blue  vase  on  the  Blessed  Virgin's  altar. 

I  was  admired  by  all  who  visited  the  chapel  and  I  enjoyed  my 
life  on  the  altar  under  the  protection  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  It 
pleased  me  to  see  my  former  owner  visit  the  chapel  daily.  But, 
a  flower  like  everyone  else  cannot  live  forever  in  this  world,  so  I 
gradually  withered  away  and  was  put  along  with  other  faded 
friends  in  a  can  and  later  I  was  buried. 

Margaret  Ann  Moffet,  I. 
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A  MEMORABLE  DAY. 

A  day  worth  remembering  was  the  first  time  I  was  taken  to 
Niagara  Falls.  I  can  still  picture  every  detail.  We  went  by  way 
of  the  little  open  train  on  a  bright  sunny  day.  It  passed  along  the 
high  cliffs  above  the  Niagara  River.  We  could  see  the  swirling  wat- 
ers with  its  currents  and  eddys  below  us.  The  train  runs  on  a 
track  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  above  the  water  and  just  to 
imagine  what  would  happen  if  the  train  became  derailed  and  we 
were  thrown  out  into  the  angry  waters  filled  with  rocks,  sent  a 
gruesome  fear  through  us.  Passing  along  the  high  cliffs  we  saw 
the  little  steel-barred  carriage  carrying  people  across  the  river. 
It  is  run  on  pulleys  from  cliff  to  cliff  across  the  waters. 

When  the  end  of  the  car  line  was  reached  we  could  hear  the 
roar  of  the  falls  and  so  proceeded  in  that  direction.  We  walked 
out  on  the  little  bridge  by  the  side  of  the  falls  and  beheld  a  sight 
rarely  surpassed. 

The  roar  of  the  falls,  the  mist  and  spray  filled  us  with  awe. 
The  little  boat,  "The  Maid  of  the  Mist,"  seemed  so  tiny,  far  away, 
down  at  the  bottom  of  the  falls,  and  people  who  stood  on  its  deck 
wore  raincoats,  rubber  boots  and  rubber  hats,  for  otherwise  they 
v.'ould  have  been  drenched. 

I  think  I  shall  never  see  a  sight  that  would  surpass  Niagara. 
I  do  not  think  I  can  ever  have  again  the  thrill  I  had  on  my  first 
view  of  one  of  Nature's  wonders — Niagara  Falls. 

Patricia  Crocher,  lA. 


A  TRIP   THROUGH   THE  AIR. 

It  was  a  beautiful  day.  The  sun  brightened  the  world  after 
the  drizzling  three-day  rain.  A  few  of  us  campers  stood  on  the 
shore  of  Muskoka  Lake  watching  a  buzzing  red  aeroplane  skim 
across  the  water  and  glide  to  a  stop.  We  were  going  to  board  the 
aeroplane  for  a  fifteen-minute  ride.  I  trembled  violently,  and  if 
it  had  not  been  for  my  stout  declaration  that  I  would  never  be 
frightened  to  go  in  an  aeroplane,  I  would  have  backed  out.  Sud- 
denly I  realized  that  they  were  waiting  for  me  to  step  into  that 
loathsome  vehicle.  I  did  so.  I  then  saw  with  terror-stricken  eyes 
that  the  pilot  was  turning  the  motor.  I  became  terrified  and  cried, 
"Let  me  out!  Let  me  out!"  It  was  too  late;  we  were  skimming 
along  the  water  and  then  up,  up,  up  into  the  cloudless  sky.  I  shut 
my  eyes  tight  and  put  my  hands  over  my  face  .  .  .  nothing  happened 
...  I  took  my  hands  from  my  face  and  tried  to  brace  up  and  take 
notice,  but  to  no  avail.  My  teeth  insisted  on  chattering  as  if  I  had 
just  emerged  from  icy  water.  How  I  ever  lived  through  that  night- 
mare of  a  ride  is  more  than  I  know.  However,  all  things  have  an 
end  and  we  finally  swooped  dizzily  downward  and  came  to  a  stop. 
Kind  hands  helped  me  out  of  the  plane  and  again  with  gratitude 
I  felt  soil  under  my  feet.  The  pilot  asked  me  if  I  enjoyed  the  ride 
and  I  said,  "Thank  you  very  much  for  the  two  rides,  sir." 

He  said:      "What   do   you   mean?" 

"You  have  taken  me  for  my  first  and  my  last  "trip  in  the  air." 

Ruth  Temple,  IIC. 
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DIFFICULTIES   OF   THE   ENGLISH   LANGUAGE. 

For  a  week,  I  have  been  studying  English.  Here  are  my  diffi- 
culties: Understanding  others,  making  myself  understood,  faulty 
pronunciation  in  well-constructed  sentences  and  strange  English 
idioms.  This  is  a  resume  of  obstacles  in  the  pursuit  of  English  and 
which  time  will  remedy,  but  meanwhile  I  practice  patience  and 
humility.  Frangoise  Rinquet,  S.J.C. 


MY   FIRST   DAY   IN   ENGLISH   SCHOOL. 

I  felt  so  much  alone  in  a  strange  atmosphere,  but  it  was  so 
friendly  that  I  was  reassured.  My  first  lesson  was  on  the  pronuncia- 
tion of  the  "th."  With  constant  practice  of  the  correct  forms,  I 
hope  before  this  year  is  past,  to  acquire  facility  in  speaking  English. 
My  desire  to  do  this  is  so  great  that  its  accomplishment  must  be 
assured,  for  is  it  not  true  that:  "Where  there  is  a  will,  there  is  a 
way?"  Marcelle  Beaupre,  S.J.C. 


PRINCE    RUPERT. 

Prince  Rupert,  on  Kaien  Island,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Skeena,  the 
Northern  Pacific  terminus  of  the  Canadian  National  Railways,  is 
five  hundred  and  fifty  miles  from  Vancouver.  Its  harbour,  almost 
landlocked,  plays  an  important  part  in  the  lumber,  fishing  and 
mining  industries  of  the  coast. 

Halibut  fishing  bids  fair  to  maintain  its  first  place  in  importance 
against  the  salmon  in  the  North  Pacific  fisheries.  The  headquarters 
of  these  fisheries  are  at  Prince  Rupert,  and  from  here  hundreds  of 
boats  set  out  for  the  fishing  grounds,  some  of  which  are  in  Alaskan 
waters.  The  bait  used  to  catch  the  halibut  is  the  herring,  and  thus 
herring  fishery  is  also  important.  In  Prince  Rupert  is  located  one 
of  the  largest  cold  storage  plants  of  its  kind  in  the  world. 

Victor  Amadio,  S.J.C,  Prince  Rupert. 


OUR  PARISH  BAZAAR. 

Bazaars  are  always  welcome  at  St.  Joseph's  Parish — at  least  by 
the  children.  For  weeks  everyone  is  busy.  The  hall  is  decorated, 
tickets  sold,  and  the  different  booths  put  up.  Some  days  before 
the  Bazaar  begins  showers  are  held. 

The  first  day  at  a  Bazaar  is  never  very  successful  and  St.  Joseph's 
is  no  exception.  The  second  afternoon  is  the  time  set  aside  for  the 
children.  School  is  out  earlier  than  usual  and  with  our  pennies 
clutched  tightly  we  go  to  the  Bazaar.  Every  paddle  on  the  wheel 
is  one  cent  and  everything  from  the  Children's  Booth  is  raffled. 
Some  one  has  to  be  lucky — but  oh,  the  number  who  are  not! 

The  last  day  of  a  Bazaar  is  the  best.  The  most  valuable  things 
are  raffled  at  the  end.  The  event  of  the  Bazaar  is  the  draw  for  the 
Tombola  Prizes.  A  large  box  is  filled  with  all  the  tickets  which 
have  been  sold  and  a  little  boy  or  girl  picks  out  the  winning  num- 
ber. 

The  next  day  the  hall  is  cleaned  and  swept,  the  booths  taken 
down  and  this  ends  the  Bazaar  at  St.  Joseph's  for  another  year. 

Anna  Strassel,  VIII,  S.J.C,  Winnipeg. 
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I   REMEMBER,    I    RE3IEMBER. 

AVith  apologies  to  Thomas  Hood. 

I  remember,  I  remember, 

Where  I  was  used  to  play; 
The  gym  where  gills  and  balls  and  bats 

Were  always  In  the  way. 
My  spirit  flew  in  feathers  then, 

Till  quenched  by  those  stern  looks. 
Which  left  me  standing  there  as  meek 

As  children  do  in  books. 

I  remember,  I  remember. 

Those  Sisters,  kind  and  good, 
Who  taught  me  all  the  things  I  know. 

And  all  the  things  I  should. 
O,  those  were  kind  and  happy  times, 

So  full  of  fun  and  gay; 
I  often  wish  that  I  could  live 

Them  over  day  by  day. 

Mary  Joyce  Field,  III-B. 


^UDXIGHT   MASS    AT    PRINCE    RUPERT. 

Kipling  once  remarked:  "East  is  east  and  west  is  west,  and  never 
the  twain  shall  meet,"  but  at  Christmas,  the  echoes  of  the  Angels' 
Chorus  begin  again  in  the  land  of  the  rising  sun,  and  are  caught  up 
until  the  whole  earth  resounds  from  pole  to  pole  with  the  age-old 
"Glory  to  God." 

The  quiet  beauty  of  the  Pro-Cathedral,  with  its  decorations,  regal 
tribute  to  the  King  of  Kings;  the  lights  twikling  as  the  star;  the 
church,  with  its  reverent  congregation  and  first  notes  of  the  "Adese," 
were  all  tributes  of  praise  to  the  Infant,  Whose  tiny  Hands  uphold 
the  universe.  Nothing  can  surpass  the  beauty  of  the  Church's  liturgy, 
and  as  the  Pontifical  High  Mass  advanced.  Bishop  Bunoz,  O.M.I., 
and  his  attending  priests,  brought  forth  the  glad  thrill  of  what  it 
really  means  to  be  a  Catholic.  The  quiet  dignity  of  the  Bishop 
bespoke  clearly  his  "walking  with  Christ"  throughout  the  years  of 
his  pastorate,  and  the  well-filled  Communion  railing  returned  to  him 
God's  promised  hundred-fold. 

Betty  LeRosise,  Commercial,  Prince  Rupert. 


DEAR  GOD. 


I  thank  Thee  for  friends  who  are  loyal. 

For  dear  ones,  for  love  that  is  true. 
For  home  and  the  comfort  it  brings  me 

When  day  and  my  labours  are  through; 
For  victories  won  o'er  the  tempter. 

For  strength  of  my  body  of  clay, 
For  peace  in  our  land  of  freedom, 

And  hope  for  the  coming  day. 

Florence  Cain,  St.  Catherine's,  St.  Catharines. 
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aiY  christjMas  shopping. 

My  trip  down  town  to  do  my  Christmas  shopping  was  a  series 
of  blunders.  I  had  saved  up  for  this  event  for  two  whole  months, 
and  had  two  dollars  and  fifty  cents.  About  ten  o'clock  I  reached 
Simpson's.  A  lovely  pillow  attracted  my  attention — just  the  very 
thing  for  Mother.  I  asked  the  price  (expecting  it  would  be  about 
twenty-five  cents)   but  it  was  two  dollars  and  a  half! 

I  had  no  better  luck  at  Eaton's:  I  would  never  be  able  to  "spin 
out"  that  two  dollars  and  a  half  to  cover  my  purchases,  so  I  soon 
found  myself  among  Woolworth's  shoppers.  Here,  the  prices  are 
"sensible,"  fifteen  cents  for  nearly  any  article.  I  bought  sixteen 
presents  and  had  ten  cents  left.  Buying  these  gifts  was  fun,  but 
carrying  them  home  was  terrible.  Every  time  I  came  into  a  crowd 
they  would  all  fall,  and  1  had  much  trouble  getting  them  together 
again. 

It  was  six  o'clock  when  I  arrived  home,  exhausted,  but  well 
pleased  only,  somehow  or  other,  I  had  lost  the  ten  cents  change! 

Kathleen  Moffat,  Form  I-B. 


ST.    CATHERINE'S    WELL. 

Centuries  ago,  the  Algonquins  in  the  Niagara  Peninsula  drank 
and  bathed  in  what  they  named  "The  Healing  Waters,"  a  now  world- 
renowned  spring.  In  1690,  a  Seneca  Chief,  Father  Hennepin,  La 
Salle,  DeMonts  and  De  iFonti,  were  shown  this  spring,  and  Father 
Hennepin  blessed  it  on  St.  Catherine's  Day,  and  named  it  St. 
Catherine's  Well. 

Since  then,  towns  have  sprung  up  where  Indian  tents  once  stood, 
and  trails  have  been  replaced  by  highways.  So  it  has  been  with  the 
mineral  well.  Those  who  seek  to-day  the  healing  aid  of  the  mineral 
well,  may  enjoy  its  curative  properties  in  a  metropolitan  hotel, 
where  most  modern  discoveries  of  science,  combined  with  these 
curative  mineral  waters,  bring  relief  to  those  suffering  from  arthritis, 
rheumatism,   lumbago,  sciatica,   and  diseases  of  the   heart. 

Kreuznach  and  Carlsbad  are  said  not  to  excel  the  benefits  to  be 
derived  from  the  waters  of  "St.  Catherine's  Well,"  and  if  you  doubt 
— then  consult  the  eleventh  edition  of  the  Encyclopedia  Britannica. 
Beverley  Richard,  St.  Catherine's  School. 


WHAT  I   SAW. 


I  was  looking  out  the  window  one  day,  when  suddenly  a  dark 
cloud  passed  over  the  sun  and  the  world  grew  dim.  The  wind  was 
keen,  and  I  could  hear  it  whistling.  Soon  the  rain  fell  in  terrents, 
it  dashed  against  the  panes,  and  the  eavetroughs  were  overfiowing. 
I  looked  down  the  street  again  and  a  dog  dashed  by;  a  cat  sneaked 
in  an  open  door.  The  street  was  deserted  except  for  a  few  cars 
tliat  rushed  onward,  making  a  terrific  spray.  Suddenly,  the  storm 
ceased.  A  robin  fluttered  down  and  pulled  a  fat  worm  from  the 
garden  bed.  The  cat  crept  out,  and  the  dog  seeing  it,  chased  it  away 
down  the  street  and  out  of  sight. 

Mary  Prendergast,  Jr.  4  th. 
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THE  SASKATCHEWAN  WHEAT  POOL. 

The  Saskatchewan  Co-operative  Wheat  Pool  is  one  of  the  great- 
est co-operative  concerns  in  Canada.  It  has  1,200  country  eleva- 
tors with  facilities  to  handle  75%  of  the  wheat  grown  in  Saskat- 
chewan. 

The  Company  is  owned  and  operated  exclusively  by  the  farmers. 
Its  Head  Office  is  at  Regina.  The  Province  is  divided  into  160 
divisions  and  each  division  has  10  sub-divisions.  Each  sub-division 
comprises  from  8  to  10  towns.  A  delegate  is  elected  from  each 
sub-division  and  a  President  is  elected  from  the  160  delegates. 
The  sub-division  is  made  up  of  districts  and,  in  each  district  pos- 
sessing a  Poor  Elevator,  a  committee  of  12  men  is  appointed,  and 
a  meeting  is  held  once  a  month. 

Annually  in  each  sub-division  is  held  a  Convention  which  the 
committee,  agents,  delegate  and  President  attend.  The  President 
reports  on  the  work  done  and  on  the  handling  of  grain  throughout 
the  province. 

At  the  Head  Office  in  Regina  there  is  kept  a  record  of  every 
truck  of  wheat  sold  to  the  Pool.  The  Company  has  its  own  news- 
paper, "The  Western  Producer."  It  has  also  a  well-equipped  li- 
brary from  which  the  farmers  may  procure  books  at  small  cost — 
the  payment  of  the  return  postage.  The  Company  sponsors  Junior 
Grain  Clubs  in  which  any  youth  under  20  years  of  age  may  be  a 
member.  The  boys  grow  grain  in  small  plots  and  when  it  is  ripe 
it  is  inspected  by  the  Field  Man.  Those  having  the  best  plots  are 
rewarded. 

The  great  success  of  the  Wheat  Pool  is  due  to  the  fact  that  the 
farmers  are  working  for  a  common  end.  They  are  striving  to  bet- 
ter conditions  for  the  farmer  of  Western  Canada. 

Bernadette  Finucane,  Rosetown. 


SPRING! 


When  trees  are  budding  and  grasses  green, 
When  stars  are  covered  with  silvery  sheen, 
The  birds  come  chirping,  their  nests  to  regain, 
For  they  know  that  spring  is  here  again. 

The  babbling  brooks  joyously  sing 
While  mosses  green   to   tree-trunks  cling, 
And  breezes  sweet,  fan  children's  cheeks 
While  singing  brooks  lull  the  woods  to  sleep. 

Over  the  hills  in  valleys  fair. 

The  fragrance  of  violets  fills  the  air. 

And  buttercups  glint  with  sunshine  bright. 

And  bathe  the  land  with  radiant  light. 

In  woodlands  fairy  sprites 

Dance  with  joy,  and  then  delight, 

For  in  the  trees  they  hear  it  sing, 

The  Robin,  who  came  as  the  herald  of  Spring. 

Lucy  Reuben,  Commercial. 
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MARY'S  PRESENT. 

One  beautiful  day  when  Mary  and  her  Mother  in  an  old  wag- 
gon, went  to  the  trading-post,  to  buy  food  and  clothing,  Mary  held 
a  secret  in  her  heart. 

When  they  entered  the  store,  Mary  looked  around  for  the  pretty 
shawls.  She  wished  to  get  one  for  her  Mother's  birthday.  Sudden- 
ly she  spied  a  lovely  woollen  one,  pink  on  one  side,  and  sky  blue 
on  the  other.  "O!  how  lovely!"  she  exclaimed.  The  manager  came 
to  her  and  asked,  "Can  I  do  anything  for  you,  little  Miss?"  She 
asked,  "How  much  is  the  shawl?"  "It  is  three  dollars,"  he  said. 
She  looked  very  sad,  and  big  tears  were  in  her  eyes.  "I — I — have 
only  this  necklace,  but  it  is  a  lovely  one,"  she  said  sadly,  unclasping 
it  from  her  neck  very  slowly.  "Do  you  think  it  would  be  worth 
three  dollars?"  "I  shall  give  you  two  dollars  for  it,"  he  replied. 
Her  lips  moved  in  silent  prayer,  "Oh,  my  dear  Mother  Mary!  help 
me  make  the  exchange  or  I  must  leave  my  own  sweet  Mother  with- 
out a  birthday  gift."  "Well  I  shall  trade  you  the  shawl  then." 
Mary  smiled,  thanked  him  and  left  the  store,  singing  in  her  glad 
heart. 

When  she  helped  her  Mother   out   of   the  cart   she  gave  her   the 
present,  saying,  "Many  happy  returns  of  the  day,  Mother  dear." 

Joan  Pocock,  Senior  Fourth. 


MY  CLASS. 


"Hurrah  for  good  old  fourth  class!"  with  its  thirty-seven  girls 
and  one  good  Sister  to  teach  us  and  merit  heaven  by  it. 

Work?  We  try  to  look  studious,  but  don't  always  succeed.  It 
takes  such  a  long  climb  to  reach  our  class-room  on  the  top  floor,  but 
it  is  very  nice  when  we  do  get  there.  It  is  brightened  by  the  light 
from  the  eight  windows,  in  another  manner  by  the  plants  and  some 
flowers  grouped  around  the  statue  of  St.  Joseph. 

We  have  all  been  given  responsibilities.  Mine,  for  instance,  are 
opening  the  windows  and  emptying  the  pencil  sharpener  daily,  before 
class  begins.  I  must  confess  that  some  of  us  are  a  little  slack  at 
times. 

M.  Field,  Senior  Fourth. 


SKATING  BY  MOONLIGHT. 

One  cold,  crisp,  December  evening  my  brother  took  me  skating 
on  the  Humber  River.  The  moon  just  at  full,  cast  a  wonderful  radi- 
ance over  the  snow-covered  flelds.  The  tall  pine  trees,  shrubs,  even 
rough  boulders,  were  transformed  into  things  of  beauty.  The  whole 
Humber  Jungle  wore  a  blanket  of  snow.  The  ice  was  in  perfect 
condition.  We  skated  up  through  Demon's  Canyon,  around  Crunch- 
ing Curve,  on  past  Sunset  Bridge,  and  back,  cutting  figures,  cross- 
ing the  shadows  of  the  trees,  chasing  our  own  shadows,  and  run- 
ning races  with  each  other. 

We  had  a  most  enjoyable  evening,  and  a  dreamless  sleep  that 
night. 

Mary  Dell  Williams,  Jr.  IV. 
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THE  SCHOOL   CORRIDORS  TELL  TALES. 

It  was  Friday  afternoon.  The  large  school  clock  struck  three. 
Two  corridors  sighed  deeply.  It  had  been  a  long  and  lonely  after- 
noon. But  things  would  liven  up  now  because  the  girls  would  soon 
come  down  the  corridor  laughing  and  talking.  It  was  so  interest- 
ing, picking  up  snatches  of  their  conversation.  The  right  corridor 
whispered  to  the  left. 

"Listen  carefully  to-day,  for  I'm  sure  you'll  hear  something 
amusing,  as  this  is  examination  day."  The  two  peeped  expectantly 
as  they  heard  a  group  of  girls  come  down  the  hall. 

"Wasn't  it  simply  wretched,"  cried  one,  "and  to  think — "  They 
passed  out  of  hearing. 

"I  do  wish  I  was  longer  so  that  I  could  hear  more,"  cried  the  right 
corridor.  They  always  hurry  past  me  to  go  through  that  door  at 
the  end  and  I'm  so  hungry  for  news." 

"Not  so  loud,"  said  the  left,  "here  comes  some  more." 

A  group  of  merry  girls  came  tripping  down  the  hall. 

"It  is  going  to  be  such  fun,"  cried  one,  "and  I'm  going  to  be 
the  heroine." 

"You  always  were  lucky,"  cried  another,  "but  I  have  a  big  part 
too."  "As  for  me,"  exclaimed  a  third,  but  by  this  time  they  had 
gone  through  the  door. 

Then  a  number  of  girls  came  and  stood  in  a  group.  "O,  we'll  get 
the  cup  all  right,"  said  another.  "Humph!"  replied  the  others. 
"We  can't  be  that  sure  but  we'll  do  our  best." 

"How  fortunate!"  said  the  corridor  to  himself,  "This  is  certainly 
a  lucky  day  for  me." 

Five  minutes  later  the  corridor  was  filled  and  it  was  hard  work 
trying  to  catch  everything  that  was  said. 

"And  Sister  told  me  I  ought  to  be  on  the  honour  roll,"  one 
cried  peevishly. 

"How  did  you  do  that  last  question?"  came  from  another  spot. 

The  loud  chatter  slowly  faded  into  echoes  and  the  two  corri- 
dors settled  themselves  for  a  long,  dreary  week-end  which  would 
only  be  ended  when  the  large  school  clock  would  strike  nine  on 
Monday.  Heleh  Bradley,   IIIC. 


WHEN. 


When  winter  is  over 
And    spring    is    nigh, 
You'll  look  for  a  clover 
And  finding  one — sigh. 

When  spring  is  fading. 
Exams  draw  near. 
You'll  hope   for  a  grading 
To  surpass  that  of  last  year. 

When  tests  are  far  behind 

And  summer  is  at  its  height, 

Results  come  out,  you'll  find 

But  with  prayers,  they'll  be  all  right. 

Helen   Hallinan,   IVB. 
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MEMORIES. 

The  glittering   steeples,   the  stately   trees, 
The  soothing  lullaby  of  the  breeze. 
The  stalwart  maple,  the  stately  elm, 
That  stand  guard  o'er  this  peaceful  realm. 

The  babbling  brooks,  the  murmuring  pines. 
The  lofty  hills,  the  steep  inclines, 
The  honey  bee,  the  delicate  rose, 
The  charms  that  Nature  to  us  shows. 

These  are  the  things  that  do  bring  joy, 
To  every  whistling  barefoot  boy. 
To  older  hearts  bring  pleasant  dreams 
Of  when  they  traversed  these  dear  scenes. 


Margaret  McGrath,  IIIB. 


A  CRUST  OF  BREAD. 

A  long  time  ago  there  was  a  little  girl  called  Lucy.  She  was 
very  poor  and  her  parents  toiled  daily  for  her  and  her  family.  Her 
father  was  a  miner  in  the  gold  mines  of  Alaska.  One  day  he  dis- 
covered gold  on  his  property  and  became  very  wealthy.  He  moved 
his  family  to  New  York  City,  where  they  enjoyed  all  the  luxuries 
money  can  buy. 

Lucy's  sisters  attended  a  fashionable  boarding  school  but  Lucy 
attended  a  high  class  agricultural  school,  and  there  she  learned 
how  the  farmers  sow  wheat  in  the  ground  which  when  grown  is 
thrashed  and  taken  to  granaries.  These  granaries  are  large  store 
houses  from  which  the  grain  is  shipped  to  big  mills  where  it  is 
ground  into  flour. 

Lucy  never  forgot  the  lessons  her  parents  taught  her  when  she 
was  poor.  She  worked  hard  and  never  wasted  anything,  not  even 
a  crust  of  bread.  When  Lucy  was  old  enough  her  mother  taught 
her  this  recitation  which  she  often  recited  to  her  chums: 

"I  must  not  throw   upon  the  floor 
The   crust   I   cannot  eat. 
For  many  little  hungry  ones 
Would  think  it  quite  a  treat. 

My   parents   labour   very   hard, 
To  get  me  wholesome  food. 
Then  I  must  never  waste  a  bit 
That  would  do  others  good. 

For  wilful  waste  makes  woeful  want 
And  I  may  live  to  say, 
'O,  how  I  wish  I  had  the  bread 
That   I   once   threw   away!'  " 

Mary  Patricia  O'Brien,  Third  Class. 
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HE  WHO  HESITATES  IS  LOST. 

A  flock  of  wild  geese  went  on  their  way 
After  their  leader,  in  formation  true. 
Their  Arctic  home  they'd  left  at  rise  of  sun 
But  still  across  the  crimson  sky  they  flew. 

Strict  orders  they  had  had  from  him,  who  led 
Them  on,  across  that  weary  stretch  of  blue, — 
That  from  their  places  they  must  never  stray, 
'Till  word  they  got,  from  him,  of  what  to  do. 

The  leader's  eye,  skilled  by  long  years  of  watch- 
Fulness  and  toil,  passed  down  from  son  to  son, 
Saw  far  below  him  hidden  in  the  grass 
The  glitter  of  the  all  menacing  gun. 

Sharp  from  his  bill  there  came  an  order  clear; 
"Fly  higher,  faster,  off  beyond  the  view 
Of  that  lone  hunder  far  below  us  here!" 
Then  quickly  all  went  after  him,  who  knew. 

Did  I  say  all?     No,  one  remained  behind 
Just  merely  curious,  to  watch   until 
The  evil  sound  was  heard,  a  sudden  pain, 
Then,  fluttering  to  earth,  the  bird  lay  still. 

So  please  remember,  all  who  read  this  tale; 
Orders  obey  at  once,  at  any  cost. 
For  know  you  well,  as  many  men  have  learned 
Before;   that  he  who  hesitates  is  lost. 

Joyce   Field,   IIB. 


IX   AFTER  YEARS. 

We  open  the  "Lilies"  with  eager  eyes. 

And  for  awhile  the  present  dies, 
We  are   back   again  among  our   chums. 

And    memory   with    its   sadness   comes. 

We  see  young  faces  happy  and  free, 

And  at  the  jokes  we  laugh  with  glee. 
But  now  our  eyes  are  moist  with  tears. 

As  we  read  of  the  friends  of  former  years. 

For  Fate  has  played  with  her  human  toys. 
Has  quenched  our  dreams  and  given  joys. 

But  though  we  are  now  of  grown-up  mind. 
Enjoyment  in  the  "Lilies"  we'll  find. 

Bernadette  Morin. 
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MY  FIRST  VISIT  TO  OUR  SCHOOL  LIBRARY. 

My  first  visit  to  our  school  library,  though  a  short  one,  was 
one  which  impressed  me.  It  is  a  room  which  may  well  be  termed  a 
"Book-lover's  Paradise."  On  two  sides  of  the  spacious  room  are 
shelves  holding  books,  on  the  covers  of  which  are  names  and  titles 
bound  to  delight  one  who  loves  reading.  The  beautiful  hand-carved 
tables  and  chairs  give  a  look  of  serene,  quiet  dignity  to  the  room. 
The  window-seat  fairly  begs  one  curl  up  on  it. 

Here  are  books  which  we  know  will  carry  out  their  true  pur- 
pose— that  of  inspiring  and  teaching,  and  yet  makng  pleasant  many 
hours  of  recreation.  Up-to-date  data  on  all  current  news,  both 
religious  and  secular,  is  here  to  be  found.  Everyone's  taste  can 
be  satisfied.  Much  thought  has  also  been  given  to  lighting,  and 
Sister  proudly  informs  us  that  it  has  north  and  east  lighting,  that 
is  the  windows  face  north  and  east.  For  artificial  lighting  the  in- 
direct lighting  system  has  been  chosen,  thus  avoiding  any  glare 
which  may  prove  injurious  to  the  eyes. 

Mary  Todd,  V-B. 


THE  BRITISH  FLAG. 

In  the  earliest  times  of  England,  Scotland,  England  and  Ireland 
had  separate  flags.  The  flag  of  St.  Andrew,  the  banner  of  Scot- 
land, was  a  blue  flag  on  a  white  ground.  St.  George's  flag  was  the 
flag  of  England,  a  red  cross  on  a  white  ground. 

These  two  flags  were  joined  together  in  1606,  under  James  I. 
Other  changes  in  the  flag  were  made  by  Queen  Anne.  In  1801  the 
banner  of  St.  Patrick  was  united  with  union  of  Scotch  and  English 
flags  to  make  the  Union  Jack. 

Red,  white  and  blue,  the  three  colours  of  the  Union  Jack, 
represent  more  than  a  quarter  of  the  world,  and  where  ever  these 
three  colours  fly,  whether  the  people  be  white,  yellow  or  black,  it  is 
respected  and  defended. 

Mary  Doyle,  II-A. 


FLOODS  OX  THE  CANADIAN  NATIONAL  RAILWAY. 

Prince  George  is  at  the  junction  of  the  Eraser  and  the  Nechaco 
rivers  and  the  lower  part  of  this  town  is  exposed  to  floods.  These 
floods  are  caused  by  the  extreme  cold  weather  freezing  the  rivers 
to  their  bed,  thus  making  a  natural  dam  of  ice.  The  sun  melting^ 
the  snow  on  the  mountain  tops  causes  the  water  to  rush  down  in 
torents.  Not  being  able  to  make  its  way  down  the  river,  it  backs 
up.  Then  it  floods  the  whole  neighbourhood  of  the  Canadian  Na- 
tional Railway  and  her  employees'  houses.  The  trains  must  not  stop 
so  engines  are  kept  running  continually  up  and  down  through  the 
water  so  it  will  not  freeze  and  block  the  rails. 

Hugh  Burbank,  Annunciation  School,  P.R. 
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SIR  WILFRID  LAURIER. 

The  Silver-Tongued  Orator's  speech  on  the  Monuments  of  Quebec 
was  given  at  our  Empire  Day  Celebration,  in  French  by  Miss  Betty 
Cooper  and  in  English  by  Miss  Marion  Bently,  and  I  was  so  charmed 
with  it  that  I  selected  for  my  composition   "Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier." 

Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier  was  born  in  the  little  village  of  St.  Lin, 
in  the  year  1841.  During  his  school  days  he  spent  a  great  deal 
of  his  spare  time  in  the  courtrooms  listening  to  the  legal  argu- 
ments or  at  public  meetings  listening  to  the  speeches  of  orators. 

When  he  was  twenty  he  was  sent  to  McGill  University  to  take 
a  law  course.  At  convocation  he  made  his  first  public  speech  as  an 
orator  in  front  of  many  noted  people  of  the  time.  During  his  last 
three  years  at  Montreal  he  became  editor  of  a  local  newspaper,  but 
the  paper  failed,  due  to  a  lack  of  funds.  He  made  many  friends, 
for  his  ability  to  speak  both  French  and  English  fluently  made  him 
very  popular. 

In  1871  he  went  forward  as  Liberal  candidate  for  Athabaska  in 
opposition  to  Mr.  Hemmings,  a  Conservative.  He  was  elected,  and 
three  days  after  the  opening  of  parliament  he  made  his  first  speech. 
The  Liberal  leaders  of  the  Commons  recognized  his  value  and  per- 
suaded him  to  resign  his  seat  in  the  Legislature  and  run  for  the 
Athabaska  division  in  the  House  of  Commons.  He  was  elected 
again  and  took  his  seat  in  the  first  Liberal  parliament  returned  af- 
ter Confederation. 

Three  years  later  Laurier  entered  Alexander  Mackenzie's  cabinet 
as  Minister  of  Inland  Revenue.  He  was  defeated  in  the  next  elec- 
tion, but  was  returned  by  a  majority  of  three  hundred  votes  to 
represent  the  constituency  of  Quebec  East. 

During  this  time  under  the  Prime  Minister,  Sir  John  A.  Mac- 
donald,  many  improvements  in  transportation  took  place.  The  first 
Transcontinental  Railway,  the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway,  was  con- 
structed, also  the  first  regular  steamship  line  to  Australia  and  Ja- 
pan was  established. 

A  little  later  came  the  great  North  West  Rebellion.  Laurier 
condemned  the  Government  in  the  House  of  Commons  for  the  exe- 
cution of  Louis  Reil,  the  leader.  After  the  resignation  of  Blake 
as  Liberal  leader,  Laurier  was  elected  to  take  his  place.  In  1896 
he  became  Prime  Minister  of  Canada.  He  remained  in  this  great 
office  for  fifteen  years.  He  represented  Canada  at  Queen  Victoria's 
Diamond  Jubilee  in  1897.  At  this  time  he  was  given  a  title  by  the 
Queen — that  of  Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier,  G.C.M.G.  (Knight  Grand  Cross 
of  Order  of  St.  Michael  and  St.  George). 

He  fell  from  power  in  an  attempt  to  pass  a  measure  of  recipro- 
city with  the  United  States.  Many  believed  it  to  be  the  first  step 
towards  annexation,  and  as  a  result  he  was  defeated  in  the  next 
election.  He  died  in  the  year  1919  at  the  age  of  seventy-eight, 
the  Right  Honourable  Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier,  P.C,  G.C.M.G. 

Joan  Howard,  II-A. 
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liAUGH    IX    THE    DARK. 

Six  of  us  tried  "Laugh  in  the  Dark."  Entering  a  corridor,  we 
stepped  into  a  car  that  had  rushed  in  as  if  by  magic.  As  soon  as  we 
were  seated,  the  car  sped  into  the  darkness  of  a  narrow  passage  with 
increasing  speed  until  it  gave  a  jump,  then  stood  still.  Before  us 
lay  a  white  coffin,  whose  lid  was  raised  slowly  by  a  bony  arm  inside, 
and  a  skeleton  stood  up.  Slowly  the  lid  went  down,  while  we,  terri- 
fied, clung  to  each  other.  Presently  the  car  turned  and  we  went 
chugging  up  a  hill,  but  suddenly  it  rushed  down  to  the  bottom, 
where  there  was  a  mirror.  We  were  going  so  fast,  we  must  crash 
into  it.  With  screams  of  horro,  we  clung  to  the  sides  of  the  car, 
but  within  a  foot  of  the  mirror,  the  car  took  a  sharp  turn  and  we 
sped  on  in  the  darkness.  Cobwebs  passed  over  our  faces,  which 
made  us  shudder.  Suddenly  we  sped  out  into  the  golden  sunshine 
and  stopped.  Is  the  name  of  this  amusement  suitable?  I  think 
"Shivers"  would  be  more  appropriate. 

Claire  Loftus,  St.  Catherine's  School. 


"THE    VANCOUVER   DAILY    PROVINCE." 

I  had  the  privilege  recently  of  being  shown  through  the  plant  of 
the  "Vancouver  Daily  Province,"  Western  Canada's  largest  news- 
paper. 

One  of  the  staff  was  appointed  as  my  guide,  and  I  was  first 
introduced  to  the  filing  room,  where  are  kept  records  of  delivery 
routes  and  subscribers.  Passing  into  a  small  adjacent  room,  I  was 
shown  large  books  containing  every  copy  of  the  "Province"  printed 
since  1885. 

On  the  second  floor,  I  passed  down  a  long  corridor,  taking  a 
glimpse  of  the  "Province"  model  kitchen  as  I  went,  and  entered  a 
room  where  the  machine  that  prints  address  labels  was  demonstrated 
to  me.  The  guide  passed  by  the  editorial  and  business  offices,  since 
my  visit  primarily  was  for  the  purpose  of  becoming  acquainted  with 
the  mechanical  end  of  the  production  of  a  newspaper. 

I  next  peered  into  a  room  where  telegraph  typewriters  typed  out 
the  news.  Most  wonderful  machines  are  these,  having  only  to  be 
touched  to  exchange  the  paper.  Moving  on  a  few  steps,  I  was  in 
the  compositors'  room.  Here  a  long  row  of  linotype  machine  stretched 
before  my  eyes.  These  large  electric  machines,  each  controlled  by 
one  man,  stamp  out  the  type  for  each  page  of  the  newspaper. 

In  another  department,  I  was  shown  large  books,  in  which  are 
kept  hard  paper  moulds  for  different  patterns  and  designs,  which 
are  used  in  illustrations  for  advertisements.  Situated  in  this  de- 
partment is  the  "morgue,"  where  photographs  of  the  world's  leading 
men  and  women  are  kept. 

I  went  next  through  the  stereotype  department,  where  the  print 
is  made  ready  for  the  press.  First  a  mould  on  hard  paper  is  made 
of  a  printed  page  of  type.  This  mould  is  then  transferred  to  a  lead 
cylinder,  which  is  placed  in  a  hot  furnace.  When  this  cylinder  is 
taken  out  of  the  furnace,  it  is  then  placed  in  the  press.  Each  page 
and  every  comic  strip  requires  a  cylinder. 

I  was  in  time  to  see  the  first  edition  come  off  the  press.  While 
on  the  floor  of  the  press  room  waiting  for  the  first  papers  to  come 
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off,  the  guide  explained  that  for  each  different  color  used  in  printing 
the  paper,  a  different  cylinder  much  be  used.  Also,  that  one  press 
prints  on  an  average  of  five  hundred  papers  a  minute.  Every  fiftieth 
paper  comes  off  the  press  out  of  line,  thus  speeding  up  the  system 
of  counting. 

I  thank  the  management  of  the  "Vancouver  Daily  Province"  for 
the  opportunity  of  visiting  their  offices  and  plant. 

William  Kearns,  St.P.S.,  Vancouver. 


IN  NORTHERN  BRITISH  COLUMBIA. 

Prince  Rupert  is  situated  at  the  mouth  of  the  Skeena  River  on 
Kaien  Island. 

Deep  sea  fishing,  about  thirty  miles  outside  Prince  Rupert  har- 
bour, starts  in  the  early  spring.  Halibut  boats  are  large  and  strong- 
ly built  for  open  sea.  The  majority  of  the  fifishermen  are  Norwe- 
gian and  Scottish  nationality.  The  fish  brought  in  are  frozen  and 
sent  to  all  markets  of  the  world.  Salmon  fishing  on  Skeena  com- 
mences later  in  the  spring,  when  the  salmon  begin  to  run.  This 
fishing  is  done  mostly  by  the  Japanese  and  the  Indians  and  canned 
on  the  river  banks.  Fishing  is  a  dangerous  job.  On  the  river 
many  risks  are  run  in  small  boats.  Swift  currents  take  a  heavy 
toll  of  lives  each  year,  as  it  is  almost  certain  death  to  fall  intO'  the 
river.  River  fishing  is  carried  on  at  night  as  well  as  in  the  day, 
as  the  salmon  run  only  about  six  weeks  of  each  year. 

Deep  sea  fishing  is  even  more  difficult  than  fishing  on  the  river. 
Sudden  storms  and  fogs  are  a  source  of  danger.  These  fishermen 
have  only  a  few  months  to  work  each  year  and  often  receive  poor 
prices  for  their  fish.  On  the  other  hand  a  life  in  the  open,  the  call 
of  the  sea,  and  a  good  price  for  their  fish  keep  thousands  of  men 
eager  to  set  out  each  spring  to  try  their  luck  once  again. 

Nora  McCaffery,  Grade  VIII. 


HONOURABLE   MENTION. 

Commercial  Class,  Toronto: — ^Naomi  Smith,  Lorraine  Polan. 

St.  Joseph's-on-the-Lake,  Scarboro: — Ruth  Maclennan. 

St.  Joseph's,  Winnipeg: — Katherine  Jestadt,  Mary  Schmidt,  Anton 
Bott,  Louise  Hrenchuk. 

St.  Catherine's,  St.  Catharines: — Mary  Ferencz,  Mary  Yuratovich, 
Julia  Peters,  Jean  Wilcox,  Beverley  Richards,  Claire  Loftus,  Ina 
Marie  Fitzgibbon,  Roberta  Robertson. 

Vancouver,   B.C.: — Bernice   Marshall. 

Prince  Rupert,  B.C.: — May  Marion,  Kathleen  Powell,  Peggy 
MacDonald,  Winnifred  Cameron. 
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Famed  for  Flavor 

Wonder  Bread 

AND 

HOSTESS  CAKES 

MADE  BY 

IDEAL  BREAD  CO.  LTD, 

183-193  Dovercourt  Rd. 
Phone  Lombard   1192-1193 
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COMPLiaiENTS 
OF 


HALL'S 

PURE  MILK  DAIRY 

"Quality  is  the  secret  of  our 
success" 

194  CHRISTIE  ST., 
Me.  1192  -  1103  -  1194 

3353  YOXGE  ST., 
Hu.  3981. 


Here  is 
Vital  News 

Everyone  Is  better  off  with  a  steady  and 
ample  supply  of  sunshine  vltamln-D 
every  day.  This  Is  particularly  true  of 
children— to  maintain  health,  promote 
proper  growth,  to  strengthen  resistance 
to  colds  and  Illness,  and  to  build  strong 
bones  and  sound,  even  teeth. 

So  a  new  way  had  to  be  found  to  bring 
the  extra  vltamln-D  we  all  need. 

Now  science  has  found  the  way  to  put 
this  scarcest  of  vital  health-bulldlng 
food  elements  Into  bread.  And  your 
own  delicious,  favorite  Weston's  has 
been  chosen  to  offer  this  priceless  Im- 
provement. 

Vitamin-D  BREAD 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE  OUR   ADVERTISERS 
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ST.  JOSEPH'S  COLLEGE 

Cor.  Queen's  Park  and  St.  Alban's  St. 
TORONTO,     CANADA 


Women's   Department   of   St.    Michael's   College. 

Federated  with  the  University  of  Toronto  for  all  Courses  leading  to  a 

Degree  in  Arts. 

Excellent  residence  accommodation  and  ideal  facilities  for  study. 


St.  Joseph's  College-School 


St.  Albans  Street 
TORONTO 


Resident  and  Day-School  for  Students  in  Collegiate, 
Commercial  and  Preparatory  Departments,  Music  and  Art. 


Students  in  Music  Course  Prepared  for  A.T.C.M.  &  Bachelor  of  Music  Degrees 


For  Terms — Apply  to  Sister  Superioor. 


I 


i 
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SJb)£r^oods 

Toronto  Dairy 


Limited 


588   DUPONT  STREET 


LAkeside  3381 
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Donated  by  a  Friend 
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Klngsdale  9311 

DR.  J.  RYAN 

DENTIST 

86  BLOOR  STREET  WEST 

Physicians    and    Surgeons 

Building. 


i    ! 
I    i 


Dr.  Harold  J.  Murphy 

DENTIST 


Room  41, 
2    Bloor    Street    East,    Toronto. 

Phone  Klngsdale  9265 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE  OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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ST.    JOSEPH    LILIES 


CONDUCTED   BY 


THE   SISTERS   OF    ST.   JOSEPH 
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PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISERS 


ST.    JOSEPH   LILIES 


XI. 


THE  STORY  OF  THE  CHURCH 

by   the 
REV.  B.  N.  FORNER,  C.S.B. 

A  brief  history   of  the   CathoHc 
Church  for  the  CathoHc  home. 

xi  -  287  pages,  illustrated 
$1.00 


At  your  bookseller  or  from 

St.  Michaers  College 

TORONTO   5,  CANADA 

(In  the  U.S.A.) 

The  Basilian  Press, 

1000  19th  Street, 

Detroit,  Mich. 


ROYAL 


t 


Insurance  Company,  Ltd. 

of  Liverpool,   England 

FIRE  -  LIFE  and  CASUALTY 
INLAND  MARINE 


PERCY  J.  QUINN 

Manager  -  Ontario  Branch 
Royal  Insurance  Building  -         27  Wellington  St.,   East 

Phone  WA.  7031  TORONTO  Residence:  LAke.  2519 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 


Xll.  ST.   JOSEPH    LILIES 


LOYOLA  COLLEGE 

MONTREAL 

Under  the  Direction  of  the  Jesuit  Fathers 


Preparatory,  High   School   and   College 
Courses,  leading  to  B. A.  Degree 

NEW  BUILDINGS  SPACIOUS  PLAYING-FIELDS 


I  FOR    PROSPECTUS   APPLY    TO 

I  THE  RECTOR 

1      Loyola  College,  Sherbrooke  St.  West  Montreal,  Canada 

I 
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••;  SPECIAL  :: 

SUPERIOR  OPTICAL  CO. 

will  give  a  discount  of 

25% 

on  all  prescriptions  brought  to  us  by  any  person  who  subscribes  to  this 
Journal;  or,  to  any  teacher  or  principal. 

We  make  glasses  only  from  a  prescription  by  an  oculist  physician. 
Come  in  and  consult  us. 

SUPERIOR  OPTICAL  CO. 

20  Bloor  Street  West  Toronto,   Ont. 

Phones:    KI.    0963  KI.    2116 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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MERCY  HOSPITAL 

for  INCURABLES 

58  SACKVILLE  ST. 


* 


Conducted    by 
THE    SISTERS    OF    ST.    JOSEPH. 
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SAVE  CLOTH 
ALB  LINEN 
ALTAR  LINEN 

Real  French  weaves  in  Saye 
Cloth — The  most  serviceable  fa- 
bric for  community  wear. 


Our  linens  at  very   low  prices. 


Hayes  &  Lailey 

22  Wellington  St.  W. 
Toronto. 


G.  A.  HARDIE  Sl  CO. 

Limited 

LAUNDRY  COTTONS 
and  COTTON  GOODS 

For  Shoe  and  General 
Manufacturing. 


Get  our  list  of  Cotton  and  Linens 

for  Hospitals,   Institutions, 

Hotels,  etc. 


468-73   WELLINGTOX    ST.    W. 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 
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ST.    JOSEPH    LILIES 


Toronto 


Conducted  by 

The  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


THE    ARTIST'S    CHOICE 

A  concert  artist  exercises  the  greatest  care  in  choosing 
a  piano.      The  instrument  must  have  a  flawless  tone 
its  action  must  be  light,  instantly  responsive  and  power- 
ful.    The  fact  that  in  Canada  more  concert  artists  play 
Heintzmans  is  a  tribute  to  Heintzman  genius. 

Visit  the  Heintzman  showrooms.  Inspect  the  new  mo- 
dels :  the  miniature  grand,  the  miniature  upright  and  the 
new  vertical  grand — the  "Chateau."  Uprights  are  priced 
as  low  as  $425;  the  "Chateau"  at  $495,  and  grands  as 
low  as  $995. 

Heintzman  &  Co.  sheet  music  department  can  supply 
all  your  requirements  for  music. 


HEINTZMAN  &  CO. 


195  YONGEST. 


TORONTO 
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It  Pays  to  Use 
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There  is  a  Martin-Senour  Paint  or  Varnish  product 
for  every  surface  and  for  every  purpose 

Write  for  FREE  Booklets 

Home  Painting  Made  Easy  and  Goody  Varnish 

^Ae  MARTIN-SENOUR  60. 


LIMITED 
PRODUCERS  OF  PAINTS  AND  VARNISHES 


PRODUCTS 


LAUNDRY  SUPPLIES 

SOAPS  —  SODAS  —  BLEACHES  —  SOURS 

PAPER  GOODS 

TOILET  PAPER  —  TOWELS  —  TRAY  CLOTHS  —  NAPKINS 
DOILIES  —  PAPER   CUPS 

SOAPS 

LIQUID  —  SCRUBBING  —  GERMICIDAL  —  UTILITY  —  TOILET 
HOSPITAL  —  LAUNDRY 

A  Cctfiiplete  Line  of  Cleaning  Supplies  for 

Schools  —  Hospitals  —  Institutions  —  Laundries,  Etc. 

From  One  Reliable  Source. 

SUNCLO  PRODUCTS 

SEVENTY-TWO  DON  ESPLANADE,  TORONTO,  ONTARIO 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISERS 
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-     Murphy,  Love,  Hamilton 
&  Bascom 

INSURANCE 


DOMINION    BANK    BUILDING 

King    and    Yonge    Streets 

Toronto. 


Parkes,  McVittie 
&  Shaw 

General  Insurance  Brokers 


Representing:  — 

Royal  Insurance  Co.  Ltd. 
Motor  Union  Ins.  Co.  Ltd. 
Continental   Insurance   Co. 
Home  Fire  &  Marine  Ins.  Co. 
Alliance   Insurance   Co. 
Prudential  Assurance  Co.  Ltd. 


GEORGE  CALVERT 

City  Agent 
4  RICHMOND  E,.  TORONTO 
Phone   El.   8191. 


..-+ 


Residence:  La.  2974. 
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RILEY 
BRASS 
GOODS 


FOR 
LONG 
LIFE 


The  JAMES  ROBERTSON  CO.,  Ltd. 

207-219  Spadina   Ave.,   Toronto. 

WHOLESALE    DEALERS    IN    PLUMBERS'     AND 
STEAM  FITTERS'  SUPPLIES. 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OXJR  ADVERTISERS 
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DR.  PORTER 


DENTIST 


CORNER 
Mississauga  and   West    St. 
ORILLIA        :        ONTARIO 


Compliments  of 


Swift  Canadian  Co. 


Limited 


Makers  of  the  famous 
SWIFTS  PREMIUM 
HAM  AND  BACON 


FINER  BECAUSE  THEY'RE 
OVENIZED! 


Halliday  Brothers 

Limited 
AVholesale  and  Retail 

COAL  and  COKE 


Where  You  Find 

SOLEX  LAMPS 


Our  Motto: 
QUALITY   AND   SERVICE 


Telephones: 
Elgin   7253-4.  Hargrave  3038 


A.I7 

Buy  With  Confidence 

Telephone  EL.  2331 


PLEASE   PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 
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DELIGHTED  LADIES 

Tell  their  friends  how  pleased  they  are  with 

EXCELS-ALL 


REGISTERED 


L 


HOME  DRY-CLEANING  FLUID 

One  gallon  will  clean  six  or  more  dresses.  Will 
not  injure  the  finest  fabrics.  Splendid  for  Cur- 
tains, Draperies,  Upholstered  Furniture.  Can  be 
used  over  again.  Safe  to  use  in  the  home.  De- 
livered  anywhere  in   the  city. 

Telephone  Elgin  0351. 
Put  up  in  gallon  quantities 

Priced  per  gallon  60c 

SOLD  ONLY  BY 

Russill   Hardware    Company 


126  KING  STREET  EAST 


TORONTO 


It's  Easy  to  S 


by  "Remote  Control" 

A  inodern  way  of  getting  your  shopping  done  without  effort  or  woi*ry! 
It  may  be  a  difficult  color  you're  trying  to  match — a  hard-to-choose  gift — 
or  advei-tised  merchandise.  Simply  write  to  Simpson's  Personal  Shop- 
ping Service.  Trained  shoppers  who  are  experts  about  colors,  styles,  sizes 
and  values  will  track  down  what  you  have  in  mind.  Use  this  Simpson 
service  often — there's  no  extra  charge. 


Address  Personal  Shopping 
Service,  Simpson's,  Toronto;  or 
call  Adelaide  8711,  local  625. 


Sixth  Floor 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  OtJR  ADVERTISERS 
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3.  Snaar 


IFun^ral  itr^ctnr 

467  Sherbourne  Street  Midway  7233 


All   the   Latest   Magazine;:    and 
Newspapers. 


Paul  Mulligan 

Dealer  in 

STATIONERY  AND  FANCY 

GOODS,    CIGARS,    CIGARETTES, 

TOBACCOS 

ICE  CREAM  AND  CANDIES 


SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 


H.  G.  Mcintosh 

DISPENSING 
SPECIAUST 


Physicians'   and   Surgeons'   Build- 
ing, 86  Bloor  St.  W.        KI.  5706. 
MI.  0246. 


Comer  YONGE  and  St.  ALBANS 
STREETS 

Phone  KIngsdale  5741 


I 
1        I      Prompt  Motor  Delivery  Anywhere 


IL 


in  Toronto. 


Phone  Kingsdale  5097 

(&\\m.  K  Olottttnra 

FUNERAL  DIRECTOR  AND  EMBALMER 
106  Avenue  Road,  Toronto,  Ont. 


PLEASE    PATRONIZE   OUR    ADVERTISERS 


ST.    JOSEPH    LILIES 


XXI. 


PIGOTT  CONSTRUCTION 

COMPANY,  UMITED. 

Engineers  and  Contractors 

Some  Recently  Completed  Contracts 

Addition  to  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Addition  to  Mercy  Hospital,  Toronto. 

Addition  to  St.  Michael's  Nurses'  Home,  Toronto. 

New  Loretto  Abbey,  Armour  Heights,  Toronto. 

Basilica  of  Christ  the  King,  Hamilton. 

McMaster  University  Buildings,  Hamilton. 

New  Canadian  National  Railway  Station,  Hamilton. 

HAMILTON  CANADA 

(Pigott  Building) 
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FINE  FOOD 
PRODUCTS 

by 

DALTON  BROS. 

LIMITED 

TORONTO 


Manufacturers 
Since   1834 
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